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He turned up the sole of his shoe to see what was sticking. It looked like wet fallen leaves, or 

drops of blood coagulated into the rubber, or slugs accidentally trodden underfoot. He let his foot 

fall back to the pavement. There was no sound, no crinkle or squelch or soft resistance of material 

pushing into the treads. Nothing then. 

 

The youth woke with one arm stuck straight up in the air above his head, the joints balanced one 

on top of another and his wrist cocked limp. A turning of his arm revealed no slugs or blood, but 

what was he expecting? Some crimson blotch crawling down his shoulder, perhaps, but nothing 

slithered down. It was then, letting his hand fall on the trampoline of his belly that he felt it rumble. 

In his post-dream haze, he couldn’t understand it. Something was bubbling up inside of him, he 

thought. It was, rather, something settling itself down. 

 

His fingernails were digging to find the source of the rumbling when a face hovered above him in 

the dusty late morning sun. Who should it be, smile creeping across his face, but Simon, the fine 

host from last night. 

 

“Well, I’ll be damned. Hanning,” He breathed a cloud of stale spirits into Hanning’s face. “My 

bad, man. I mean, girl.” 

 

That’s progressive of him, to say ‘girl’ like that, Hanning thought to himself, or maybe problematic. 

Straight men coming in and coopting our language was something Velvet had earnestly advised 

him to be wary of. But maybe Simon was being camp because he wasn’t exactly as he said he was, 

and in any case, Hanning found it universally hot to have men act gay at him. Unfortunately, his 

body seemed to agree and, as much to distract his own libido as Simon’s eyes, Hanning scrambled 

off the couch and agreed that it was indeed a damned morning, girl. 

 

But he had provoked an ominous curdle and, clutching his belly, Hanning allowed Simon to direct 

him over the smattering of sleeping, beer-stinking bodies to the bathroom. With a groan, he 

dropped onto the toilet seat. The youth found that the curdling was largely abated by violently 

relieving himself. But as he would find when he hiked the cargo pants back up over his hips, 

something still gurgled deep in his gut, swelling it out slightly to pull the waistband taught. 
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This could not be chocked up to a bizarre hangover. Newly squashed between the youth’s freshly-

emptied bladder and rectum throbbed a new organ, ill at ease in its foreign environment. Had he 

the wherewithal to visit a gynecologist for a physical exam, the doctor could have identified the 

uterus with a pelvic massage but, in his ignorance and in the absence of any outward changes to 

his physical makeup, the youth would press on none the wiser to the tectonic shifts that were 

beginning to stir up his innards. 

 

As Hanning waddled to work, predictably late and willfully ignoring the cramps only slightly 

abated by his massacre of the toilet, he tried to remember if Corky was scheduled to work that 

morning. Classically butch to the point of auto mechanical knowledge, Corky was the first woman 

to tickle Hanning’s interest since he met his aunt’s “roommate” Sheila. Both shared the lip-curling 

animal grace that Hanning found so irresistible in the men he usually dated, and he refused to deny 

himself that electric shock of desire just because she was a woman. 

 

It was with no small pang of disappointment that he slid behind the concession stand – alone. 

Hanning preferred the slow morning shifts at the theater, when only the odd straggler would 

wander in for a show. The way he saw it, these shifts amounted to paid hangover recovery, 

although the daylight hours seemed to stretch on elastically. 

 

He was allowing this thought to unspool itself over a paper cup of stolen Dr. Pepper when Corky 

pushed through the wooden doors, leading with the shoulder and letting her hands rest in the 

pockets of her padded denim jacket. Common as this action was, in Corky Hanning found the 

effortless control over her surroundings powerful. Hanning straightened his back and tried to 

repress a smile as she sauntered to the counter. 

 

“What can I get you, ma’am?” 

 

“That’s sir, to you,” She was always smirking, but for the first time she caught his eye while doing 

so and Hanning flushed under her gaze. She gestured to his nose piercing. “I dig this. Is it new?” 
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He shook his head, flattered though he was to have his body examined by Corky and even more 

so to be corrected by her. In fact, he had put the hole in the bridge of his nose over a year ago. She 

searched his face. 

 

“It’s pretty on you,” She removed her jacket. “But you’ve stolen my shift.” 

 

She was right; technically, he was ushering today. But he had camped out uselessly behind the 

popcorn machine. Morning shifts, uneventful as they were, tended to get the most action of a sexual 

sort, mostly from teenage couples looking for a dark room for two or, frequently, lonely freaks 

looking for one all to themselves. He disliked breaking them up when they were hot and heavy, 

and told Corky so. 

