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Chapter One

Regina

Another row, another thousand tassels.

I've been at it since six this morning. Reach up, grab the tassel, yank it free, move to the next stalk. Over and over until my body does it without me and my mind floats somewhere above the field, thinking about the library book I left open on my bed or whether Coltrane's later stuff really is better than the early records.

My shoulders are past aching but I love the late summer when the corn stalks have grown their highest, formed the cobs as though out of some ancient magic and I work the tassels off so the farmers can be ready to do it again next year. My fingers are raw where the plants have sliced tiny cuts because I lost my gloves last week and can't afford a new pair nor do I have bus fare to town to get to the general store.

The sun is dropping quickly behind the tips of the pine trees that surround the fields and the corn around me is well over my head, forming walls on either side. I'm just a body moving through the trench between them. A warm bath awaits, music and a book and cool water and the simpleness of it all gives me equal parts peace and excitement.

I landed here after the final straw with my parents and life on the road with yet another carnival and a band of drunkards and slick felons. Living in that sort of commune of mis-fits my whole life, never being alone, this menial, low paying job felt like a dream.

The corn doesn't want anything from me. Doesn't put its hands where they don't belong or smell like diesel and kettle grease. It's quiet out here, and quiet is the whole reason I left the carnival circuit three years ago. I left my parents and the rigged games and the slimy, misogynistic men who thought my body was one of the job perks.

When my burlap quote bags are full, I drop them on the wooden flat trailer behind the parked tractor at the end of the row and swipe the back of my hand over my forehead on a deep breath. Sparrows break into the sky overhead, squawking and heading toward wherever they feel safe for the night.

Tonight, I decide to go through the east section cutting toward my trailer. I don't go this way often. The corn is higher and it's just twenty-five steps farther to get to my porch, but a gal needs a little variety now and then.

I slap at the sharp leaves that start to crowd the rows, closer and closer as the evening sounds start to announce the day's end.

Crickets, cicadas and the smooth hooting of an owl mix with the cooler air as my feet make soft sounds on the ground with each measured step.

The stalks thicken more as I go farther. They turn to a darker green, growing closer together than they should. The GMO seed stock and the experimental fertilizer that came in unmarked drums that's soaked this ground since I came here makes this field look like it's on steroids.

I've even picked off some twisted and malformed cobs when I've walked through here before. Definitely not something you'd want to put in your mouth in my humble opinion.

This is the section that is closest to my trailer and I watched these stalks sprout up with a growth rate that is unnatural. Sitting on my porch or watching from my foggy windows, there are times I swear these stalks sway in the stillest of hot summer days.

I slap and duck to push through the heavier rows until the sun is nearly blocked by their height and foliage.

Something crunches beneath my heel and I look down at my boot. There on the dark dirt is a long, translucent sleeve of shed skin, caught on the base of a stalk. The scale pattern is copperhead but no copperhead I've ever seen is this big.

The spit dries in my mouth.

I quicken my steps but after three, I stop, my foot stalled hovering in the air.

Three feet ahead of me, coiled in a loose S-shape with its head raised and its tongue tasting the air is the biggest snake I've ever seen. Thick as my waist. A greenish sheen along its banding that doesn't belong on any snake I've seen. Its eyes are locked on me. Not the blank stare of a normal copperhead. This thing is looking at me and thinking.

Anaconda? No, not here and the pattern is distinctly that of some modified copperhead.

Bile hits the back of my throat when another one just as big slithers out from the stalks on my left. Then a third from my right. They don't strike. They sort of…nod to each other, settling into a semi-circle around me cutting off the row on three sides.

Now, there's a rattle behind me and I fling my head around.

Jesus, this one is bigger by a factor of two. A mutated tail buzzing with a sound that vibrates against my ear drums. A fifth drops from a stalk to my right where it hung wrapped around it like a vine, six feet up, and I walked right by it.

I don't even have my pocket knife with me. Just my hands and my boots and a field that goes on for a mile. The one directly in front of me has fangs long enough to punch through leather and as I set my foot down, it lets out a hiss that sounds like tearing fabric.

The corn moves around me and sweat drips down the indent of my spine.

More? How many are there and what are they?

I spin in half circle, but the snakes stay still. No more emerge from the stalks.

In fact, they've stopped their hissing and rattling, seemingly as interested in the new noise as I am.

"Help!" I scream into the wall of green. "Be careful, there's snakes…but help me, please!"

The rustling is closer, my heart thuds into my chest. I'm sure this is one of the other farm workers magically lost in the same overgrown row of genetically modified corn as me. Or, that's what I hope, what else could it be?

The stalks behind the lead snake bend forward and separate. The ground vibrates under my boots, a low tremor rolling up through the soles into my gut. The snakes tighten into coiled knots.

The freakishly tall stalks part like a curtain as I gasp, my fingers ball into my fists.

I haven't felt this kind of fear since I left the carnival but the rush of heat and adrenaline and the urge to run is freshly familiar.

What breaks through the corn belongs in the carnival's freak show.

It's at least eight feet tall. An upper frame woven in layers of green husk that peel back at the arms and chest to show skin that isn't skin—golden, covered in a fine pattern of bumps like a mosaic made of kernels.

Around the top and what I guess is some kind of face is thin yellow-ivory silk, spilling over a sort of columned upper body wider than the row. His face is almost human but the proportions are wrong and his lips are the color of fresh husks in July. His eyes are green like the center of a stalk with a harsh, vertical pulsing opening like a cat's eye.

