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Chapter 1

DEAD







Hunger has a sour taste. Seeping between the teeth, resting on my tongue, vile and wrong. It sends shooting pains down my side. My stomach floats in my torso, nothing tethering it down. The worst part is the headache. Tender skull, pounding at the temples, I put my hand over my ear and grimace at the sound.

The song of the wind distracts me from the headache. I run faster to catch up to them. My brothers tear up the streets as well as the white pines and sycamores. We dart through the forest and town like bandits. Thieves are quiet, stealthy. Our kind doesn’t need to hide. We use violence to rob those who have what we want.

Liam pushes past Matthew; he has to be first. As the oldest he claims everything as his. The bridge is coming up. A breeze runs with me at the same speed. Maple leaves decorate the ground. Then they end up in the river, no remorse, like a melancholic suicide. Catching up to Matthew, I see he isn’t grinning, but baring his fangs.

Looking around I don’t find anything unusual. Until I listen. The ghastly croak of the Revenants. They are specters with a slithering form, no purpose, nowhere to go. Sleek eel-like creatures with shiny red eyes and feathery wings. Unhinging their jaws, they collectively sing a disgusting chorus of agony.

The three of us stop. Liam braces himself and we take our place on each side. He’s Matthew’s twin but is half an inch taller and has narrower eyes. The Revenants fly above us. Their presence is a warning sign. Wherever they are, the Undead follow. Technically, none of us are alive, but Vamps reign supreme among the ghoulish beings.

“Wait until I say so,” orders Liam. I tilt my head back and blow out a sigh. Matthew gives Liam the sideways glance of disapproval, like brothers do, though this time I detect a hardness in Matthew’s eyes. “Now!”

On my brother’s mark we run toward the emerging figures. They stumble out of the dark alleys, as though appearing from hell itself, transported instantaneously. The Undead walk slowly, they are hindered by their weakened bodies. Pieces of them fall off as they stroll through the crunchy grass.

Their faces are rotting. Tongues swollen or nonexistent. The Undead have sunken faces and no lips, showing off their teeth. Bones snap, like twigs, and break on a too windy day. Scraps of dirty fabric hang off their emaciated shoulders. Trousers have holes in all the wrong places.

It’s not a fair fight. We tear into the last of their flesh with our claws. Our fangs rip out

their throats. There’s no drinkable blood left in them. Nothing to satisfy the hunger in our bodies. They tease me, smelling faintly human. I pull long strings of sinew out of my teeth. Their skin is leathery. Brittle bones shatter in the palm of my hand.

“Let’s go home,” says Matthew, eyeing the result of our combined strength. We can take down a horde of the Undead in a matter of minutes. They show up in waves. Sometimes in large groups or they arrive two or three at a time. It doesn't matter because to me, it’s all the same.

“Yeah,” says Liam, stepping in front of Matthew. He takes off, gone, and Matthew growls under his breath.

“You okay?” I ask. A maple leaf falls, it takes its time, playing in the wind on the way down.

“I’m fine,” says Matthew. He runs after Liam. It must be hard being a twin. Never sure of who is the better version of himself. I’m the little brother, so they assume I don’t know as much as they do. I follow Matthew. His hair moves around his crown, lifting, and swaying. The three of us have the same shade of wheat blonde hair.

Liam keeps his short and slicked back. It exposes his entire neck. The collar of his coat is down. I find myself examining the peach-colored hairs, the white skin, and how at one time someone turned him, and with his newfound gift, he changed Matthew and I as well.

The twins have chilled taupe eyes, frigid like a frozen pond. From afar they appear gray and up close it’s easier to spot the warm honey undertones. Matthew keeps his hair long, to his shoulders. Mine curls out around my ears.

Our stomachs are empty, suspended shamelessly in our wineskin bodies. I’m too tired to hunt. I don’t keep up with my brothers. They can go ahead. My body craves a hit of blood. I wheeze and choke on the nothingness inside of me.

An unlucky squirrel crosses my path. I snatch him mid-climb. He is frenzied, squirming, writhing from my touch. I hold him tight. He bites me but gives up quickly. Holding the creature in front of me I squeeze out the last breath before I take a bite. Sinking my fangs into the skin of the creature relieves me of my headache. The pounding subsides and I enter a state of bliss.

