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Trigger Warning

Within these pages of fiction are accounts of sexual violence. Two words that should never have been joined. To understand such atrocities, art is essential in their demystification and unapologetic abhorrence. Those who have experienced such...are some of the strongest souled individuals among us. You are never alone. 

THE RAVEN RIBBON

By

Colin John Scott

“If you were a God, what would you change?”

“I am, and so I change myself.”
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Chapter One
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She stepped out into the warm Florence air, glad to be free of her room. Adventures such as this should be had outdoors, feeling and touching what you have travelled so far to see. The capital of Tuscany, surrounded by rolling hills and lush forests. A city of seven hundred thousand that claims to be the birthplace of the Renascence, gelato and hosts the original statue of David. As heel met cobblestone, the sunlight caught her raven hair, and she imagined the surrounding bustle took notice; for she had purposely anointed herself in such a way as to lure the most faithful of men. Underwear still packed. Time to flex what has lain dormant, but instead of the sightless crowd her scent bewitched the cilia of an ancient Beast. A corundum formed spectre of a creature more myth than human, latent amidst the noise, who slipped in behind her to follow and lay wait. Hair glisten twinkling in its vision.

It was the pastries that caught her attention first. Butter creams in all colours with rich flakey crusts that dissolved on the tongue. Best swallowed with dark coffee or the kiss of a lover. She melted the young clerk across the counter and pointed out her choice with more a look than gesture. He wrapped it beautifully and their warm palms exchanged warmer coins. How many times a day do we dance like this? Everything made her tingle today. Perhaps it was all that she had left behind back home, if you could have ever called it that. Now this new beginning; romantic postcard streets on which to unleash herself. To be truly free and out from under the weight of the past. The butter cream lined her throat with the sweetest heaven as it slid. “Where’s that kiss?” she giggled to herself. 

The Beast fixated as she savoured the treat, licking pink sugar from her soft fingertips and lip; unabashed and with purpose. Its wrapper tossed in a bin before beginning her journey again. It drew her deep into its lungs and held her there. The raven beauty smelling of lilacs, vanilla, leather, coconut and much more mysterious things; hidden and salty. When she crossed the street, it kept far enough back to not lose her, yet close enough that had she turned to face it, she may well have had nightmares. After only a few blocks, she trotted up the main stone steps of the Uffizi Gallery, disappearing inside its labyrinth. A wide grin unfurled. Now it could get close enough to taste these aromas that teased it so.

The museum, a Roman coliseum/church hybrid, with perpendicular lines, curved walls, and every window ornately framed, dated back to the sixteenth century. It’s galleries busy with milling throngs of tourists and locals quiet and polite. She slipped through the whispered hum like parting waves, wanting only to lay eyes on one thing. The sole reason Florence had been her first and only choice. It hung suspended beneath tiny lights. Caravaggio’s Medusa. A circular masterpiece behind thick glass. Delicate strokes of oiled pigment on a soldier’s wooden shield, older than the building itself and perhaps thirty inches wide. The painting was of a severed head, still bleeding, mouth and oculars wide, as if the final slash of a sword had only just struck. A Gargon with poisonous snakes for hair. A monster with the cheeks of a fashion model, who turned you to stone when looked at. As she stood there, having travelled thousands of miles for this moment, she felt akin to this creature. A fathomless connection only she understood and not once did their gazes break.

Its prey was motionless, as if caught in a trance, mesmerized by the object before her. Seizing the opportunity, the Beast advanced unnoticed to within feet. The stitching of her thin linen dress golden against red and blue petals. The curve of her neck flexing with heartthrobs. Her fine shoulders lifted by breaths, still sweetened with butter. She was warmer than the others in the room. It liked that. It wanted that. Static freed strands of her black hair, pulling them up and out, their ends tickling its cheek. Fruits and milk blended with what she had offered earlier on the street; an exquisite feast indeed. It inched closer still, drawn to her by forces no longer understood. Primal. Unforgiving. Tortuous. For a creature that had conquered time, this was something new. Then, without warning, the midnight haired goddess turned to face it. 