He makes a half turn toward the largest snake and makes a deep, clenching sound. It doesn't come from the opening in its freakish face, but from somewhere deeper, his chest or the ground or both.

The snakes rattle and withdraw. Deferential, the way a dog drops its head and slinks from something higher in the pack. They slide into the corn one by one and they're gone and it's just me and him and my pulse booming in my ears so loud I'm sure he can hear it.

He turns and walks in the direction of trailer and the corn parts for him like water. Six steps ahead and the long curved leaves almost cover him when he stops, looking back over something like a shoulder covered in the same sinuous texture as the surrounding plants.

Its front limbs resemble arms but with clawed lengthy fingers at the end covered in the same green leaves that curl from the stalks. Drawing dry breath through my tight windpipe burns as the thing releases another sound, this time from the space in its head where a mouth type feature opens.

It sounds like 'come' but it's more a rasp than a word but somehow, my body orders my feet to move and even as I draw air through my dry lips, I follow.

I keep back five or ten steps, but we move together through the rustling corn, the stalks closing behind us, I watch his back and legs. The way something like muscle shifts under the covering husk. Fingers as long as corn cobs curl into fists at its sides, swinging forward and back with each impossibly long stride.

The way his body tapers upward, then filling out in the middle I find I'm staring at the groove of his spine where the husk splits open, at the golden bumped skin that shows underneath, and it makes my insides clench with a flush of molten desire so sudden I fill my lungs with a sharp gasp.

His head swivels looking at me for a moment and I look at the dirt. I last three steps before I'm tracing my eyes up and down trying to figure out if I'm repulsed…or something else.

Maybe a minute later as I'm contemplating the possibility that the spray fertilizer has sent me into a psychotic break, my dilapidated trailer appears through the last of the corn. The porch light throws its yellow circle across the cinder blocks I use for steps. The corn cob man stops at the edge of the field and turns to face me.

"Thank you," I croak out of my parched dry lips.

He says nothing. I nod and turn toward the steps, my pulse racing, thudding in my ears as a grasshopper jumps across my path and the breeze in the open, weed filled area that is my front yard blows my bangs to flutter on my sweat-prickled forehead.

I'm two feet from the stairs when the sound hits me.

"Regina." It's not really a word, but I understand it anyway.

I stumble and grab the iron railing. The thing behind me said my name and that thought locks the air in my lungs.

First, how does this mutated plant have the power of human speech and second, how does it know my name?

I whip around. Half expecting to see only the edge of the corn field and realize this is some kind of heat induced hallucination but, he's still there.

The corn behind him makes him nearly invisible until he moves. The porch light slides across the husk and yellow kernels of his chest.

"How do you know who I am?" I snap, forcing volume into my voice as the wind ripples over the field.

He holds my gaze for the count of three, then he lifts one lower limb, stepping back.

Then again, backing away until the corn swallows him. The stalks close and the field goes dark and quiet, same as every other night.

Same as every other night, except for the hum still vibrating down low below my belly button.

What in the ever-lovin' freak show was that?

Are some of the other farm hands punking me?

There aren't many and outside of nodding when I dump my bags of tassels on the trailer, they barely acknowledge me.

I press my cool fingers to my lips and push my way up the three stairs to my tin can of a home. Inside, I breathe in the familiar musty smell, the view of my pile of dirty laundry on the worn green velvet couch then close the door and press my forehead against it.

I twist the deadbolt until it clunks into place, walking in aimless circles with my hands gripping my waist until I fall on my mattress, pushing the dirty heels of my work boots into the bedding until my back meets the wall.

I stare at my waiting copy of Anna Karenina that's two weeks overdue from the Pollock town library. I don't even push the button to re-play for the hundredth time The Smiths, The Queen is Dead CD.

I just sit here, listening. Sweating, my stomach growling, fighting the urge to lean over and move the threadbare curtains aside and check the edge of the corn.


Chapter Two

Regina

He's not gone. I've peeked through every window that faces the front of my trailer over the last hour while I did some breathing exercises and settled on the realization that I am not in fact hallucinating or having a psychotic break.

There is a mutated, kernel and husk covered corn-oid outside and I'm oddly excited by it all.

I grab a Miller Lite from the Olive Green Frigidaire. Whoever occupied the trailer before me left two cans of beer and a rotten baloney sandwich.

I'm suddenly happy about the beer as I snap open the top and chug down the piss flavored liquid.

"Disgusting." I gag, sneering at the can deciding if another guzzle will calm my nerves or make me heave.

I settle on the latter and toss the can in the sink with a clunk, turning to rest my butt against the pale-yellow cabinets and my heart starts to hammer.

Outside, the silhouette of the corn man is standing inside the line of stalks where I left him earlier.

He looks even more freakish as the sunset sweeps shades of orange and pink across his malformed body as he stares forward, the breeze moving the leaves that sprout from the top of his…head?

"This is crazy." I scoff, raking my hands up and down my face. After sitting on my bed for an indeterminate amount of time, I'd managed to hop in the shower and change out of my work clothes, hoping the hot water would wash away the crazy.

It didn't work.

On a sigh and a glance at the brown splotched ceiling, I push off the counter and close the ten paces to the door. I wrap my fingers around the handle, and close my eyes.

I've wrangled enough dangerous, weird beings in my time living with my parents growing up, surely, I can handle a plant?

On a hard swallow, I turn the knob and swing open the door. The evening air prickles the sweat on my chest as I step outside in my jean shorts and tank top and cross my arms.

"Go back inside," he says from the edge of the field.

