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“Hunger” deals with the vampiric mananaggal myth, 
which, in Philippine mythology, is a blend of old-school Western vampiric myths 
and native superstition. “In myths, she’s a beautiful woman who can separate the 
upper half of her body from her lower half,” Lee said. “The lower half stays 
rooted in one place while the upper half goes on a feeding frenzy—usually 
sucking the unborn fetus from a pregnant woman. If you look at the duality of 
such a creature, it serves as the perfect metaphor for adolescent hunger.”

 

You feel like a small star orbiting around a center of gravity as you step 
out of the car and instinctively move towards Kian. He smiles at you: that kind 
of smile reserved for best friends and childhood confidants, and for once you 
wish that you hadn’t known him since first grade, when you squished a sugary ice 
cream cone into Joseph Bulaong’s nose because he was beating Kian up in the 
middle of the school playground.

“Good gig,” he says, giving you a thumbs-up sign. “Your rendition of that 
Buckley song was amazing.” You blush and grin, batting away the compliment with 
one blue-manicured hand. He is the bassist for Hands Down; you are the lead 
singer. You see him three gigs a week, the last of which is usually at 
Hole-In-The-Wall, a small smoky bar with faux 1960s American diner-style 
interiors and a bathroom that flooded every fourth toilet flush. You resist the 
urge to step closer to him; instead, you wait until Lia and Paolo step out of 
the car and make their way towards Ababu. It is past two in the morning, and 
you’re sure your parents will have a hissy fit when they smell your clothes 
(they reek of cigarette smoke, courtesy of the patrons at the Hole) but that 
it’s all right: more time spent with Kian is definitely time spent well.

The small neighborhood Persian-esque eatery is filled with students and other 
night owls—your group has to stand at the curb for ten minutes before a free 
seat emerges, floating like an empty glass bottle in the middle of the sea of 
people. You move towards it, quickly manipulating an extra chair to fit the four 
of you around the monobloc table. You already know what you want, and wave the 
waitress away. Shawarma at this time of the night is always a treat.

Paolo and Kian immediately fall into conversation regarding the set: Paolo 
you’ve known since your freshman year at the Ateneo, where he mistakenly thought 
you were a high school student looking for the Office of Admissions and kindly 
directed you to Kostka Hall. Both of you were in Comm; Lia, whom you met through 
friends of friends, was a part-time model and no-time student. Kian, you’ve 
known since forever. (A Sarah Geronimo song suddenly plays in your head, and you 
want to smash your internal radio for even considering such a cheesy song to 
describe…oh never mind. Forever really isn’t enough, anyway.)

The food arrives, courtesy of a sleepy-eyed waitress in shorts and a pink 
cotton shirt. Another rerun of a bad Filipino action movie plays on the TV 
mounted at the corner of Ababu, where nobody pays any attention (well, except 
the manongs who would usually sit at the proper 
angle, just to watch the rapid-fire exchange between Fernando Poe Jr. and Max 
Alvarado). Paolo scarfs down his food, occasionally squirting the fiery-hot red 
chili sauce liberally across the mound of white rice on his plate. Lia eats 
delicately, drinking her Diet Coke with a pinky slightly raised in the air; if 
you didn’t know where the place was, you’re sure you’d have thought that Lia was 
eating at one of those five-star restaurant chains that her father owns.

Surreptitiously, you watch Kian scoop up the rice and meat into his spoon and 
put it in his mouth. You watch his lips surround the neck of the spoon, the 
silver giving way to warm pink flesh. You watch his tongue swirl slightly around 
the depression of the spoon, cleaning the surface and making sure that the 
savory white sauce was gone from the utensil. You feel a shiver run down your 
spine. (God, am I being turned on by watching him eat?)

“Rachel, are you all right? You’re not eating your food.” Paolo peers into 
your face, his eyes wide behind his glasses. Despite his pudgy, well-dressed 
exterior, he was the best damn drummer you had ever met; drum sticks were 
lightning bolts in his hand, hurled at the next beat with deadly accuracy. Kian 
glances at you sideways but doesn’t say anything. His eyes are dark behind the 
long, stylish bangs.

“Oh, I’m fine,” you say, flustered. You cover up the fact that you’ve been 
checking out your best friend for the last five minutes by grabbing the chili 
sauce and pouring it into the shawarma. “I was just thinking—”

“We all know what you’re thinking,” cut in Lia suddenly.