But she was somewhere else.

His fists no longer hurt. That is how she knew she was done for. Left eye swollen shut. Teeth loose. Cheek bone cracked. The outfit she had bought that afternoon stuck to her, because of her blood thick on its front. He stood over her, as he preferred it, this man who was her husband on paper only. He always wanting her less than what she was, making sure his muscle and mass could dominate. Now it was as if he were the earth itself, forcing her into the tiniest of spaces. Between the cracks of the floorboards not enough. She, unable to become any smaller. What he did not realize as he yelled explicatives, bile filled and knuckles raw, was that this great pressure he wielded so triumphantly had suddenly transformed her. From simple black coal to piercing diamond. Indestructible. Forever. And for his sins, she lifted her good eye to his screams and stared him into oblivion, as the Medusa she had become.

Her eyes looked through the Beast. That had never happened before, ever. Especially when it led the charge. The creature stood frozen, inches from her perfect face. Powdered make-up mixing with her glow. A delicate mouth it wanted so much to get lost in, not to mention the other moist recesses she possessed. Who was she? What furnace irons had pounded her into form? What heartless Gods now placed her before it, only to make her blind? It turned to the room, suddenly uncomfortable in its sinew and scales. Patrons wandered from artifact to artifact, whispering stanzas from the pamphlets in their hands, none of them taking note of the impossible. Behind her eyes lay rapture and fury. Flecks of light danced in them and pooled into cyclones. Her armour thick, but the strength beneath impregnable. It made her Desire incarnate, so the creature decided there and then it would sacrifice all that was to bask in a single instant of her.

As light flooded in and the space shrunk into focus, she blinked rapidly for only a moment or two, thoughts falling back in line. Her out-of-body experience pulling away like the tide. Her fingers felt puffy and hard to clench. Strands of her hair stood straight out from her face, as if she were laying at the edge of a precipice, dangling locks dissolving into the black beyond. And still the room didn’t care. She pressed the follicles flat with damp palms and shook her shoulders, settling her dress. “What the hell was that?” she whispered inside her head. Turning back to Medusa and the shield, she gave it one more loving glance and returned to the stone steps that brought her there. The day was still young and the sunshine warm. Although the treat from before had hardly started to dissolve inside her, she had an appetite; practically ravenous. She remembered the name of a restaurant the hotel concierge had suggested and set her feet in that direction.

It watched her walk away, this deity of secrets, who had fed upon the scabby souls of these mere mortals since they had the sense to stand erect. Considered a God, not of the heavens, but of more ancient and meatier things. A devourer who had much practise at relentlessness. It scanned the room for another way inside her and found it in a strong chinned blue eyed man-chimp who had never used his soul; not really. And within seconds was seeing what he saw, feeling what he felt and pulling tightly on the reins, guiding him outside. The raven haired’s dress gave her away and once again the hunt was on. When she passed through the doorway of the elegant restaurant, the Beast stopped to adjust its new skin. Window mirror cluttered. Once inside and seated for service, it ran its borrowed eyes to her darkened table, watching porcelain hands fidgeting with silver until a server brought wine to preoccupy. She was perfection and torment. It’s undoing.

The server had recommended a local Chianti, but she chose a Bodega Malbec that went down with a warm burn. Light piano music came from somewhere. Tables just starting to fill, so you could still hear kitchen noise. The decor expensive and refined. More wine came to her lips as she continued to observe her surroundings. The Medusa moment now only distant thunder in her thoughts. With her second pan, she spotted him. Tall, well dressed, with thick wavy hair. The press of his clothes and the straight of his back meant he had been mothered well or came from money. His jaw had a seductive line, fresh stubble, a narrow nose and lips and lashes any woman would kill for. He wasn’t necessarily a man she would have picked out of a crowd, but by the look in his ocean coloured eyes, he had already chosen her. She didn’t smile. She didn’t even allow her gaze to rest. It had been a long time, but flirting is like masturbation, you just know you’re doing it right by how it feels. She took a long slow sip of wine. This was going to be fun.
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Chapter Two
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By the time the second course had arrived, the Beast was sitting at her table, still getting use to its casing. The server mixed up the plates, but they didn’t switch them until he had left. Her laughter infectious. Their hands touching during the exchange. The universe expanded. She had a small scar below her left eye that intrigued it. Scars often have lurid and wonderful stories attached. It wanted to be her deepest. After dessert was shared and coffees drank, it was clear she would continue to lead the way. Not so much as to control this game of lust, but to always know it was her it was after. They talked about little, as both had secrets. It didn’t seem to matter. They were drawn to each other for their own reasons. Fates sealed by their similarity. As the creature paid the bill, it felt her naked foot against its ankle; hidden and exploring. Their eyes met for the thousandth time and it succumbed.