"Why? Why don't you go back—" I gnaw on the corner of my lip then raise my hands because I got nothin'. I open my mouth again but what comes out is, "Do you want to come in?"

My trailer is eleven feet wide. His upper body alone would eat up a considerable amount of that space. What am I thinking? Being alone has never bothered me, why now do I have this urge to entertain?

"Yes," he says his entire upper frame bowing in a repetitive motion like he's nodding. "Inside."

I hold the door as he approaches, taking in more detail of the yellow nubs, the veined leaves the raspy sound when he moves. But, there's a deep knowing intelligence in those strange eyes and a calm dominance that makes me feel oddly safe around this corn stalk mutation.

At the door, I inhale the same scent that fills the cornfield as he brushes by. He ducks inside sideways, husk scraping the aluminum door frame and I follow.

Inside, with him in front of me, it feels like there's no room left. I take another deep breath next to him but now, he smells like the split-open center of a fresh ear of corn—that milky sweetness you get on your hands when you shuck.

I've lived in small spaces my whole life. Carnival trailers, bunk rooms, the back seats of trucks between state fair lots and town festivals. None of them ever felt as tight as this.

"You hungry?" I ask absently, stepping over to the cabinet by the sink and pulling down a box of Ritz holding it out for him before it occurs to me that I don't know what he eats. Sunlight? Soil?

He drinks water through roots for all I know. But, to my surprise, he reaches into the offered box with those too-long fingers, pinching one of the dry crackers from the wrapper and places it into the opening in his face which I'm going to call a mouth.

The sides of his face move as he chews and I lean into one hip and just take him in.

As I stare, I can't help thinking the inside of his mouth is just wrong. There are teeth I guess, ivory and hard like little bone protrusions, ridged and layered, rows of them, like the hard edge of a dried husk but sharper. Built for grinding. Maybe for tearing.

His tongue is a thick sort of cylinder shape and dark green as it curls around the cracker in a way that any tongue I've ever seen does not work. It's almost prehensile and feels somehow, intelligent.

I soak myself between my legs and not in the 'I just wet myself from fear' sort of way.

No, this is a tightening and loosening tension that is in a particularly specific place that is causing the slick wetness to drench my panties. I am legit getting turned on, standing in my own kitchen watching a giant corn cob eat a Ritz cracker.

"Small," he finally says after swallowing, his gaze drifting around my shabby living space.

"Excuse me?"

"Small keeper. Small home." The sounds are like clicks and snaps but they come from his throat in a way that is somewhat human sounding.

I grit my teeth. A territorial pride puffing my chest. It may not be a palace, but it beats the hell out of the tents and campers I grew up in. "It's not small to me."

He lifts his chin, peering down at me, the sprouting leaves on the top of his head smashed against the ceiling. "Small," he clicks and growls. "Not a weakness, just," he gestures at the crushed leaves at the top of his head. "For me."

I don't know what to do with that so I shove a cracker in my mouth and chew, forcing my eyes to look anywhere but at him, which lasts about four seconds.

"What are you?" I finally blurt out once I swallow down the cracker, slapping my hand to my lips when Ritz crumbs fly out from my lips.

"Cob." It's more a sound again than a word, but I understand it focusing on the way the yellow texture on his chest shifts as he…breathes?

I grab a left-over bottle of water from next to the sink and try to wash away the dryness in my mouth before trying it out myself. "Cob. You are a cob? Or your name is Cob?"

His chest swells, the husk leaves shifting apart. The air in the trailer rises a few degrees along with the humidity. He must be made of ninety-nine percent water after all.

"Both."

This is ridiculous. I press my lips together hard because if I smile, I'll laugh and if I laugh, I might start to cry.

"Cob," I say it again, scratching the top of my head, my light blonde hair still damp from the shower, and this time it doesn't sound so funny. It sounds like a name.

I look forward to where the husk layers thicken at his waist and the thought of what's underneath sends a pulse between my legs so sudden my hand darts out and I grab his…wrist.

He goes still. The two thin nostril like slits in his face flare and the flush starts in my chest and crawls all the way to my scalp leaving a hot tingling in its wake. The wetness between my legs is tracking down my inner thighs now and my nipples…I don't even want to get started on what's going on there.

"I'm sorry." I draw my hand back, the unique texture of his husk covering lingering on my palm as I raise it to rest on my warm cheek. "I have no idea what the hell is going on here."

He releases a snorting sort of sound, his entire frame straightens but the thin metal ceiling snaps and squeals in return.

"It wasn't made with cobs in mind." I tease and drop my hand to flutter at my neck and at the same time, he drops to his…base? The trailer shakes and I don't know…

Some sort of appendages down low fold back with a rustle and a snap and he's now sort of crouched in front of me, this mash-up of corncob and human man at eye level now and his warm breath is sweet like something familiar.

I'm frozen. My bare feet on the matted rust colored carpet and I clench my butt cheeks as saliva gathers in my mouth.

He shifts forward and I counter leaning back.

"You don't fear me." the sound is clearer now and it's a statement, not a question but I still answer.

"Oddly enough, I'm not. But," I raise a finger between us as he shuffles forward, pushing me back into the counter. "I reserve the right to change my mind, because this," I wave up and down in front of him, "is some next level bat-shit crazy goings on."

My shoulders and ass are against the hard cabinet fronts as the thump, thump between my legs quickens and from the way his eyes track to that part of my body and those breathing slits open and close in quick succession, I know he can smell what's going on down there too.