Sucking out the last drop is divine. I lick my lips and fangs. The thick, red liquid fills the void in my chest. Lingering in the gumline where I can taste it again. I open my eyes, wide, and awake. The squirrel is now just a ball of matted fur. I toss him aside. He lands in a puddle of mud. I consider retrieving him, but why? He met his fate. Why bother helping something dead?




• • •




She kisses me hard, hand pressed to my chest, the other in my waistband. I take off all her clothes. Fingertips tear off my shirt. I walk her back and lift her onto the dresser. It bumps the wall, leaving a scratch. I can’t wait and keep my pants on as I put myself inside her.

I trace the shape of her, my hands needing to remember every curve. They move up into her hair and I pull her head back so I can devour her with my eyes. Sanari grabs my wrist and I stick my tongue in her mouth.

My brother’s fiancée tastes bittersweet. I drive myself deeper, making her moan, and I gasp and tug on her hair again. Matthew and her are supposed to get married in three months. We’ve been screwing around for half a year.

“Logan,” she says in my ear. I lean into her, kissing her chest and neck. She hooks her leg around my hip, bringing me closer.

“You feel so fucking good,” I say, sliding my hand down and around her throat.

She moans with every thrust. Her voice is soft, vulnerable, and it makes me hot all over. Sanari and I know we won’t be together for long, making our affair burn, aware of its impending finality.

Sanari puts her hand on my face. She wants me to look at her. Sensuous dark eyes. They shift in shade, from deep amber to rosewood. Her sleek black hair is in my other hand, single strands running through my fingers. Caramel thighs quiver and I can’t speak as I come inside her.

If my fingertips leave indents then my older brother may be on to what I’m doing. I ease up on my grip. Our bodies crave each other. Not just a vessel hungry for blood. We need to hear our name in the other’s voice, taste their tongue, and know the smoothness of their lips.

We lay together, night unchanging, no sunsets or sunrises for us. She gets up and goes to the window. The shape of her body is pronounced under the moonlight. Sanari lazily puts on her dress and picks up her shoes.

“I should be going,” she says and gives me a quick peck. I stop her with a longer kiss.

“He’ll be home any time,” I announce to the room, not her. Sanari nods.

“Bye,” she whispers as she slips out of my fingers. I contemplate going out but I’d rather stay in. The problem is I don’t want to be alone. Isolation makes me starve for intimacy but blood will suffice. I get up and use the window to leave. The front door is too formal. I’d rather just sneak out of my own house.

Matthew and I get along better than me and Liam. They’re twins but Liam was born five minutes before Matthew and has always clung to the fact he was first. I don’t sleep with Sanari out of spite. It’s not because I love her either. Simply, I don’t know why I do anything I do. I’m a lost boy.

My brothers live for the thrill. They kill deer and humans alike. Slaughtering them, treating them like incompetent cattle. We were once human but I think they forgot. I don’t remember but something is missing. There’s an emptiness in me I can’t fill, despite the amount of blood I drink or times I sleep with a woman.

The Undead are moving targets. We practice on them. Use them to rid ourselves of upset. Rampage and carnage alleviate symptoms of depression. Power makes everybody feel good. I make my way through the empty streets. No one is out. Most people, smart people, lock themselves in their homes and hang up talismans they believe keep us out.

Diseased humans wander around untouched. Their blood smells foul and unpalatable. Rotting patches of flesh, open wounds, and sores oozing pus give them a distinct putrid scent. Those not lost to the disease of the dead but are lost to themselves through addiction. Opium reeks like moldy cherries as it flows through their veins. Their shoeless feet are dirty and softly pad around on the cobblestone.

There’re two shadows fighting. A man and a woman. I sneak through the misty streets, up against the wall. From here I make out a girl with red hair and a man, a Vamp, circling her. Crouching and crawling to get closer I make out the color of her eyes, a soft blue, the color of the sky during the day. If it’s still the same color as I remember it.

“Come here, pretty girl,” says the man. The girl backs up, hands up, ready to push away an assailant who can outfight her in every way.

“Please, no. Don’t,” she cries.

“I just want to taste you,” says the man. He shoves her against the wall and kneels, lifting up her skirt. “In more ways than just one.”

