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Praise




“Mi'kmaw author Morris writes both horror and award-winning poetry, and her latest centers a woman named Lauren who works in a kitchen. The kind of meat Lauren cooks and what really goes into her frying pan are deeply disturbing. Morris' sentences glitter with vibrancy as readers experience unflinching details of flesh and bone, getting a firsthand glimpse into Lauren's fetishes as the tension amplifies. Lauren's girlfriend, Alex, who is of Mi'kmaw heritage, suffers a mishap at a ballet performance. After this, Lauren’s tense family relations give way to a complex dynamic with Alex that isn’t always benevolent. A creeping sense of dread encroaches and readers will flip the pages hoping to find out who survives, particularly as Lauren becomes more unhinged, and the body horror ramps up. Beneath all the gore is a deeper commentary on societal pressures around weight loss as well as an exploration of how the state treats people from vulnerable and marginalized backgrounds and what it's like to be queer and to have to hide it from family. This deeply sensual cannibal horror book is perfect for fans of Hailey Piper, Jack Ketchum, and Eric LaRocca.”                                        

—Booklist, starred review





“Tiffany Morris wields her prose like the keenest of meat cleavers in this tale of cannibalistic decadence. Sumptuously written and armed with unflinching moral clarity, Carnalis is both treat and treatise, a seductive descent into debauchery and a condemnation of capitalism and colonialism. Lyrical, violent, and voluptuous, this book is a mouth-watering examination of power, privilege, and control. I devoured it.”                                                                                                                 

—Elliot Gish, author of Grey Dog






“Carnalis is a poetic feast, a lean yet satisfying contribution to the cannibal subgenre. This addictive novella hums with a primal energy that reminds you how animalistic and predatory society can be. Frightening, prescient, and vibrating with an all consuming intensity, Carnalis will be savored for years to come.”

—Grant Wamack, author of God’s Leftovers






“Carnalis by Tiffany Morris is deliciously sinister, exquisitely uncomfortable, elegantly wrought—like a sumptuous dessert that, as you are consuming it, tries to fight its way back out of your mouth. The more I read, the more I felt that I shouldn’t be reading, but I could not— stop myself. I can only say: take it slowly, savour every word. It’s delectable, right to the last bite.”


—David Demchuk, author of Red X

“Canalis, by Tiffany Morris, is immediately engaging, fun and gross, every sentence a fleshy nod to the human body, and you'll worry more for Alex as Lauren becomes increasingly unpleasant to be around (the ending had me biting my nail).

Also is it wrong that I got hungry despite being vegetarian? And not a cannibal?”

—Madeleine Swann, author of Reality but More Fun

“Don't dismiss Carnalis as 'merely' a cannibal novella—it positively sizzles with commentary on class, race, gender identities, sexuality, eating disorders, mental health, religion, late-stage capitalism, and more, all delivered in a beautiful, lyrical, haunting prose that leaves you hungry for more. But of course it does; it's from Tiffany Morris. I'm not sure a steak will ever taste the same.”

—Lauren McMenemy of HorrorTree.com, and the Writing the Occult event series


“In delicious prose, Tiffany Morris delves deep into the horrors of toxic relationships. A masterful investigation of embodied trauma, class exploitation, and cultural colonialism, this all-meat story gives the reader plenty to chew on. As tender as it is disturbing, Carnalis will leave you hungry for more.”


-Brittni Brinn, author of Misplaced

For SMT. Thank you for everything.

Content Warning

The following book contains:

-Graphic Violence

-Domestic Violence

-Murder

-Cannibalism



“There’s a reason for pouring salt 
in a wound. It tastes so much better.”



—Joseph Kidney, “Short Film About Love”




“When I press my nose to your neck
I swear I can smell bone”


—Annick MacAskill, “Aubade”
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Part 1


Girl Dinner




Chapter 1

Epiglottis

LAUREN

People tore apart the world for a thread of god but Lauren, for her part, found it in a vein of meat. The soft pink pliable tissue that opened into a world. Flesh weeping like a wound.