He leans closer. His mouth parts and that dark green tongue slides out tasting the air an inch from my throat.

"I think you will be sweet," He groans, "like pure corn syrup."

This is so fucking weird.


Chapter Three

Regina

His tongue traces the air along my throat without touching the skin. The heat of it hovers a quarter inch from my pulse. I tip my head back against the cabinet.

"Cob?" I manage. "Whatcha doin'?"

He pulls back enough to meet my gaze with those green eyes surrounding the thin vertical black slit. He holds out one of his finger stalked hands, palm up.

"Learning you."

Things get weird inside my belly when he says it. Like, it sounds dirty and dominant and Jesus, erotic in a way that it shouldn't especially given the details of his face and the way I'm trying to ignore the sound of corn husks ripping from down low between us.

He eases his hand toward mine that's still noodling around my throat and some instinct tells me to reach out.

When I do, he laces his leafy covering interlaces with my fingers and squeezes. His surface is warm—not body warm, sun warm—and the bumped texture under the husks presses against my fingers. I close my hand around his and he does a half turn on whatever is going on down at the base of his body.

"You sleep this way." He clicks and cracks as he leads me across the trailer to my bedroom down the short hall knowing things about me he shouldn't.

My bed is against the far wall on a rickety frame and as he pulls me with him, his round lower body bumps against the mattress, sending the copy of Anna Karenina off the edge to land with a soft thump on the floor spine-up.

We stay still for a few breaths. Him stooped under the ceiling, me barely reaching the center of his height both of us still ignoring the something that is happening in my lower body. His eye slits open slightly, the green turning to shimmering emeralds.

Fuck it. I think. My body knows what it wants and I haven't been turned on in ages let alone touched.

I fumble my shirt over my head remembering some website one of the other carnies showed me on their phone one day that had all these bizarre shaped sex toys and dildos.

The memory rushes back of one in the shape of a corn cob. Ten speeds with an optional thrusting motion.

I always knew people were into some weird shit, but I never imagined I'd be this turned on by a vegetable.

"You want what I want." He makes the statement in that deep timbre and I nod.

"Truth is stranger than fiction as they say."

Heated pulsing knots in my lower belly as I battle with the button on my shorts, finally winning then ease down the zipper before I shove them down and kick free.

I'm choosing this clearly because I'm standing here in my plain white bra with the underwire poking through on the left side, cotton underwear with a bleach stain on the hip, and he's looking at me like I'm the only thing growing in this whole field.

His gaze rakes down my body and the air on my bare skin leaves goose bumps everywhere.

He reaches out. One long finger tracing from my shoulder to my wrist, the bumped pad of it raising every hair on my arm.

I press my palm flat against his kernelled chest where the husk peels open. The golden skin underneath is taut, the bumps smaller here, and the muscle beneath jumps at my touch. A low creak comes from somewhere inside him, like a stalk bending in wind.

I slide my hand down, the bumps getting coarser, thicker and I swear they are growing under my touch. The husks are spread open now at his waist.

"Touch here and it will reveal itself to you." He gestures to a pulsing ball of yellow bumps on what I guess is his lower belly and terror and arousal twist like two battling snakes inside me.

I reach the layered husk where he points and barely brush it.

He lets out a sound like a wounded animal. The screaming roar shakes the tin of the trailer as his hands circle my waist and tosses me onto the mattress like a corn tassel. He's braced himself over me before I bounce once.

His fingers hook my underwear and tug them down my legs and off my ankles like they're in his way. He grips my thighs and spreads them and ducks his head between them and his tongue presses against my pussy.

The odd sensation of the leaves tickling and brushing over my legs and belly makes me feel drunk.

I arch off the mattress because, my God. His tongue is thick, ridged and takes on the texture of a corn cob with ridges that move as he drags it from my entrance to my clit in one slow pass.

I am soaked in seconds. Not just from me. From him.

His saliva coats me, runs down between my cheeks. Every pass of his tongue should be wiping me clean but I'm wetter after each one, dripping, and the drag of those ridges against my swollen flesh is making my hands claw at the sheets.

He does it again and I reach up with one hand and take ahold of the leaves on the top of his head and pull.

They tear, but he doesn't stop. I scream as he continues with a broad, flat stroke that spreads my folds around the thickening girth of his tongue and release a moan that remind me of the sound descriptions in one of the many worn bodice ripper pirate romance books I keep in a stack under my bed.

I try to buck against his mouth and his hands pin me to the mattress. I'm not going anywhere.

His tongue curls up inside of me and I shudder and arch my head back. Then, that prehensile tip finds my clit and circles it, flicks it, presses against it with a precision that has me gasping Cob, Cob, Cob. My thighs quake and twitch and slap against the sides of his…head. I fist the sheet in one hand so hard, I pull it off the corner of the bed.

Nobody has done this to me. Not like this. Not ever. The men from my old life cornered me behind the funnel cake trailer, slid their hands up my shirt, breathed Jack Daniels into my ear and called it flirting.

I let one close enough to get his fingers inside me once, against the wall of a porta-john, and I learned fast, these were not the kind of men you wanted to bind yourself to for any length of time.

When I got tired of fighting them off, of my parents pushing bottles of liquor my way and saliva-soaked ends of blunts and things far worse, it was enough. I stuffed my back pack with the little bit of savings I had, bought a bus ticket, left a note and built my quiet life. I have touched myself in the dark enough times to know my own body, my own rhythm, getting it over with fast so I could sleep.

This is nothing like my hand. Nothing like the rushed fumbling of a body on the side of stinky outhouse.

