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The Bite




“Please…”

Perhaps it was a good day for rain. Fat, ice-cold drops splattered the asphalt, whipped about by a biting wind just as frigid. It was as if the heavens had pulled open a vault of misery and dumped it on the world. It was the kind of torrential downpour that soaked a man to his bones and drove him to seek the warmth and dryness of a hearth.

A man, alone in the pouring rain, stood outside the café where the happiest years of his life had begun, and where they had ended with all the grace of a crashing plane. The man was drenched from head to toe, not a hair on his head that wasn’t plastered to his scalp with water. He shivered, his teeth chattering, and yet he couldn’t feel the cold. He couldn’t feel the pain. He just felt empty.

A bolt of lightning briefly illuminated the roiling gray above, and a peal of thunder followed in its wake. The dull boom rolled over the man and shook the nearby windows but he didn’t so much as flinch. A car honked as it whizzed past, throwing up a shower of water from the gutter. The man was unmoved.

For four years, the man had been so happy. Four years, he spent with the man he’d thought would be the one. He had never felt safer, more at ease, and more loved than he had felt when he had been with the love of his life. And yet, some hours ago—he’d lost track—his entire world had come crashing down on top of him.

Despite everything that was going on in the world, the man had thought that the love he had was untouchable. He had thought that whatever fortune or misfortune the universe contrived, he and his beloved would weather it together.

The man could only wonder whether he had not suffered enough in his twenty-four years on a world that was at best indifferent, and at worst contemptuous, of who he was. It just seemed particularly cruel to have the one shining light in his life ripped away.

A quiet sob shook the man’s thin frame. The steady rhythm of feet splashing through the rainwater behind him kept on without missing a beat. City folk weren’t uncaring, but everyone was too absorbed in their own problems to notice anyone else’s. It just seemed so unfair that the rest of the world kept going when the man’s world seemed to have stopped in its tracks.

“Hey, man, are you okay?” said a voice from behind him. The concern was welcome, a break from the monotony of the pitter-patter of rain. The comforting hand on the man’s shoulder seemed to give him permission to feel.

“No,” he whispered. He felt an arm wrap around him, and the tears that had so far refused to fall poured down his face. The warm embrace did nothing to assuage the yawning chasm that he felt inside of him, but it did at least let him get the lump out of his throat.




• • •




“I just don’t know where else to turn to…”

The earnest words of the prayer, spoken in words slurred with drink, were like a whisper in the breeze that wound through the halls of the temple to the Étrad Sídhthe. The attendants laboriously polishing the gilded statues of men in all types of ecstasy looked about as if perturbed by the sound. “Is that what I think it is?” said one, hanging from the ceiling in a sling of ropes whilst absentmindedly rubbing a statue’s gleaming bicep with a cloth and his crotch.
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