She has not had a man, or anyone, look at her like that. Not in a very long time. Not since innocence was still an excuse worth having. Not since...her husband’s last horrified expression bled into her thoughts and lingered unwelcome. She quieted the Medusa within and continued to feel the flesh and curls, unseen beneath the table, with the ball and toes of her foot. There was something about this man that charged her. That in such a short time, made her outline quiver. Made her want. She swore on the plane that no man would have power over her again, and yet here she was, back on the school yard lawn, staring at the boy with the big blue eyes. So many times her heart ignited, then doused or drowned. So many promises that felt as real as the muscle of his shin, but were ghosts. Men used them as weapons. Men considered themselves cunning. Men were fools, or better yet, bait for other savouries. She would have him and led him from the room with all of her wounded wonder.

As the hotel came into view, her grip became insistent. The Beast pulled slightly back, but smiled at her when she turned. Pheromones wafted round her and penetrated its senses, amplifying everything it hungered for ten fold. It should have taken longer to choose its vessel, as it wanted to fill her to the brim, leaving no space or surface ignored. It would have to guarantee a greater flow of blood, when the proper time arrived, for this mere mortal may well prove ill equipped. The creature laughed and she did the same, her nails digging in. And as they crossed the threshold of this palace of stains, the doorman tipped his hat with a familiarity of past exchanges, elevators close at hand. A crystal lift pulled them into the sky. She pressed back against the Beast, as if reassuring the fit. It thrust back, pelvis to pelvis and fabric did the rest. Key card at the ready.

She stood him in curtain shadow, a finger to his lips. A strip of white sun slicing him in two. The room freshened, but for a hint of her lotions. He did not say a word, and she liked that best. Where to start, danced playfully here and there. She settled on his shirt buttons, popping one - two - three. His skin was darker than hers. The flesh beneath, firm and willing. Sea kelp hair swirled down chest and abs as if he were a tidal pool. No scars, just endless pores and heat. When cotton twill hit carpet, she spun her finger in the air. He took his cue, facing away and presented his lats and spine. She placed her cheek dead centre and listened to his want. A chorus of angels then a pride of hungry lions as her hands reached round to gently cup what made her smile. Belt undone and britches dropped. His snug shorts thin and soft. She wasn’t ready to see his stare as all of him pulsed and twitched. A divining rod searching for what was already wet. His heart had quickened slightly until she gripped him five fingered. She swore it skipped a beat. He would have her, but only when she was truly ready.

It had never surrendered before. It was forbidden. The Beast began to lose itself within the confines of its shell, if only because the pleasure was too delicious. She knew the magic of her touch. As it swelled, engorged to make skin taut, spread fingers, it braced itself with thick arms, hands pressing into paint and plaster, wanting her stare, but obeying. Wanting her softness, her folds, her velvet passageways. Both of her hands now took him, friction the Lotus’s tongue. His Gods would punish him for sure. The creature dug deep and pushed back against the whiteness of her bliss, keeping what she wanted from her. It was its only defence against the pure lasciviousness she pursued. Simple changes in direction along its length the only motion. Their breaths tangoed. Her arms slapping against his hips. What was her ear sensing now, hotter against his back? It pressed feet into floor, leaning harder. A moan began to form in its mind, expanding outward and downward, every muscle heading to contraction. Her actions controlling it. The sound shot out of him in two explosive forms. She slowly squeezed him dry, forcing smaller grunts from their home with each compression.