Lauren’s gloved hands took the just-sharpened scissors to gleaming red meat. She held it in a steady grasp with her left hand, and she gave each press of the blades a deep and loving attention.



The radio screamed from a nearby counter. A pop song about love. Lauren hummed along in the serene, sterile room, surrounded by steel appliances, readying meals for college students from marginalized communities. Cheerful posters showed cartoon illustrations of rolling farmlands and the happy animals who lived on them, ignorant of their eventual slaughter. The bright bubble text promised food security, courtesy of the city’s various student unions and the Healthy Harvest Co-Op.


A big city could swallow poor students whole, especially with so many of them having arrived there, so far from home, maybe even in a whole new country, trying to navigate an alien landscape along with the pressures of study. She was happy to do what she could to help them, even if she never got to see the grateful faces consuming her meals.


The ultimate truth of it, of course, was that she didn’t love cooking for the joy of feeding people. She didn’t really care if other people appreciated or felt nourished by the food she made. She said that she did, of course, because she knew that it made her look better. At least, it made her look normal, because it was the sort of thing that people who loved to cook tended to say.



What she really loved was the surgical suite of the kitchen, how she’d make the food transform under the force of the knife, the weight of the objects in her hands, the satisfaction of the snapping vegetables and the deep thud that meant something had surrendered to her movements. Most of all, she loved the meat bleeding out from the pressure and the serrated metal tearing flesh open like a hostage’s throat. It felt like being God, making dead matter surrender and transmute.


Lauren paused her cutting for a moment to peer at the wall clock. She shook her hands and opened and closed her fists, resting and stretching the muscles of each finger. She tried to take good care of them, to be aware and tend to them any time they got fatigued. Her hands were where her most important work lived.

She forced down a yawn. It was worth it to work Sunday mornings, even if it meant she was stuck doing inventory for the week ahead. The pantry would be stacked with ruby-red spiced jellies and boxes of easy-prep food: luxury mixed with practicality. These Sunday mornings where she was left alone to her patient work felt like a church of her own design.

10:46. The clock above the sink clicked with the promise of a much-anticipated arrival. Bryce would be by with the food delivery, and, hopefully, have a special delivery in tow.

Lauren cut the last of the meat and scraped it into the pan with a sizzle. The garlic and onions that had already been caramelizing made the air instantly aromatic, and the jab of hunger that tugged at her meant Bryce would be there any second.

Anticipation had its own delicious viciousness. She watched the food as she washed her hands, enjoying the simmering susurration of the food cooking in the pan.


“Order’s up,” Bryce called from the door.



“Hello!” Lauren called back from the sink. She wiped her hands on a soft, worn towel.



“I’ve got something special for you,” Bryce said. He placed a wax paper-wrapped package on the steel countertop.



“Excellent!” Lauren exclaimed. She opened the paper gingerly, her fingers fumbling a bit with the rough jute string that he’d tied in a bow. Underneath the delicate paper was plastic-wrapped meat, Valentine-red, soft as a secret.



“Beautiful. Is it wild or volunteer?” she asked.



“Volunteer,” he said, patting the package gently.


The loin bled onto the Styrofoam with his touch. Her stomach gave a quiet rumble. Both of them politely ignored the sound.


“Oh, a rare cut,” Lauren said.


Her smile widened at the box, how the plastic was shining diamond-bright under the fluorescent kitchen lights.


“I’ll take it.”



“Are you sure? It costs—”



“You know the price doesn’t matter.”



She was already cooking it in her mind. It would plate beautifully with the heirloom vegetables, maybe some pommes aligot, haricots verts—she normally saved those for neck, but they’d also go quite well with the loin. The recipe could be halved to account for this thicker, more succulent cut.



“Do you know anything about the volunteer?”



“Young. Female. Antidepressants but nothing else. Drank a lot of rum and brandy, ate a lot of sugary things.”



“Oh, that’s excellent.”



Maybe she’d make a crème brûlée for dessert. Some kind of reduction? Maybe a jus. Would crème brûlée be too rich? This cut was so promising, so perfectly marbled. A dessert wine might be the better choice. Fewer calories. She was getting too excited. Too ahead of herself.


