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Originally published by Sliced Up Press in the Slashertorte anthology, December 2020

“Go ahead,” he says. “It won’t hurt, I promise.”

You swallow heavily and stare at him where he’s smiling invitingly from the bed, one hand proffered. With trembling fingers, you take it, grip it tight; bring it to your lips and kiss his knuckles, and then you put his thumb in your mouth and bite.

There’s resistance, just like you knew there it would be, and then his skin breaks with a splintering crunch and sweetness floods your taste buds. His severed extremity melts on your tongue, and just like he said, it tastes like a macaron: distinctly almond and crumbly, and where there ought to be blood pouring out of the wound, there’s only fluffy, pink cream. Your eyes dart up to his face, but he’s smiling, none of the discomfort you expect. “See? You can eat your fill. Eat me all up, all of me.”

You lick your lips, a hunger igniting in your belly, and you suck the cream out of his thumb, making him shiver, toes curling in delight. You suck and suck until his hand collapses like a fragile sculpture made of spun sugar, but he only laughs. “Don’t worry, I can always make another one.” With the remaining hand, he pats his stomach. “Come on, why don’t you see what’s in here? I bet it’s even tastier.”

“Wait.” You get up and retrieve a knife from the kitchen, a long, thin carving blade, and as you straddle him again, all you can think is that this feels like a murder scene—but all he does is grin at the sight of it.

“Good idea; I like the way you think. Here!” He stretches his arms above his head, arching his spine so that his stomach pulls taut, and you press the blade to his sternum—and stop, unable to bring yourself to actually slice through. What are you doing? What’s wrong with you; you’re not supposed to eat your lover; what are you—some kind of twisted murderer, a gourmet cannibal?

His fingers wrap around your hand, and he holds your gaze with two warm, cocoa-brown eyes as he drags the blade down his chest all the way to his navel. Cream spills out over the split in his flesh, and he curls his fingers into one flap of skin and pulls it wide open, scooping up some of it and holding it up to your lips. Helplessly, you lick it up, and it tastes like strawberries. He’s delicious, and you know he shouldn’t be, and when you clean his hand, you nip off another finger, tasting chocolate where there should be bone.

“Look,” he whispers, “isn’t it pretty?”

It is. His beating heart is striped like peppermint, his ribs unnaturally smooth and milky ivory, his stomach is bubblegum-pink like taffy; his intestines glitter like sugary icing, all of it bathed in globs of pink cream. The knife is still in your hand—you could easily extract one piece or another, take your pick of the feast laid out before you. There’s just so much to choose from. Can you really manage to eat it all? Does he really want you to eat it all? But looking at it now, it just all looks so good, and the sweet smell of fresh baking fills your mouth with saliva. You—you could it eat it all. If you tried really hard.

He plunges his hand into his guts, swirling his fingers through the cream and scooping up what you think should be his liver, and it squishes softly in his palm like cheesecake. “Go on. No need to be shy. I wouldn’t be offering if I didn’t mean it.”

It seems disrespectful not to at least attempt to eat all of him. He’s so mouth-wateringly delicious, how could you not? Maybe—maybe you can fit all of him inside you. You won’t know unless you try. You press your mouth to the handful and lick it up, tasting toffee mixed with the cream, little flecks sticking between your teeth.

“You’re so good,” you can’t help but murmur, and think, distantly, the absurd thought that like this, you’ll never have to buy sweets or make any ever again: all you have to do is pick up a knife, open him on the kitchen counter or the table, and feast your fill.

His eyes crinkle
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