“We do?” Paolo asks, raising an eyebrow.

You feel panic rise inside your throat, acid green bubbling just up your 
windpipe. (Fuck.)

“What are we thinking of?” Kian seconds. You feel like you’re suddenly part 
of a hive mind.

“That Rachel fudged up the second verse to that Jack Johnson song. She went 
too fast. She was half a beat early.”

(Breathe. Breathe. Everything’s fine.)

You mentally count to ten, and then turn to look at Kian. His eyebrows were 
slightly raised, the corners of his lips curved slightly in a smile of 
suppressed mirth. You are briefly reminded of one of those battery-operated 
dolls that grinned (evilly, you think) whenever you pressed a button. He doesn’t 
suspect a thing. Grinning, you bite into your shawarma, savoring the bite of 
onions and tomatoes and lettuce/cabbage (you’re never sure which is which) and 
the sweet, sweet essence of the meat. You wonder briefly if that is how Kian 
will taste in your mouth: a riot of flavors, clamoring for attention, 
slipping/sliding across your tongue.

 

You don’t have a gig tonight.

You open the windows of your bedroom and let the night breeze play with the 
tassels of your curtains, the tips of your hair. You parents are out late; 
another charity event, this time for the pediatrics ward. You managed to excuse 
yourself from tonight’s festivities, claiming a headache. Your mother tells you 
that maybe it’s the pain from not doing anything (except that “damn band”), but 
you barely hear her. Tonight, the winds are calling. The stars are now within 
your reach.

You lift up your shirt and run your fingers across the smooth line that 
neatly bisects your stomach, just below your navel. The cut is clean and there 
is almost no bleeding now. You close your eyes and allow everything that is dark 
and bright to resurface. You can’t see it now, but the slice of pain across your 
mind tells you that your wings have emerged from beneath your skin: warm and 
leathery, smelling of old streets and older shadows. You give them an 
experimental flap, feeling the gust of wind lift you slightly off the ground, 
your toes scraping the floor. Your shoulder blades complain of the exertion, and 
you return to the surface, your heels conforming with the flat wooden surfaces.

Carefully, you inch your way towards the window. Your wings beat faster, and 
you hear a swift crack as your bones sever themselves. You feel lighter 
suddenly, half flesh and skin, the human side stripped away as you abandon 
yourself to another creature, feral and wild. A scream rips from your mouth, and 
you hear others answer. The wind whips around you, invisible fingers running 
through your hair. Pale and wide-eyed, you prepare to fly.

You take a deep breath. Hunger returns: stomach pangs stronger than any need 
for human food. (Well, there is such a thing as “human” 
food.) Your mouth tastes imagined blood, sweet/thick, and you know that 
tonight will be a feast.

 

Candy-coated words dribble out of your mouth as you lean into the microphone, 
your hands running around the slender neck of the stand as you would encircle 
your fingers around a lover’s arm. Around you, the stage lights sweep across the 
tiny stage, creating a chiaroscuro effect. The beat consumes you: everything 
moves from one melody to the next. The riffs leave you sweaty, your heart 
pounding to song. You know that everything you do is dictated by the cycle of 
words and music—every thrust of your hip, every movement of your head, the flow 
of your arms and legs. This is the closest you can get to heaven, to a high, to 
falling in love.

You know Kian finds you beautiful when you sing—some residual psychic 
abilities remain at least twenty-four hours after you feed. You give him your 
patent come-hither look that you use whenever you sing “Hanggang Saan.” That was 
the latest song you guys had penned, and your most popular to date—NU 107 has 
been playing it constantly, rumor has it that labels have been wanting to snap 
up your band. The ripple of excitement from hardcore fans (they were with you 
ever since college—orgmates and classmates, high school friends and indie 
audiences) was palpable. You and your bandmates try to downplay it, but even 
(the ice-queen) Lia can’t help but break into a silly grin once in a while.

But tonight, you are focused on Kian. You run the tip of your tongue across 
the edges of your teeth, and pretend you aren’t looking at him while he’s 
looking at you. He’s dressed up for tonight’s gig: pressed midnight blue jeans 
and a button-down polo (you were with him when you bought this at People Are 
People) with a Tasmanian Devil tie. His sneakers are newly washed, and he smells 
like soap and deodorant, clean and smooth, like clear river water constantly 
washing over the shiny pebble shores.