This, Cob, his tongue dips inside me and my vision goes white at the edges.

I come with my teeth clenched and my heels kicking against anything within reach, my whole body locking tight and then releasing in a rush that punches the air out of my lungs. I'm not just shaking. I'm like a rodeo bull, twisting, bucking, snorting and kicking all at once. Still, Cob rides it all out, lapping and poking and sucking and rubbing as his tongue drags through my folds again and again and I grab at his silk hair with one hand.

"Wait—I can't—"

His grip tightens on my thighs. He holds them open and licks me through the aftershocks, his tongue working me steady while I twitch and whimper and tear out handfuls of the damp feeling silk. I'm oversensitive and every pass of that ridged tongue makes my stomach muscles jump. My jaw aches from clenching and screaming.

He licks me until I come again. Harder. My back arches so far off the mattress my weight is on my shoulders and my heels and nothing else. I sob his name into the ceiling and clench around his tongue and ride it out until my legs stop jerking and I go limp, arms splayed, chest heaving.

I'm fucking drooling. That's how good it is.

You know, the way you do when you are knee deep in the hottest, sweetest, freshest, butter-soaked piece of corn on the cob? Yeah, it's messy. Like that.

He pulls back. Runs his tongue across his lower lip. Watches me hyperventilate.

My legs are still twitching. My pussy is still clenching around nothing. And he hasn't even been inside me yet.

He pushes to stand, and he looks bigger everywhere. He reaches between us to the layered husk at his hips, his fingers dig in and he tears it open.

This cannot be real. My jaw unhinges, my nipples turn to little, puckered pebbles and my ovaries…well, let's just say they are hungry for what this cob-man is serving.

His cock is literally a cob.

Ridged in rows that spiral slightly around the shaft, each row lined with subtle bumps that catch the light. It tapers to a smoother head, flushed gold-green, and it's leaking from the tip—a steady drool, viscous, with a faint amber tint. The fluid runs down his shaft in a slow thread. The smell hits me. Corn syrup.

He wraps his long fingers around himself and strokes once, twice, faster, faster as more of the slick liquid streams out.

He's spreading it up and down his length, and I gulp for air. It's as thick as that Miller beer can, maybe bigger and the length?

I have no standard in which to measure that.

As his hand moves, the bumps and ridges glisten.

I reach out, there's a gut twisting primal need gathered inside me.

Like that feeling on Christmas morning before your parents wake up, when you cannot, cannot wait one more second and you think your skin is going to flail off your body unless you get what you want.

He goes still when my fingers close around his shaft. It's as warm as the mid-day sun. The ridges press into my palm one after another as I slide my hand down and back up. The fluid coats my fingers, webbing between them when I spread them apart, and a shudder shakes his massive form, the husk leaves rustling, the creak of him depressing the mattress as the throaty sounds coming out of him deepen into a groan.

I stroke him faster and tighter, using both hands to get around the bumpy flesh and the sound he makes vibrates into my core.

He takes my hand off him. Presses my wrist to the mattress above my head and holds it there.

With fingers more adept than I'd expect, he's stripped the little white bra from my breasts with a fling he tries to get it to go over his head, but instead, it catches on one of the short leafy stalks.

His breathing is ragged and I don't have the heart to tell him he's wearing a white cotton bra crown, and besides, I have other priorities as well.

"I will fill you now."

I swallow, the rasping of the leaves against me and the mattress is the only sound besides the pulsing alarm of need that's pushing my blood through my veins in loud pulses.

Holding me firmly in place with one hand, he lowers the other and pushes his lower body between my legs, forcing the knob of the corn-cock at my entrance.

I hold my breath and start to count.

I get to two before he pushes and the pressure from the enormous corn phallus tears at the first part of my entrance.

I hiss and my belly quakes. He pushes again, this monster corn cob covering me, forcing himself into my body. More pressure, more stretching then, the first ridge catches.

I stop breathing.

The smooth head spreads me, and then the first row of bumps drags across my entrance and every nerve ending I have fires at once. I grab his forearm with my free hand and dig my nails into the husk and kernel, some of them popping warm liquid when I break their surface.

He feeds another inch. Another ridge. Another pop and scream and twitch and bellow.

Every time he applies more pressure, there's a bump, a catch, a drag, a release into the next—until he's panting, the silk hair around his crown hanging in wet tendrils, stuck to the bumps on his face.

"More." I whisper as he obliges, pushing, pushing, popping until I am so full I can't form words. I'm open-mouthed, silent. He's barely halfway inside and I'm wrapping my lower legs around his center, trying to take more, my fingernails splintering against the husk of his forearm.

He stops. His forehead drops to mine.

"Kiss." The sound comes from deep inside him and as impossible as it should seem, I do exactly that.

I take the part of his face where his tongue resides and drag it down by the silk to my lips.

It's warm, bumpy but so sweet as his tongue penetrates my mouth, we're panting, moving as he thrusts, thrusts and my body screams but takes whatever he's offering.

The mattress squeals and slams into the thin wall when he starts to slam forward, he's moving inside me completely, the slick mix of our lubrication making the bump, bump, bump of his texture a pleasure tool from which I will likely never recover.

The bed bounces as he fucks into me in puffs and grunts. Then, he himself still. The texture of his body leaving my skin prickling and scraped raw.

His pulls off my mouth, his breath gusting against my cheek. I press my forehead to the side of his jaw and say the only word left in me.

"More."


Chapter Four

Regina

He gives me what I asked for.