Lauren gave Bryce a wad of cash.


“If you see Genevieve and Ted…”



“Already saw them today on their delivery. They didn’t know I had any more. I saved this cut, uh…special for you.”



“Oh, Bryce, I could kiss you.”


Bryce blushed himself lovely. She knew how to make his cool, professional demeanor deglove from its barriers, exposing the loneliness radiating raw at his core. This is what Lauren loved about older men, how they were greying into softness, faded photographs of the power they once had. Sometimes they clung to those memories so hard that they gleamed at the edges, sweaty and angry, wearing ghosts under their skin.


People didn’t like to admit that looks are currency. Lauren knew that men found her hot; she’d made sure of it. But it was also very easy for her to conjure attractiveness as an energy, an aura. Once she knew that men were ready to project a fantasy onto her, onto any woman who they found attractive, she was all too happy to trap them in their delusions. Bryce probably fucked his wife with renewed vigor on the days when she flirted with him.



When Bryce blushed, he looked younger than the mid-50s his hairline betrayed. If any part of him knew he didn’t have a chance with her, she could work his ego enough to make him believe. Then she could get whatever she wanted.


After a moment of silent eye contact, Lauren broke the spell.


“So, did Ted supply?”



“Yeah,” Bryce said. “He always has great spares for the sausages.”



“Makes sense. This is all so sweet, Bryce. Thank you,” Lauren said.


Silence passed between them, not uncomfortable. Something intimate and unspoken but present. Another ghost.


“I just don’t know what I’d do without you,” she added.


His blush crawled onto his high forehead.


“If I see your folks again, don’t worry. We never spoke,” Bryce said, smiling with solemnity. “Cross my heart.”



Lauren gave him a dazzling smile, each corner of her mouth turned upward as if without effort. Her bleached teeth were newly radiant from last week’s trip to the dentist. Lauren always used a shade of blush that matched her face’s natural orgasm flush. She figured it might convey a quiet sense of sexuality, conjuring a subconscious imagining of her pleasure.


She knew the faces of human joy. Knew how to mimic and appease anyone, but especially men.


It was so much easier when you didn’t love them.



“Do you think…” A pause. “Oh, never mind,” she said.



He looked at her expectantly, but she didn’t say anything.



“What is it? I’ll help if I can.”



“I know this is going to sound weird.” A giggle. “Oh, god, I don’t know if I can say.”



“Go ahead,” Bryce said.



“I would love to actually see a volunteer,” Lauren replied. She hoped her face was showing a shy, bashful look, but with a hint of daring, of conspiracy, like they were entering into an even deeper, more secret intimacy.


Silence crawled into the space between them.


“No,” Bryce finally said. “No, I don’t even get to see them. I’m not really involved in the harvesting process.”


She stared at him.


“I mean, like…I go where it happens, but I don’t know much about what happens before.”



“I see. That makes sense.”


Lauren gave him a sad half-smile. She was great at pulling the look of endeavouring through difficulty, bravely surviving disappointment.


She watched his eyes examine her face and couldn’t quite read what was behind them. Curiosity? Revulsion? Attraction? All of the above?



“Okay. Yeah, okay, I’ll see if there’s anything I can do,” he finally said, and she smiled at him with a brightness she could see reflected in his stainless steel-colored irises.


Lauren imagined rolling his eyes on her tongue. She would enjoy their plump, round wetness hitting over her teeth and against her cheek, sucking on their slick soft membrane, before biting down.

Would they taste of cool spring water? Warm rain? She wanted to own their color in her cells forever.


Chapter 2

Vallate Papillae

Humans are meat that dreams. Impulses of flesh within flesh, sinew and gristle, movement and longing, electric and chemical signals that create an experience called human. These varieties of pulses and chemicals can go wrong in different ways; can be poisoned and intruded upon or just clumsily fated into accidents or disasters. The curiosity of human life is always in the healing, the scar, the recovery.
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