 

She scoffed in what appeared to be agreement and offered to keep him behind the counter. “For 

company. If someone comes in, though, you gotta go.” 

 

Her friendliness, if one could trivialize such a generous invitation as just that, surprised him.  

What’s more, it seemed that the “company” she sought came in the form of very personal 

conversation they had yet to share, as well as an occasional brush of the arm. She had nearly 

finished fixing up her truck, she told him, whose motor had been on the fritz, forcing her to bike 

everywhere. That explained the intoxicating cologne of cold sweat that followed her. In exchange 

he offered her a summary of last night’s party, which was suddenly and inconveniently plunged 

into brain static; he could only just remember Simon’s morning wakeup call with a blush. Corky’s 

brow raised. 

 

“A guy, huh? I wouldn’t have guessed you swung that way,” She seemed genuinely taken aback. 

“I should have asked. How do you identify?” 

 

Perhaps he had been too forthcoming. Bagging men, Hanning had found, often relied on talking 

up his availability, which was best done with a sly nod to his most recent lover or wannabe lay. 

But perhaps this wasn’t how women flirted, not that he’d believed he had a chance with a lesbian. 
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In any case, Corky raised a good point. If he was attracted to her, Hanning’s understanding of his 

sexuality must not be as testosterone-dependent as he thought. 

 

“I suppose I float in the gay realm,” he dropped the words slowly, letting them fall at their own 

pace. “But I don’t think my desire is so linear that I could predict its trajectory. If that makes sense.” 

 

He hated it when he polluted perfectly good statements with self-doubt. But she was looking at 

him with an earnest expression and nodded slowly. A humming vibration tremored through his 

hand and he became aware of their fingers, almost touching as she leaned against the counter. 

 

She broke their gaze at the rattle of the front doors. As casually as he could, he snapped his eyes 

up. Simon was collecting his ticket at the stand, eyes searching the room for, Hanning could only 

imagine, himself. 

 

That curious sensation was building up again deep in his abdomen, unlike any hangover symptom: 

a frustrating, radiating warmth that seemed to follow the rhythm of his cramps. Hanning could not 

determine whether it pained or aroused him; like a loose tooth in torn gums, he wanted to rip it out 

and press it deeper into the wound. He prickled with irritation as he scuttled into Hall 2. 

------ 

 

Simon gingerly pushed through the doors seconds later. Good, Hanning thought. He didn’t stop 

by concessions. 

 

The movie had already started. It wasn’t a particularly nuanced piece, but the color palette of the 

film didn’t hurt. Presently, the creamy pigmented yellows rippled across the empty theater seats, 

as if the hall had plunged beneath a koi pond. Simon descended the theater steps hesitantly, 

unaccustomed to how the theater darkness warped the edges of reality. 

 

“You left so quickly this morning,” He whispered as he reached Hanning’s grimy corner. 

 



 

 5 

“Mhm?” He didn’t know why he moved to interrupt, he had nothing to say. His uterus was so 

thrumming with hot pulsions it hurt to stand. 

 

“We didn’t get much of a chance to talk last night,” His eyes searched Hanning’s face, like Corky’s 

had done. He didn’t seem to find what he was looking for and he leaned down, closer to Hanning’s 

face. “I don’t know how I missed you. You were ethereal.” 

 

He was, Hanning thought, a fine kisser. Just fine. Tentative, maybe, lacking force. He pressed 

harder into Simon’s lips, encouraged by his moan. Harder, he pressed, harder, feeling his teeth 

against his own lips, cheekbone against cheekbone and Simon’s whimpers vibrating in his skull. 

He grabbed hair, pulled the boy in deeper, felt his jaw stretch open. Simon’s cries muffled into his 

lips, his tongue, finally echoing wetly in his throat. His hair rubbed unlubricated down the back of 

his esophagus, leather jacket slithering after, his broad shoulders stretching his throat into aching 

pleasure on their descent. 

 

It was only when he arrived at the scuffed Blundstones that the youth realized what he was doing. 

With a gag, he half-heartedly tried to vomit Simon back up, but the boy, surely already suffocated 

by the enormous maw, lay useless and limp in his gullet, impossible to regurgitate. Panicked, 

nearly suffocating on his meal, Hanning sputtered until he had gulped the boy’s feet out of sight, 

the rubber soles dragging on their way down. 

 

The youth had fallen to his knees and now, overwhelmed by the void in front of him, he sank 

deeper still, not caring what calcified wads of gum might be grinding into his pants. Trembling, he 

raised his hands to his jaw, feeling for it in fearful, fluttering touches as if worried it would act of 

its own accord and swallow his limbs as it had the boy now marinating in his gut. But sore as it 

was, his jaw appeared intact. He pushed himself shakily to his feet, the carpet, now wet with his 

saliva, squishing underfoot. 