 

You are feeding more often now, at least once every two days. The siren call 
is harder and harder to ignore. Your mother finally notices the dark circles 
under your eyes, fingerprints of a night spent without sleep, and your 
chalk-white cheeks. You wander around your house barefoot, dragging your legs, 
tired. Your father presses the back of his hand on your forehead, an act of 
concern. You try and stop yourself from tilting your head back and forcing his 
fingers into your mouth, a small snack in the middle of the day.

Your back is constantly sore, and drops of blood pepper your sheets. Your 
mother asks you if it’s anything she could help you with, and you smile sweetly 
and tell her no, perhaps it’s just dysmenorrhea. (You know you’re a good liar.)

You tell the band that you’re having a case of the stomach flu, and if Lia 
could sub first while you deal with the pain. They acquiesce, understanding that 
pain is a part of your life. Kian visits you often, bringing rolls of
ensaymada from Red Ribbon, and complimenting your 
mother on her new hairdo. She simpers and smiles and asks him if he has a 
girlfriend, and you know where the conversation is going and start wishing a 
hole in the ground would open up and swallow you alive. Or your mother. Your 
stomach starts hurting again, like there is an invisible dwarf with a silver 
knife that is slowly peeling away layers of flesh, and dammit, you know that 
tonight, you have to fly again.

 

Until when are we going to walk

Arm in arm, hand in hand, friends?

Are we only fooling each other

Because neither wants to speak?



—“Until When,” Hands Down

 

When Kian first introduces you to Katherine, it is all you can do to stop 
from breaking her delicate little fingers in your grip. She gives you a Barbie 
Doll smile and tells you that she’s happy to meet you and that Christopher (Christopher? 
He had never used that name since high school.) has told her so much about his 
best friend Rachel. You want to roll your eyes so far into your head that you 
might be drowned in the dark, but Kian quickly steers her away from you and 
towards the small round table near the amps. Lia passes by and takes you by the 
elbow, then frog-marches you towards the girls’ toilets.

Inside the ceramic-tiled room, she proceeds to tell you how much she
hates Kian’s new girl and that if she had it her 
way, she would allow her latent Chinese side (the side that loves pain and 
torture, which then makes you wonder just how is hers and Paolo’s sex life, and 
if the rope burn rumors are true) to take over and just slice off Katherine’s 
flesh, one sliver at a time, until she’s flayed a million times over and blood 
is dripping on the floor in heart-shaped droplets.

You kindly thank Lia for her thoughtful words as you lean towards the counter 
and position your hands underneath the sink. Water automatically gushes out from 
the tap and you turn your wrists, letting the cool, clear liquid wash away the 
memory of Katherine’s touch. A part of you feels that this is a dream, a 
hallucinatory experience. Your stomach feels like a thousand tiny balloons 
straining against a net, and you’re afraid that you’re ready to explode.

There is a knock on the door, and you can hear Raffy, your manager, asking in 
his disconcertingly nasal voice (even though he says he’s not gay) that it’s 
five minutes before the set starts. Lia hollers that you’re ready, that you two 
are just freshening up. You grip the edge of the sink with both hands, and watch 
in detached fascination as the color of your fingernails slowly seep away, 
almost matching the pale egg white surface of the sink.

You feel Lia’s strong hands on your back, and you dry heave into the sink. 
You tell her it’s just nerves, that you can’t remember performing in front of an 
audience this large, and in a venue this popular—the Hole was like home, but a 
newer, larger venue, with possible scouts is something else—but Lia just rubs 
your back harder, until you feel the balloons carefully pop.

 

You now feed with a vengeance, your wings ripping through the air like sharp 
claws across a stretch of fine dark silk. Your tongue continually snakes out 
from between your lips, tasting invisible molecules, your body constantly 
angled, a stubborn compass needle pointing towards the next prey.

Before, when you were just starting out and you were unaccustomed to the 
taste of meat, you decided to just have a meal a night. You were careful to 
choose only the mothers who never wanted their child, or those who prayed 
fervently each night that they would be a good girl, that they would never allow
that man into their beds and inside their hearts, 
those who were too frightened of the hilot or the 
Quiapo vendors who sold herbal concoctions beside the church. You would listen 
carefully to the susurrus of voices in your head, carefully separating strand 
from strand, allowing the most fearful to surface inside your head, like a drop 
of oil in a bowl of water.