One thrust buries him to the hilt and every ridge drags across my walls on the way in, bump after bump after bump, and my mouth opens but nothing comes out.

"Your body is mine now."

Cob turns more aggressive, his weight pressing down on me, in me, filling me as he rakes the fingers down my sides, drawing up my thigh to press it forward, splitting me open as he sinks into my limits, fire and knives of pain popping in my center even as my orgasm flings itself through me like a comet.

I'm light and darkness and lifted to places a human should not go, filled with a mutated, anthropomorphized corn cob.

I claw at the thick leaves along the sides of his massive upper frame. My heels dig into the mattress. He holds there, buried, each row of his cock pressed against the swollen flesh inside me, individual bumps, dozens of them, pulse and twist and my ribs won't expand.

"You are—" His voice cracks. A sound like a tree being struck by lightning. "Tight. Everywhere. All of you gripping."

I can't answer. My jaw is locked, my eyes are watering, and my hips are trying to rock against him making more demands.

He pulls back. Slow. Every ridge pops free and catches and pops free again and I'm peeling husk off his back in strips, digging into the golden skin beneath, leaving damage in my wake that leaves wetness under my fingernails. He pushes in again and I wrap my legs around his waist, hooking my ankles, pulling him deeper because apparently, I have lost my entire mind.

"More," I pant.

Something inside him snaps and creaks when he breathes. The husk leaves on his shoulders rustle when he flexes inside me. He leaves my leg positioned above my head to run his hand down my ribs, over my hip to take my entire ass in his palm then tilts his form and drives deeper into me in his next thrust.

The flared head of his cock punches against my cervix and my spine bows until my muscles spasm. He does it again. Again. Each stroke landing in the same spot while those ridges catch and pull and catch and pull.

"There," I gasp. "Right there, don't stop, don't—"

He doesn't stop. He fucks faster, his hips snapping, and a groan builds in his chest that I feel through my sternum, through my teeth, through the base of my skull. I grab fistfuls of his silk hair and hold on.

The sorry few trinkets on my night stand tumble to the floor. The trailer is creaking on its blocks. I don't care.

The coil behind my navel is winding tighter with every thrust and my thighs are shaking and my toes are curling and I am gone, gone, gone for this corncob.

I am absolutely gone.

This orgasm takes me higher, farther and I'm not sure how far I'm gone before I come down. Hazy eyes focus and Cob is holding himself upward, my ass still in his hand, his upper body more vertical now.

"Your body." He's staring down at where we're joined, watching himself push into me, sweat trickling down the kernels on his face, his lips parted, those green eyes wide. "I did not know. I did not know it would be—" He cuts off with a sound that rattles me down into my soul.

He drives in one last time and stays. Deep. Pressed so far inside me the head of his cock nearly splits through my cervix and my hips jerk and my knuckles turn white on his arms.

Then there's warmth.

His cock pulses and the first spurt hits me deep and hot — God, so hot — and my whole body spasms around the intrusion of him.

The second spurt fills what's left and the third has nowhere to go. It spills out around his shaft, running down the crease of my thighs, soaking the bedding under my ass. It smells like corn syrup and sex and it's still coming, pumping into me in thick pulses, and each spurt makes his ridges swell, and each swell grinds against my front wall, and another orgasm tears through me so hard I bite my tongue.

My ears are ringing. Copper tang spreads over my tongue.

My stomach muscles are seizing in waves and I am gripping him so tight he hisses and his hips buck and twitch, shoving deeper. I circle him with both my legs and grind against him, working him, milking him with muscles I didn't know I could control.

When our mutual sexual release finally ebbs I go slack. I unlace my ankles and let my legs fall open, arms above my head on the thin pillows. My fingers are tingling. My inner thighs are slick with his still warm cum, and there is so much of it. It's pooling under me, cooling against my skin. I just let a ceiling-high corn creature fuck me until I couldn't see straight and I would do it again.

He's still inside me as he lowers himself.

His forehead rests against mine, each exhale warm on my lips. I open my eyes and he's watching me. Close enough that all I see is green. His lips are parted. His brow is drawn tight. My skin is sore from the friction of his leaves and my insides are sore from the friction of the kernels of his cock.

"Hi," I say.

His mouth twitches. One corner lifts.

He starts to pull out and the ridges drag back through me in reverse, each bump catching on my swollen walls, and my thighs clamp shut around him.

I whimper and then laugh at myself for whimpering, because my body can't decide if it wants him out or back in. He pulls free and the mess follows — a gush that spills out of me and I clench but I can't stop it. It runs out of me in thick, warm waves and the sweetness fills the whole trailer.

He ducks between my legs. I flinch at the first drag of that broad tongue, my eyes rolling back.

It's too much. This is all, too much.

But his pace is slow. The ridges of his tongue softening as he licks both of us from my body, cleaning the cum from my thighs, my lips, the crease where my leg meets my hip. Methodical. Hypnotizing.

I stop fighting it. Let him work.

And when the pass of his tongue across my clit shifts from cleaning to something else, the new orgasm that builds is nothing like the others.

It's not frantic and demanding. It's warm and wide and slow.

My abs flex and release, flex and release, and I leave my arms above my head and let him just…do it all. I come with my eyes open, tears flowing, staring at the water-stained ceiling of my trailer while a creature made of corn laps sweetly between my legs.

When I'm spent, he rolls upward and stretches out beside me. The mattress dips and protests. His legs hang off the end by two feet, his sort of shoulder area presses against the wall, and he pulls me against his chest. The husk is rough against my cheek but the skin beneath is warm and there's a low hum. It's not exactly a heartbeat. Something deeper. The sound a power line makes on a still night.