The Vamp begins to engage her with his tongue. She tries to wriggle out of his grasp but can’t. Her eyes flutter and she fights the pleasure she feels as he defiles her. After he’s had his fill, he gets up and kisses her. It happens so suddenly. He’s having his way with her against the wall. Fangs slip into her neck. He laps up the blood and audibly sighs.

I’m entranced by the sight and smell. My steps are heavy. They are loud, at least to me. I’m in a daze as I approach. The human girl and the Vamp feeding on her stop what they’re doing to face me. It’s too late, I’m not able to resist, and I shove the man aside to have my turn. The girl tastes like chocolate.

“No, please. I can’t–” she says but I cover her mouth. I drink from the wound in her neck. As I feed, I am revitalized, and the post-hunger shame takes over. I don’t finish. The man who had her first takes his place happily. The girl half struggles but also embraces him in the end, where she’ll ultimately die for his satisfaction.




Chapter 2

FLESH







Our home has a steep roof with dormer windows. The porch is stylish with its decorative trim. It’s surrounded by hedges for privacy. As I arrive home the dim lamp light is expelled through the glass of the window, thrown out like unimportant toys. Vamps are creatures of darkness but still need the glow of a fire.

Violet-blue skies and shapeshifting clouds spin me around. I get dizzy counting the stars. Craning my neck to stare at them, I’m tempted to howl at the moon. Cry of the night is startling. It’s haunting, and to those who are searching for it, the sound is reassuring. A warm embrace, skin on skin intimate.

The door creaks as I close it. My feet move and sway the wooden floor. I hang up my coat and scarf. Liam is sitting at the table, hands over the flame of a candle, toying with its life. We nod at each other but don’t say a word. We aren’t the type of brothers to talk much.

I sit down and thumb through the newspapers scattered about. Nothing interesting since the Titanic went down a year ago. Supporting my weight with my elbow, I sink into the black and white words. Liam glances at me. I pretend I don’t see but look up a moment later. Matthew walks in and we both return our focus to our respective fixations.

“You two are chatty,” says Matthew. He stands in the doorway of the kitchen but doesn’t enter.

“Yes, loads to talk about with this one,” I say and point to Liam with my eyes.

“Where have you been?” asks Liam, turning the attention to his twin.

“With Sanari,” he says, and my non-beating heart drops two inches.

“How is she?” asks Liam, going back to staring at the flame of the candle, tormenting it with his palm.

“She’s well. Excited for the wedding,” says Matthew. Again, another arrow through the heart. I have to get it together. Letting go should be easier than this. We didn’t mean to be together, and not for this long. One night led to nearly two-hundred.

“I bet. Women love that sort of stuff,” says Liam, not meaning to offend but Matthew’s eyes are hard and flat.

“We’re not going to wait anymore,” says Matthew. Liam and I look up from our useless tasks.

“What?” I ask.

“We’re going to get married next week,” says Matthew.

“Congratulations. I’m sure you two will be very happy,” says Liam, tone unchanged but thoughtful. Matthew rubs his chin, hiding his grinding teeth and anxious jaw.

“Yeah,” says Matthew.

“I’m sure you’re excited as well,” I say, not really adding to the conversation, but not wanting my silence to betray me.

“I am. I love Sanari so much,” says Matthew, eyes now on his shoes. His hair moves gracefully over his shoulder as he moves his head. I may be in the wrong but I yearn to rip out a chunk of it.

“We know,” says Liam, not the guilty one, but the object of my brother’s distrust. Matthew taps his foot twice.

“Can’t wait,” he says.

“Yeah. Can’t wait,” I say.

“You two have a nice time telling each other all about your day,” says Matthew as he walks up the stairs to his room.

“Someone seems testy,” says Liam, continuously torturing the poor candle.

“Probably just stressed about getting married,” I offer, shrugging. Like I don’t know he’s on to me. The sad part is, he thinks it’s Liam she’s sleeping with. It makes more sense. Liam is brash, a crude man with a foul mouth. He speaks roughly, and to be frank, a lot of women find it attractive. Matthew and I are a bit more reserved.

I’m invisible as the little brother. No one suspects a thing. It should be a blessing, but I’m discontented. No one assumes I would be the one she’s cheating on him with. Sanari is in love with Matthew, a fact no one can deny. But she’s afraid of not being complete. Women need to be whole. She uses me to quench her thirst.

