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    TRES LECHES 
 
    V. Castro 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tres Leches. A cake traditionally made from three milks. Evaporated, condensed and heavy cream. My recipe is slightly different as I make mine with the milk from the veins of my lovers, the ones who taste the best. Only high quality will do. One bite will leave your chin and lips a syrupy red mess as the sponge macerates in your mouth. The cake has a sexual fluids bitterness from my victims' arousal as they bleed, a copper tang that rushes down your throat in a rip tide of ecstasy. Wild with greed, you will be compelled to finish your portion then ask for more. 
 
    There are many ways you can make this cake. I like mine wet, sodden like my desire. Like the kind of sex that leaves you panting and weak on your back, your heart rate pulsating between your ears. The dizzying exertion worth the sensation that you may be on the brink of death. Every bite captures that experience. Leaves you satisfied to your marrow. 
 
    Three types of blood give the cake that lip-smacking flavor. First is the blood with the plasma removed, leaving a thick syrup. The second is the same as the first with a cup of sugar added. The third is blood mixed with liquid fat then whipped to merengue lightness. Tres sangres. A holy trinity of decadence for the blood drinkers and flesh flayers. Blasphemy never tasted so good. 
 
    The ground up bones of lovers who have hurt me or the bodies being disposed by the residents at The Pink Agave Motel a few blocks away act as the flour. The rest of the recipe follows the traditional method of the original tres leches cake, including a simple whipped cream topping. Its blood-soaked richness hidden until you cut a slice. 
 
    My bakery, Dark Delights, is located in the Italian market in south Philadelphia. We are open on the weekends after midnight until sunrise. We keep a low profile with only bespoke orders. Word of mouth the only way to contact us. When you pass the small shop, you may think it is closed or abandoned with a faded red blind covering the window. In white, Dark Delights is printed on the glass with no opening hours. The door is locked at all times. 
 
    I miss my homeland; however, we have been here so long, I don’t know when I will return. We lived through much tumult and war, moving around to avoid detection or capture. It has felt good to be in one place. As a high priestess, blood was my currency and my life until it became my lifeblood. The recipe dates back to after my days when I stood at the top of the great pyramids giving sacrifice to the gods for rain and bounty. When the Spanish arrived, I dressed as the warriors in head to toe cotton armour painted in the colors of the jaguar. We fought hard with axe and spear in hand. We cut down soldier and priest equally. Both vile threats to our way of life. Days and nights filled with ferocious cries under the scorching sun and rain to keep them from taking our land. But we had to retreat to the jungles to survive. 
 
    Hiding out and being on the run left us hungry. That is when I had the idea. Nothing to eat but the bodies of our enemies. Together we decided to make something sweet to cleanse the bitterness of our people’s captivity and domination from our minds. 
 
    First, we bled the bodies. Then stripped their flesh to boil and roast. We left the bones to blanch and dry in the sun before grinding them between stones to create a flour-like substance. Eggs from foraged nests. We built a pit similar to a grave and cooked it beneath the Earth as you might roast meat. It wasn’t exactly a cake back then, but it satisfied. It gave us the strength to keep going. To hide and hope our people could survive. I prayed day and night to the gods to give me a way. And the gods answered. But not as I imagined. 
 
    They ambushed us in the night. 
 
    I lay bleeding, fearing, with a deep gash across my chest revealing bone and muscle. My heart slowed. Vision tunnelled as I watched the slaughter. The conquistadors shouting their language, my people shouting in ours. Both falling to the same oblivion. And isn’t that the struggle we face still. The oblivion of mutual destruction. I longed for one last taste of something sweet to carry me to the afterlife. 
 
    I felt my arm being pulled above my head, away from the fight and back into the depths of the jungle. My body bumped and scraped the ground, but it was not painful because of the agony of my seeping wounds. A soldier flew through the air and fell without a head. I couldn’t see who dragged me. The gods heard my cries. We stopped. Two women stood over me as I lay on the ground close to death. One looked as if her skin had iridescent scales, which shimmered like the inside of an oyster shell. Her mouth stained red. A creation from the Gods I assumed. The other appeared human with obsidian blades for teeth. Could she be what the Spanish were calling a cucuy? 
 
    They looked at each other before taking a bloody heart from a leather that hung across the body of the scaled one. They bit each other’s wrist before spilling their blood into the heart cavity. The reptilian woman kneeled and rested my head against her thighs. The woman with long brown hair kneeled next to me and placed the heart to my lips. It squished in my mouth, releasing its juice. It was sweet like my enemy cake. I sucked harder, my eyes growing wider. Muscles regained vigour as did my hunger. I ate until the heart was gone. I reached for the bladed mouth woman to kiss her deeply. Her mouth saturated with saliva and blood. The reptilian woman leaned from overhead and kissed me as well. Blood dripped from her chin onto my forehead. 
 
    “Rise, warrior priestess. We must flee.” 
 
    We wandered as far north as we could, back then there were no borders with patrols. We just knew we needed to escape. Years passed with no invaders in that new land. Only the indigenous tribes who lived in peace with us, they knew we were different. Then settlers arrived on those shores. Again, we retreated until we learned to blend in. We took normal professions amongst the humans. It would be the only way to survive. 
 
    We three took up work at an inn for weary travellers, avoiding the human wars and helping when we could for those we deemed worthy. I found my passion again at the inn, baking human desserts. Learning their craft in the traditional way. When supplies ran low due to conflict, and we were left in need, my recipe came in handy again. This time I had space and time to perfect it. My companions chose the travellers they lured at the inn and their bodies given to me. Soon, the creatures living in the margins from all corners came passing through for the dark delights made in my small kitchen. All that time passed. I am still here enjoying, craving and creating Dark Delights. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    GLUT 
 
    E. Seneca 
 
      
 
      
 
    “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. You put his thumb in your mouth and bite. 
 
    There’s resistance, just like you knew there would be,  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 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 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 at the corners. “I’m glad you’re enjoying it.” He smears the rest in his hand over your lips, and while you lick it away, dives his hand back into his abdomen and withdraws another fistful of confection. 
 
    What is this time? Is it changing? Can he change it? This time it’s cookie, golden dough speckled with gooey, melted chocolate chips and drizzled in what seems to be vanilla ice cream, and when you eat it, your eyes slide half-shut and you groan in pleasure. You’ve never tasted anything more perfect—it’s all exactly as it should taste, the divine ideal, the flavor and texture unattainable by any human baker. The vanilla is pure and crisp, the chocolate the exact balance of sweet and bitter, each bite baked neither too much nor too little, just the right amount of crunch on the edges and softness inside. 
 
    He grins at your vocalization, excitedly reaching inside himself, groping and widening the long split down his front even further. “Here, put some of this on, it’ll taste even better!” 
 
    That seems impossible, inconceivable; how can this get any better when it’s already perfection? Then his fingers slide into your mouth, adding something that you think is marzipan. Whatever it is, he’s right, unbelievably. Even more unbelievably, despite all that you’ve eaten, you don’t feel sated at all. Surely you’ll grow tired of so much sugar soon? Surely it’ll make you sick? 
 
    But you’re not feeling
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