I press my ear against it. My body is sticky with his cum and my own sweat, and the ache and tenderness between my legs pulses with every heartbeat.

His fingers toy with my nipples making me tingle and flutter.

"Cob?" The hum shifts pitch. "What does this mean? You and me. What is this?"

His hand flattens on my waist. Holds me. "Mine."

I press closer. His arm tightens.

"How long have you been out here? In the field?"

"Since the seeds last year."

His fingers resume their exploration of my exposed skin, moving to my shoulder. "I knew you before. Felt you in the soil. Your feet. Walking. You arrived just as I began to transform and grow in the soil"

The hair on the back of my neck lifts. "You could feel me? Walking?"

"Every step." His hum deepens. "Your voice when you sing. I grew toward it."

All those mornings I walked the rows singing along to Nina Simone, Billie Holiday, whatever the playlist shuffled up. Singing to no one. Singing to corn.

Not to no one.

"Cob?"

"Yes."

"How did you know my name?"

He doesn't answer. He tightens his arm around me and his hum drops so low I feel it in my molars. I close my eyes and press my ear to his chest and let the hum carry me down.

I'm almost asleep when I hear it. A rustling outside the trailer, all around it, every side. Not wind. The corn. The stalks turning, thousands of them, in a low, rustling like…applause?

I fall asleep in his arms with the whole field listening.


Chapter Five

Regina

I wake up alone in a bed that smells like corn syrup and sex.

For about three seconds I lie there and try to convince myself I hallucinated the whole thing.

Fever dream. Heatstroke. Bad batch of wine from the town gas station. But the sheets are stiff with dried amber fluid, there's a strip of green husk on my pillow, lots of impossibly long threads of corn silk and the ache between my legs throbs when I shift my weight. The kind that makes me press my thighs together and exhale through my teeth.

So that happened.

With a hiss, I push to my feet, still naked with kernel burn all over my skin.

I head to the kitchen, where there is an open bottle of water waiting and a curved row of Ritz Crackers.

I slug down the water knowing the trailer is empty besides me. He's too big to hide anywhere. The front door is open and the morning air coming in smells green and alive, like the first day of spring except it's August.

I pull on a t-shirt and shorts and step outside in bare feet and stop.

The corn is wrong.

Not wrong-wrong. Not dead or flattened. The opposite. The stalks nearest my trailer are massive — two, maybe three feet taller than the rest of the field, thick as my wrist, leaves so dark green they're almost black. And they're leaning. Every single stalk in a fifty-foot radius is angled toward my trailer like a crowd trying to hear a secret.

"What the hell," I say to no one.

I walk into the first row. The corn closes behind me. Not fast, not like a trap — just a slow tilt, the stalks straightening back up after I pass through, the way grass does when you lift your foot. But grass doesn't do it this deliberately. Grass doesn't rustle when there's no wind.

I find him four rows in.

He's crouched in the dirt with his hands buried to the wrists in the soil. Eyes closed. The silk of his hair is spread across his back, catching the early light. His husk has regrown overnight where I peeled it off in new pale green fresh growth.

"Cob."

His eyes open. He looks at me and his whole-body tilts toward me the way the corn did.

"You left," I say.

"The field called me." He pulls his hands out of the soil. His fingers are caked with black dirt. "A stalk was dying. I fixed it."

"You fixed it by the roots?"

"Yes."

"By sticking your hands in the ground."

"Yes." His head tilts, the way it does when he thinks I've said something strange. "How do you fix your roots?"

"I don't have roots, Cob."

He frowns. The kernel-textured skin creasing. "That explains a lot."

I laugh. A bird startles out of the row behind me and three stalks of corn flinch. Actually flinch.

"Did the corn just—"

"They are not used to that sound."

"Laughing?"

"There has not been much of it. In your trailer. Or anywhere else here."

My throat tightens. "You've been listening to my trailer since I moved here?"

"More than listening. From long before I could hear the music." He stands. Unfolds upward and upward and I crane my neck. "I've been keeping track of the songs. The sounds. Some good. Some not so."

I cross my arms. "You're criticizing my singing now?" I smile, flattening my hand over my eyes to block out the sun.

A pause. "You sing Billie Holiday off-key."

"I do not."

"The one about the moon. You go flat on the long notes."

I open my mouth. Close it. "You're a plant."

"I have very good hearing."

"You don't have ears."

He touches the side of his head. There are no ears. Just smooth husk and the faintest indentation where an ear would go. He looks at his hand, then at me. "Hmm."

"Hmm," I repeat on a snort.

"The vibrations come through the soil. I hear everything in the soil." He is quiet for a moment. "The farm manager calls you Gina."

My jaw clenches. "Yeah. He does." I shake my head.

"You do not like it."

"No."

"I could pull him into the ground by his ankles."

His face is completely serious.

"Through the root network," he says, like he's clarifying something reasonable. "I would open the soil under his feet and the corn would hold his legs. He would not get out."

"Cob."

"It would not kill him." A beat. "Probably."

"You cannot bury the farm manager."

"He calls you Gina. Your name is Regina. I practiced it for months. With a tongue I grew just for the purpose."

My arms drop to my sides. "You grew a tongue to say my name."

"Well, at first I grew it for your name, but it then decided it has other uses."

He tangles his fingers in my sex messy hair and that flippy flutter tumbles in my belly.