 

By the time he emerged from the dark hall, he had steadied himself. He was, of course, partially 

wracked with guilt for his hand in Simon’s fate but time – precisely, the hour and a half left in the 

movie – had somewhat placated his conscience. To his relief, the missing customer seemed to melt 
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into the ether and for the rest of their shift Corky didn’t ask him a single question about the man 

who never exited Hall 2. 

 

Lying across his bed that night, Hanning massaged his jowl and stared intently at the poster he had 

gummed to the ceiling earlier that year. Tura Satana snarled back at him from beneath the blazing 

letters. 

 

“Faster, Pussycat! Kill! Kill!” 

 

He mouthed the words, burrowing his gaze into Satana’s cleavage as he did so. Unthinkingly, he 

pulled out Grindr. Though he would not admit it to himself, he knew how the encounter would end 

when he invited the stranger upstairs. 

 

Hanning tried his best to ignore the Vans lingering near the bedroom door, disinterested in 

remembering their late owner. Presently, he was occupied with more pressing matters, such as his 

increasingly tender nipples and how, exactly, his mouth managed to hinge open like that. It felt, 

he thought through bitter tears, like his whole body had betrayed him, aching and bloating, 

stretching against his will and jerking him around with cravings he didn’t understand. 

 

In the weeks to come, time seemed to melt into itself. The cramps subsided after about a week and 

the youth found that he could weather his new eating habits with grace when his body was in 

working order. He had become a reliable usher and an even better house party guest, delighting in 

the nameless crowds and self-serve bedrooms with lockable doors. 

 

Yes, life was moving on for the youth. With the exception of the one week a month when his uterus 

twisted body and mind out of control, he had managed to balance himself within his new reality, 

if precariously. Fearful as he had become of that monthly nightmare, he had not developed the 

helpful habit of anticipating its arrival. It was, then, without any particular fear or foreboding that 

he rested his head on the eve of what should have been his fourth cycle. 
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Under the pressure of his pinched fingers, the skin cleaved in two. He pried into the bloodless 

wound but it refused to release a single drop, revealing instead layers of skin beneath the gash. 

Reflexively, he went to dip the sliced fingertip in his mouth. But he stopped before the object – 

indeed not a finger but the hard, waxen bud of a flower – could penetrate his lips. Looking down, 

he found that he was holding a length of stem, riddled with fetal blossoms. 

 

Hanning awoke in a strangely hungerless state. Indifferent though he was to the prospect of a meal, 

he convinced himself to make an appearance at the party Velvet had mentioned. Now, sulking 

drunkenly in the corner, Hanning realized this was a mistake. Just the smell of the crowd, once so 

arousing, had sent him retching to the garden. The uncomfortable aching of which he had grown 

grudgingly tolerant was replaced by nausea and a near constant need to empty his bladder. 

 

The youth had never taken any particular interest in biology in his years of schooling and knew 

therefore nothing of the reproduction habits of some lizards. An open-minded zoologist would 

have recognized that, much like these asexual reptiles, the miracle of life brewing in his stomach 

was uniquely wondrous. The youth’s insides were budding, his genetic material splitting, 

duplicating and zipping itself back up to mold the next generation in his image. 

 

He stumbled out of the front door and emptied himself in spurting streams against the side of the 

house. Something caught his eye and he half-knelt, half-dropped to his knees. A bulbous, fleshy 

perversion of a plant was dripping in the soil. He knew instinctively not to finger the lips of the 

flower, or the scrap that flapped like a skin tab above the flute. As he looked on, a gnat, 

undoubtedly enticed by the urine, meandered into the open mouth and landed on the ledge. The 

gnat’s threadlike legs extended in slow motion, as if swimming underwater, slipping down the 

flute’s slick violet rim until it disappeared from sight. Wiping his hands, Hanning struggled to his 

feet and retreated to the safety of the party. 

 

When he emerged the next morning, he almost missed it. But the mesh of greenery caught his eye 

as he turned down the abandoned street. The house looked as if taffy had been pulled across it in 

thinner and thinner strands. Thick, purplish-veined vines had spurted across the wall overnight, 

forking off every few feet into phallic blooms that opened their mouths to the sky. Some of the 
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stains that speckled the stems, Hanning realized in horror, appeared to be moving. When he 

approached, he discovered they were slugs, glistening along the veins. 

 

Hanning turned on his heel and took one, then two steps away from the enormous pitcher plants 

climbing the house. He shuffled home, the poetry of the miracle bubbling in his uterus lost on him. 