Deceit in my words. My body was on hers earlier. Bones absorbing the liquid lies I spew. Two things can be true at once. I love my brother. Matthew doesn’t deserve this. He isn’t a person I wish to wrong or have a poor relationship with.

Yet I can’t stop sleeping with Sanari. I think about her all the time. My lips remember hers perfectly. She isn’t mine and never will be. Brown skin and rosy amber eyes have me hypnotized. I’ll hold on until the last moment. Once she’s my brother’s wife I won’t be able to do this anymore. Strange how a title can have such an effect. Manipulating me with their multiple meanings. Fiancée has undertones of “maybe not” but wife means “forever yours” and I respect it too much to keep ruining my brother’s life.

Matthew believes his fiancée is sleeping with his twin but as the culprit, I smile and go out of my way to be the kinder brother. Our family isn’t good, we aren’t heroes or courageous, we are just people who died and came back to life.

“What about you, Logan? Do you ever plan on getting married?” asks Liam. He gets up and stokes the fire, embers glowing a comforting red copper tone.

“No. I don’t think so,” I say.

“I don’t get why Matthew wants to get married. What does it matter? We’re not even human anymore. Why play into such traditions?” asks Liam, poking the wood, teasing the flames.

“Matthew really loves her.”

“So? They could still be in love and not get married.”

“I guess he’s a traditional man.”

“Uncreative in my opinion. If I really loved a woman, I’d do something other than marry her. Show her in my own way. You get me, right?” asks my brother.

“I do,” I say. And to my chagrin, I mean it. Liam isn’t someone I am proud to agree with. This time our brotherly exchange aims for the middle of my chest. Arrows in my heart, making me extra dead.




• • •




The boys want to fight. We gather and brood. Burly lips shout and broad shoulders run into each other. I’m as tall as them but on the slimmer side. Everyone likes to tease me for being the lanky one. I’m glad to not be made of meat with no brains but I do grimace at the remarks regarding my stature.

My brothers and I stand together. Our friends are shouting, words blurring, mixing into a frenzied babble. Roxas comes up to speak to me. He’s not talking in tongues or in a trance. His cropped red hair is short and spiky. He dusts off his shoulder, like there’s dirt on it.

“Are you ready?” he asks. Roxas grins, under his wide set nose.

“I am,” I say.

“It’s been a while.”

“It has.”

Matthew and Liam are murmuring in the crowd. Their friends Rory and Xavier are slapping their thighs with laughter. Delirium coats the crowd. Hunger makes us act like fools. We begin walking toward the city. Stepping on the earth like it belongs to us, stomping her out, making her submit to us.

“I can’t wait,” says Xavier. He is a vulgar tongued man like Liam. My brothers agree with the nod of their heads.

“I’ve been waiting for this,” says another voice. It’s lost in the fog of the night. Nobody replies but we all feel the same way.

Roxas and I walk on the left, off to the side. The older Vamps scope out the place. They collect women willing to participate for money. Others are procured naturally—some women actually enjoy the act. I’ve heard it’s addicting and once a woman engages in bloodlust with a Vamp she can never be satisfied by a human male.

Many Vamps aren’t for paying or asking and instead they take what they want. It’s frowned upon but no one stops them. Human males also use excessive force. Being a person doesn’t change when one becomes a Vamp. The bad habits, beliefs, and self-loathing are inescapable.

“Hey baby,” says a young girl with soft skin, rosy cheeks, and honey blonde hair.

“What’s your name?” I ask as she presses against me.

“Juliet.”

“Pretty name,” I say and swallow her tongue. She is sugary with cinnamon. We’re taking off each other’s clothes. The other Vamps are stripping the dresses off prostitutes and eager girls, wanting to experience bloodlust for the first time. It’s unfortunate, but sometimes it’s also the last time.

Vamps who can’t control themselves tend to kill their partners in bloodlust. Sex isn’t the killer but the insatiable hunger is. Bloodlust is a place we go when we want to feel alive again. The stomach can be full but the void calls for me until there’s nothing left and they collapse in a heap. A pile of flesh.

I push up her dress and touch her. She moans as I slide my fingers in. Roxas is lifting up a girl, pressing her back to the wall as he gets comfortable in between her legs. My brothers are pleasuring the same woman. Matthew furrows his eyebrows but doesn’t move on to a different partner. Sanari doesn’t participate in these vile delights. She knows about them and with her approval, Matthew continues to indulge.