"I grew everything for you." He continues. "The tongue. The mouth. The arms. The hands." He looks down at his own body as though it's foreign even to him. "I did not know what most of it was for. I grew it because you were here and I needed to reach you."

The wind picks up and the whole field rustles like applause again and I'm standing in front of an eight-foot corn creature in my bare feet in a Simmon's Carnival t-shirt I've had since I was twelve and my face is wet.

"Cob."

"Yes."

"How did you know my name? Before you could hear. Before you had ears that aren't ears."

"The farm manager. I heard it through three hundred yards of root the first time." He steps closer. "I kept it."

"You kept my name. In the dirt. For months."

"I kept it the way seeds are kept. In the dark, until the time is right."

I wipe my face with the back of my hand. "That might be the most romantic thing anyone has ever said to me, and you don't even know what romantic means."

"No," he agrees.

I laugh again. I close the distance and put my forehead against his chest where the husk is warm from the sun and the hum underneath vibrates against my skull. His arms come around me. His hands cover most of my back.

The corn presses closer. Leaves brush my bare calves, dozens of them, reaching. I lean into him harder.

"Cob?"

"Yes."

"Don't bury the farm manager."

His chest hums against my forehead. "We will discuss it."

I tip my head back. He's looking down at me with those green eyes and the early sun is turning his silk hair into a halo and I am standing in a cornfield being glowed at by a plant and I would not trade this for a single thing I have ever been offered in my life.

"Say my name," I tell him.

"Regina."

The entire field rustles.

I press my ear to his chest and close my eyes and let the hum carry me.

Everything in this dirt knows who I belong to. Including me.


Chapter 6

Cob

Five Years Later

The farm is ours now. The owner turned the farm over to Regina after the yield tripled two years running then, when he demanded she work for him in the house, I let the field wither.

Not die. Just enough that he understood he was not in control. Then, I made sure he ate a few bad cobs and he was old enough that he understood it was time for him to go.

I am in the east section with my hands in the soil, checking the nitrogen. I taste it through my palms. The corn here is twelve feet high and every ear is perfect because I do not allow otherwise.

Through the root network, I feel her sit down on the porch.

Our son runs past her into the first row and the stalks part for him the way they part for me. He is four. His skin is summer tan like his mother's, but when the light hits his arms you can see the faintest grid of bumps beneath the surface. His hair is dark except for one streak of pale silk behind his left ear that Regina braids every morning while he eats cereal and kicks his feet.

Our daughter is on Regina's lap. She is two. She has my eyes. Inhuman green, with my split pupil and Regina's mouth. When she cries, the corn nearest the house cries with her. I have tried to explain to the corn that she is not in danger. The corn does not listen. It is corn.

Regina looks up and sees me across the field. Her teeth press into her bottom lip and heat floods the network under my feet so fast the corn nearest her chair grows a quarter inch.

I pull my hands from the soil and walk toward the house. The corn parts faster than usual, because my wife is sitting on our porch in a sundress with nothing under it and my cob is throbbing for her like always. I know this because her arousal reaches me through the ground, the air and my heart.

My son runs into me and crashes into my leg. He grabs a fistful of my silk hair and yanks.

"Daddy, the corn is doing the thing again."

"What thing?"

"The leaning thing. All of it. Toward Mama."

"It does that."

"Why?"

"Because your mother is sitting on the porch."

He tilts his head with the expression Regina calls his Cob face. "That's weird, Daddy."

"Yes. Corn is weird."

He wriggles down and runs back into the rows, the stalks closing behind him singing in their high-pitched excitement.

Regina is waiting with our daughter on her hip.

"Nap time," she smiles to her. But she's looking at me.

She takes her inside. I focus so I hear the creak of the crib, her singing to her softly, then the click of the nursery door, and then she's in the front doorway and the sundress strap has slipped off one shoulder and she's giving me that special, get-your-corn-cob-in-here look.

"Cob." She hums as grasshoppers flick across the path in front of me and my cob stands tall through my lower husks.

"Yes."

"Come."

I duck through the doorway. My shoulder husk scrapes the frame as always. She backs against the wall just inside and her hand is already on my chest, tracing the edge of my husk around my pulsing cob.

"You are not wearing anything under that dress."

"I know."

"I tasted you. From the field."

Her head tips back. "You tasted my…excitement, from two hundred yards? Through the dirt?"

"Three hundred."

"Oh my God." Her hand slides down my stomach and wraps around my cock through the slit where the husk parts at my hips. She squeezes and the ridges swell under her grip and the kitchen window rattles with my groan.

I lift her onto the counter. The sundress rides to her hips. I push the other strap off and the dress falls to her waist and I lower my mouth to her breast and drag my tongue across the nipple. She arches off the counter, fingers in my silk hair.

"Inside me," she whispers. "Now. Before she wakes up or our son decides to leave the field before sunset."

I push into her in one stroke and every ridge catches on her walls and she clamps her teeth on my shoulder to keep quiet. Her heels dig into the small of my back. Five years and the heat and grip of her still makes my husk split open down my back.

She comes with her forehead pressed into my humming chest, shaking. I follow and the warmth floods into her and she gasps at the volume of what I release.

She always gasps, every time, like she's forgotten but I secretly love how much I give her and how much she enjoys our messy mating.

It spills down and the whole of our farm house scents of corn syrup and sex.

She holds me inside her. Her fingers trace my husk at the area of my mouth.

"Cob?"

"Yes?"

"Say my name."

"Regina."

Outside, the corn sways and our love grows deeper every harvest.
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