But now you are ravenous. Anger fuels your hunt, and it is only after the 
fifth feeding that you feel slightly satisfied. You lick the blood coating your 
lips, run your fingers lightly across your incisors in order to check for any 
stray bits of meat. Carefully, you poise yourself from the edge of the 
corrugated tin rooftop, ready to take flight. Beneath you, the girl sleeps 
soundly in a small pool of dark blood, the color of the evening tide. You 
stretch out your wings and leap on the back of the wind. The thrill of flight 
still excites you, even after all these years, and you abandon yourself to the 
moment, the patterns of the wind at midnight, the way the city lights seem to 
mirror the constellation of stars scattered across the sky.

 

It has been six months since Kian (or Christopher, as he has decided to be 
called again) and Katherine hooked up. Each time that you see them, it’s like a 
needle is being driven deeper and deeper into your chest, just above where your 
heart is located. You are waiting for the day when, in the middle of singing 
“Hanggang Saan,” you suddenly keel over the microphone stand, tangling up in the 
skeins of wires swirling around your feet. When your bandmates turn you over, 
they will find a small hole just above your left breast, trickling blood down 
your chest and soaking your blouse. It’s an appealing thought, you decide, while 
watching Kian steal a kiss from Katherine’s lips.

You decide to turn your back on them and help Paolo out with the equipment. 
Since Katherine started following Kian around like a faithful (puppy?) 
girlfriend, their nights out as a group has been severely limited. You feel like 
the odd one out: Paolo and Lia have been a couple since the beginning of time, 
and Katherine would rather have Kian tied to a pole than leave her line of sight 
for more than five minutes. Sure, there are boys, and you’ve gone out on a few 
dates, only to realize that you have an annoying tendency to compare each and 
every reasonably interested, hot-blooded male with Kian. It’s a depressing 
thought, and you decided to stop being masochistic by just pretending to be 
lesbian. Lia gleefully joins into the fray of pretense, to the point of almost 
kissing you on the lips after a gig, which forever made Paolo disconcerted about 
his girlfriend’s sexual orientation and Kian laughing so hard that he had to 
gulp down several glasses of water just to calm down.

Tonight’s different, though. Kian offers you a ride home, even though 
Katherine lives in Parañaque and he lives in Makati now, while you are still at 
your old neighborhood in La Vista. He shrugs off your protestations and instead 
gallantly escorts you and Katherine to his car. Paolo and Lia wave goodbye, and 
you find yourself sitting at the back seat of his souped-up Toyota Corolla, 
sharing the space with the long, hard length of Tobey, his guitar, because the 
front seat has been taken over by The Girlfriend.

The drive is silent along EDSA, with only Death Cab for Cutie playing on the 
CD player. Katherine is half-asleep, and the digital read-out on the dashboard 
tells you it’s past two in the morning, and your parents have gotten used to you 
going home even later (or earlier, whichever strikes your fancy) and have 
resigned themselves to that fact. Kian hums along, his thumbs occasionally 
following the beat on the rim of the steering wheel. You are lulled by the lamp 
lights sweeping past the window at regular intervals, and Kian pushing the car 
to almost ninety, and the way the car flows along the avenue, almost as if it 
were flying.

Katherine lives on a sleepy street inside an exclusive subdivision. The guard 
already knows Kian, and waves him inside without an ID (just like at your 
place). The gate is white and tall, and the greenery outside is trim and neat. 
Beyond the fence, you can see an expanse of brick and glass. Kian carefully 
wakes Katherine up and kisses her tenderly. You stare out the window, focus on 
the stray dog wandering down the opposite sidewalk, occasionally raising up one 
hind leg and pissing on the side of the wall. The street lamp makes the dog’s 
coat shine like amber. You bite your bottom lip, playing with the tender bit of 
flesh. They said that in the olden days, when food was scarce, your kind would 
feed on dogs to survive. You are glad that you have never had to deal with such 
a problem.

You move into the front seat when Katherine vacates it; you give her a 
friendly peck on the cheek and resist drawing blood. The door closes with a 
definitive click as you slide into the front. Kian keeps the engine on as the 
both of you wait until the gate opens for Katherine. Then Kian puts the car into 
gear, and you feel it growl to life.

The drive is smooth until you hit EDSA again, just past the Magallanes 
Station. For some reason, the stretch is filled with heavy-loading trucks and 
busloads of people on their way north, and half of the avenue is blocked by 
workmen and piles of rubble. Kian swears and swerves to another lane, only to be 
hit by another tangle in the mounting traffic jam.