Liam has her pleasure him with her mouth as Matthew has her from behind. The two brothers avoid eye contact as they use her. Juliet is light and sunny. I bring her to the bench and try to knock her lights out as I bite her neck. Drawing blood always stings my chest, a burn, then it melts into desire. I drink slowly, pacing myself, not wanting to hurt Juliet.

“Do I taste good?” she asks.

“Yes,” I say and lap up more blood, smearing it across the top of her shoulder. She has a faint splash of freckles on her chest and the bridge of her nose. A face so innocent but eager to be defiled. I remove her dress but she keeps her shoes on. “Come here.”

The girl does as I say and spreads her legs as she sits in my lap. Intimate, but not. She faces away from me but rides me fast. Beads of blood gather where the bite marks are. I ration them and lick them up slowly.

“What’s your name, baby?” she asks, breathlessly. I grab her hips to steady her pace. Juliet whimpers and takes me in fully.

“Logan.”

“You’re my first, Logan.”

“Why me?” I ask, curious but not impressed. Her purity isn’t meaningless, but I didn’t spend any time longing for it. This girl is beautiful but naive. I barely know her name but I let her take me for a ride.

“I knew you wouldn’t hurt me,” she says and rises off my lap. I’m frustrated, but not for long. She straddles my hips, facing me.

“How?” I ask, and she kisses me. It’s delicate, unlike the way she has me. She stops bouncing on my shaft to kiss me again.

“Your face is too sweet,” she says in between light dreamlike kisses. Her blood gets on her cheek and the corner of her lips. I kiss her hard, grabbing the back of her neck, demanding her to stay where she is. I pull back to suck out another mouthful of blood. She squeals and giggles, like it tickles.

Roxas is done with the girl he was with earlier and has another bent over on her hands and knees. My brothers aren’t sharing the woman they were with earlier. I don’t know where they are. Rory’s partner is covered in bite marks but isn’t dead. She writhes under him, in pain or pleasure, possibly both. I’m disgusted by Xavier as always. His partners are passed out, half dead, and he’s still riding them. Bloodlust is lawless. Boys like us don’t play by any rules. When we engage in it, everything disappears into the background.

Blood drips down Juliet’s neck. A drop lands on her nipple. I put it in my mouth. Liking the flavor, I put the other in my mouth as well.

“Yes,” she murmurs. She’s white knuckle gripping my shoulders. “Yes, yes, yes.

She says my name softly at the end.

Her body convulses in my arms and on my lap, making me finish sooner than I anticipated. She gets up, slickness on her thighs shining under the pale moonlight. Juliet grabs her dress and runs. I didn’t kill her and now she’ll keep waking up, and when she remembers me, she’ll think about how I’m the one with her virginity.




• • •




Revenants pass over the graveyard. Several of the Undead follow. They’re not a nuisance if they’re not in a horde. Slow gaits, broken limbs, dried up sacks work excessively to maneuver around the tombstones. Sorry creatures, but then again, I am also dead. Humans probably look at us in a similar manner.

The gate to the graveyard is ajar. It bangs against the fence, wind knocking it back into the metal—like a victim of a violent crime. The Undead groan, but don’t speak. Nothing filters through their rotting mouths but garbled noises of anguish. Revenants are graceful, but their movements are strange, and give off the sound of a whisper when they flap their wings.

Evening is dark, shadowy, a sad sort of peaceful. Dually, night relieves the sun, and reminds us of the other side of twilight. Beginnings can’t happen without the end. Grateful are those seeking redemption.

Stars align. I can see Saturn. The moon seems further away. I reach for her, no way to touch the one who guides the night. Yet I grab a handful of sky and grit my teeth anyway. Nothing in my palm, or heart, or life.

A black cat crosses the street, low to the ground, slinking through the mist like a thief. It hides behind the fence and growls at me. I hiss back. The cat scurries around the house in a hurry. A window above me is shut and I hear the locking mechanism in place. Humans try their best to separate themselves from what lurks outside.

I take my time going home. Getting out of the house is necessary. My brothers and I are always on the verge of fighting. We are unhinged in our own way. Every family has its problems. Our death and rebirth didn’t change the fact we loathed each other even when we weren’t dead.