“I don’t think we’ll get you back home so quickly, Chel,” he says sleepily. 
You can recognize the warning signs from when you were younger—Kian would become 
more talkative in an effort to stave off the drowsiness. “I’m sorry.”

“You can just drop me off at the next station,” you say nervously. “At least 
you can go home and sleep, right? Not a problem.”

“What kind of a best friend would I be if I don’t bring you home properly?”

You laugh. “The kind that would kill us in a traffic jam because he could 
barely keep his eyes open.”

“Well, either way, your parents would kill me,” he says, rubbing his eyes 
with the back of his hands and leaning to the front (Sign Number Two). “I can’t 
leave you here, but I sure as hell don’t think that it will clear up soon.”

“Who knows?” you tell him, falsely optimistic. “Maybe it will clear up after 
this stretch.”

But thirty minutes later, the car barely moved ten meters. The world seems to 
have stopped. Kian is staring straight ahead. You adjust your skirt modestly 
around your thighs, clasping your hands in the middle like a proper Catholic 
schoolgirl. The air conditioning sputters and spits out small clouds of cool 
air. The CD has stopped; the interior is quieter than what you imagined a tomb 
to be like.

Kian peers outside. “My turn’s coming up soon. I don’t think this traffic 
will clear up.”

You shrug. “If you have a couch and a spare toothbrush, I don’t mind crashing 
over at your place.”

He looks exceptionally relieved that the suggestion came from you. “If you’re 
sure…” he says, his voice trailing off hopefully.

You nod, your fingers surreptitiously trailing across the fabric of your 
shirt, right above the scar. He knows about the operation, but he has never seen 
the scar. You hope the night won’t come to that.

 

You were fifteen and stupid, and already three months into the pregnancy when 
you discovered the situation. The boy was also fifteen and stupid, and promptly 
stopped returning your increasingly panicky phone calls and text messages. 
Twice, you went to his house, but the maid answered both times and denied 
emphatically the presence of the Drs. Hernandezes’ único 
hijo.

Desperate, you remember the story of one of your friends about the illegal 
clinics that litter the side streets of the city, and resolve to visit one of 
them. You bring three thousand pesos and the girl who told you the story, and 
take a jeep to Sta. Mesa. It started raining lightly then, making the streets 
look like pea soup, the street canals carrying with it the vestiges of the city: 
candy wrappers, plastic wrappers of all colors of the rainbow, dead rats and 
bloody cats gutted by careless drivers.

You didn’t know what pain was until you fainted from it. Later on, you 
remember your friend telling you that there was blood, too much blood, and they 
had to give you a transfusion. But it was a black market clinic, and the blood 
was tainted, and it was only three weeks after the operation that you realized 
that it wasn’t just any kind of disease known to man, but something other than 
of this world.

At first, the bleeding refused to stop. You had to buy rolls of gauze and 
change your bandages every hour just to avoid staining your clothes. Suspicious, 
your parents assigned a chaperone, Ate Babing, who spent more time chatting up 
the tricycle drivers at the corner store than watch you go off with your 
friends. There was no pain, which surprised you, just a damp feeling around your 
midsection, like a patch of grass after a summer shower.

And then you learned about others of your kind. They came to you just as the 
clock struck midnight: all women, with hair flowing like forest vines around 
their faces and leathery, batlike wings. All of them were also able to separate 
their upper halves from their lower halves, the edges of their stomachs 
distended and glittering from a night’s frenzied feeding. You wanted to weep 
when you saw them, floating outside your window, looking at you with dead eyes, 
calling you forward. You knew what they were, you knew the stories, 
half-whispered to children in order to fear the dark, the beat of shadow wings. 
You thought that being in the city would make you safe.

But you had to accept it. A part of you knew that this was all your fault, 
and you had to learn how to accept consequences. And if this was punishment for 
that one night of bliss, then so be it.

 

Kian’s apartment was no bigger than a large walk-in closet. Two steps forward 
and you were in the kitchen, two steps back and you were almost stumbling into 
the bed. There was no couch. You look at him expectantly. “Bathroom’s over 
there,” he says, waving carelessly at a wooden door that was held shut by a 
length of chain. He rummages inside a synthetic textile closet, the one with a 
zipper for a door, and hands you a rumpled t-shirt and a pair of cotton shorts. 
You thank him quietly and close the bathroom door behind you. In the dim light 
of a single orange electric bulb, you pour the freezing cold water over your 
head from a pail. There are warning bells going off inside your head, but you 
force them to be quiet, to still. Kian won’t touch you, and you certainly will 
(try) not to have any physical contact with him.

(He has a girlfriend!)

You stumble out of the bathroom and into utter darkness. “Sorry,” came his 
disembodied voice from somewhere to your left. “I’m too tired. I’ll take a 
shower in the morning.”

“Did you even change?” you tease, keeping your voice light.

“Of course,” he says. “Come to bed, Chel.”

You carefully maneuver around the plastic furniture and the plastic bags of 
clothes and groceries scattered on the floor. Your fingers encounter a soft 
material, which means you’ve probably reached the bed already. You slip into the 
space Kian has provided, painfully aware of the dip in the center of the 
mattress, which means that he’s already on the other side. Positioning yourself 
on the edge, you cross your hands over your chest and turn your back towards 
him. You’re not sure whether your eyes are open or closed; it doesn’t make much 
of a difference.

Behind you, Kian moves forward and wraps his around your waist, pulling you 
to him. You whisper worriedly, wondering what’s wrong, but he simply buries his 
face at the back of your neck. You feel something warm and wet trickle down your 
nape, and you turn around to face him. “Are you crying?” you ask quietly, 
wrapping your arms around his shuddering shoulders. His face is in your shirt, 
burrowed between the valley of your breasts, and you have never held him like 
this, not even when Anita, the love of his life and his first girlfriend, left 
him for her classmate Jasmine Toledo. He had also cried then, and refused to eat 
anything but Meat Lovers’ Pizza from Pizza Hut (because that was the last meal 
that he and Anita had shared) for two weeks.

You hold him to you (it’s not so bad after all), 
until you feel him shift slightly and his lips press against your skin, through 
the fabric. You look down, and he looks up, and then you are reminded of the way 
the Titanic slammed against the icebergs—the impact 
was enough to bring the mighty ship shuddering to its knees. Kian’s kiss feels 
that way: breaking all the barriers, refusing to acknowledge their existence, 
cracking the walls that you have surrounded yourself with. (Twelve 
years’ worth…) You bite down on the flesh of his lower lip; your 
tongue swipes the drop of blood that wells across the surface. He tastes of 
metal and cinnamon, bitter and pungent, the salt of the seas. You store the 
memory inside your mind, where later on, when you are alone, you will roll it 
over and over in your mind, like a particularly beautiful and intricate 
plaything.

You gasp as his hands slip underneath your shirt, stroking the flat of your 
stomach, tracing the line of your wound. “Is this it?” he whispers, his voice 
grating the still night air. You nod desperately, squirming underneath his 
touch, everything be damned.

He lowers his head and you feel the tip of his tongue, like a flower petal 
dipped in morning dew, slipping/sliding across the cut, tasting your blood. You 
tangle your fingers into his hair, allow him to uncover your skin beneath the 
clothes, his hands memorizing the language of your movements. You know you are 
sinking, that you have abandoned all hope of resurfacing, You, who have known 
flight, known the names of all the winds that encircle the city—now, you know 
how it feels to drown. The waters are slowly, slowly closing over your head.

 

In your mind, there will be no chance for redemption, so you will decide to 
run away. You will change your city, your name, your face. But to the women, the 
others of your kind, the foulest of blood that flows hotly through your veins 
will still sound a clarion call, and everywhere you go, they will gather outside 
your window, waiting for you like ghosts at a funeral.

You will taste the blood on your mouth, feed because you need to live, but 
there is no more pleasure in the succulent liquid taste of meat. Even flight has 
lost its pleasure: every time you take to the air, you remember the fall into 
his arms, and everything is made bittersweet by the memory.

When you feed for the last time, you will find yourself crouched on the 
rooftop of a beautiful white house in the outskirts of the village where you are 
currently hiding in. You will hear the fervent prayers of the woman in your 
mind. She does not want this child. Carefully, you will unfurl your tongue and 
search for a gap in the roof. You can smell her already: strong and warm, full 
of flesh and life. Your tongue enters her belly, laps up the scarlet-and-sunset 
child that will never know light; only the warm beat of the darkness. You will 
swirl the liquid inside your mouth, and realize that it tastes of metal and 
cinnamon, bitter and pungent, the salt of the seas—

(I know this taste.)

 