Opening the door, I hear no talking. A fire is lit but no one is sitting enjoying it. I take off my coat and peek down the halls. “Hello?” I call. My feet take me down one corridor and then the other. Nobody in the kitchen or parlor room. Liam and Matthew’s rooms are empty. “Is somebody home?”

I walk up the stairs, hand on the railing for no reason. Safety isn’t on my mind. The upstairs is stifling and I get a tingle in my arm. My steps are purposefully loud, a level of threat added to them. “Answer me,” I call and open the door to my room. Sanari is sitting in my chair.

“Hey Logan,” she says, seductive and smooth. The translucent pink light from the lamp sprinkles the room in romance.

“You shouldn’t be in here,” I say, refusing to look at her. She stands up but doesn’t come to me.

“What’s wrong?”

“What do you mean, ‘what’s wrong’? You’re getting married in two days,” I say, haughty and rude. It’s not flattering but I can’t stop either. Sanari’s face falls and she fidgets with the top button of her dress.

“We both knew this was going to happen,” she states to the floor instead of looking at me.

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

“I don’t know.”

The two of us shuffle our feet, arms crossed, and glare out the window. Besides my room and the entryway, it’s dark throughout the house. I step out into the dim hall.

“Stop coming to my room unannounced. It’s poor manners,” I say and walk off. As I push open the front door there’s a hand on my elbow.

“I’m sorry, Logan. I love you,” says Sanari. I shake her off me.

“Stop it. You’re being ridiculous.”

“Why are you being so cruel to me?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say and push past her. As I walk down the street, my eyes burn. I tell myself it’s the rain, it’s the cold. The collar of my coat is pulled up, covering my neck.

I wish Liam didn’t change me. He should have left me for dead. At the time I had contracted a deadly virus. A majority of our town had died from the illness. Matthew was also on his way out. We were in his room, lying side by side, dying. Me on the right, he on the left, as we sunk into depths of hell.

Liam had come back from war, not as a hardened soldier, but as a new member of the dead. In battle, a man with the vampiric disease was shot in front of my brother. A drop of blood got in Liam’s mouth. The damage was done. After enduring the pain of transition, my oldest brother reaped the rewards. He could travel endlessly, and quickly, never tiring. With new eyes he was able to see in the dark, at a distance, miniscule details, not just vague outlines.

Our brother opened the door, covering his face to keep out our scent of sickness. Matthew and I were seen as pathetic. The sweat and misery had engulfed the sighing walls. Liam took one look at us and was repulsed beyond comprehension.

Liam loomed over his twin. I gripped the sheets, worried Liam was going to cut out Matthew’s throat. My voice was gone, my throat scratchy and closed off with phlegm. I couldn’t call out. Not that it mattered. Liam bent us to his whim. I should have died but here I am, half-alive.

Matthew was delirious from fever, so tired he couldn’t keep his head up. A soldier kneeled, biting his wrist, and putting it to his twin brother’s lips. Liam whispered, coaxing Matthew to lap up the blood dripping down his hand.

“Your turn, little brother,” said Liam. He cut his other wrist, fresh and bright red. Bloody palm in my face. “Drink.”

I stuck out my tongue, catching the drop. It was cool and felt grainy in my mouth. Swallowing the blood drenched my throat in a chilly slime. I gagged but my brother shook his head at me. “I can withstand death and now, so can you,” said my brother as my head fell back on the pillow and stole my thoughts.




Chapter 3

BETRAYAL







One last time, I tell myself as I cleave with my brother’s lover. Lifeless doesn’t mean unlively, she still arches her back and moves for me, yet her heart is silent, our pulses rendered permanently mute.

Sanari’s legs are over my shoulders. I lean into her. She holds me close and keeps me at a distance, not looking at me, as she normally would when we are in bed together. Good thing breaths aren’t necessary because our lips are glued together and we kiss the whole time.

We’re in her room. It’s inviting but also yearns to expel me. I’m inside her, in her space, waiting to return to my solitude. Loneliness can be chosen. For comfort and for simplicity. When I was alive, I was very much the same. Lost and lonely, never so lucky with women as I am now. Being dead has been fetishized. Girls throw themselves at us. The beatless heart is alluring to those who keep their partners warm at night.

“I’m going to miss you,” whispers Sanari, eyes closed like steel doors.

“Look at me,” I say. She does. “I’ll miss you, too.”
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