She had to finish him once to make the rest worth having. She poured them drinks from the minibar as he towelled off the mess. He was such a good little boy, clothes tossed in the corner. He wouldn’t be needing those anytime soon. She loved how the light from outside continued to caress him. How his skin and muscle seemed separate. She wanted to spread the curtains wide and be fucked against the glass, teased by how many other eyes beyond would be jealous of their sweat. She tapped her hand on the mattress beside her. He took the drink offered and sat, flaccid but stunning just the same. She would give him a moment to recover. She would play with edging perhaps or handless orgasms once the games could begin again. Regardless, there are many sinful things that don’t require an erection. These thoughts tickled her, and she giggled seductively into her gin.

It began to replenish. Fluids refilling. Nerve endings re-sensitizing. It would not take long. As liquor passed tongue and teeth, it heard its Gods wail. In its pit. In its muck. They felt the Creature’s submission, for it had reverberated far into the dark. They, the ones below, had become less through this carnal act between demon and human. Leaders now angered. It would have to prove worthy or suffer damnation all over again. How would it break free from her ensnarement? This was after all only a woman. Segregated bitches, mortals had kept down for centuries...ages even. Creators, to be sure, but always in their place, collared and chained. It had devoured just as many female souls in it’s lifetime and found them unsatisfying or at least less filling. A species that leads with their heart is destined to become extinct. She spoke for the first time since they left the restaurant. Her voice, enchanted for no reason explained. It again, without question, did as it was told. And Hell wept.
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Chapter Three
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“Undress me,” she said. “Slowly. Make every inch matter”. She stood in front of him, arms at her side. He finished his drink and slid to the bed’s edge. He slipped both hands under and up her dress, taking forever. His touch slight and feathered, cupping her outer thighs, thumbs pressing along the tops, holding the tissues in place with hot vices. Fingernails took hold of the nylon’s waistband, pulling them free like skinning two snakes. By the hungry look on his face, he already knew panties were not an obstacle. The damp netting joined his clothes on the floor. He was already rising to the occasion. When he stood, his length hooked the front of her dress and forced it up with him, coming to rest where she most wanted it to be. Kissing him, parted and fleshy in places unseen, holding him there as she squeezed.

He loosened the belt that was stitched to her flowered gown and lifted it free of her.

“Slower,” she said. 

This time, he did not heed her command.

The Beast drew her close. She on her tippy toes, balanced precariously. Their centres embracing. It stared into her, plunging down into what lay hidden. Her abyss. Her breath smelling of scallops, peach gelato and minibar. The black she called her soul terrified it. Filled with blood-curdling screams. A life of torment even it could not fathom. Yet as it swam deeper, her own demons clawing and scratching at its psyche, there was a centre still lit, still fighting. A single point of origin that would not be silenced any longer. It grabbed her in each hand, lifting her effortlessly. Leg on either side. Her palms and fingers gripping its neck as it kept her hovered, belly to belly. Pure anticipation in the small space between his tip and her folds. Breast and chest as one. Heart against heart. It sensed her searching its own eyes and gave her something it did not know it had. The edges of her mouth curled. The Creature lowered her ever so gently until there was none of its length left.

There is something about when he first enters that feels glorious when done right. All of her receptors and flesh pulsing euphorically as her hallows fill. Her insides mapping him, tracing every vein, every furl. His heartbeat inside her. He coming to a stop, tickling her farthest reaches with the softest skin. His palms now gripping her ass for better movement, yet they remained motionless for perhaps a minute. All sensation decided by blood and juice. As she wondered what lay behind his pools of blue, she caught a glimpse of something else. A phantom. An entity that made his skin and bone feel like an imposter. Just as she was a stone making Goddess within, this man may be a God. The thought percolated and made her want him even more. Her back came to rest on cool wall. She had not noticed the trip, so caught up in his eyes. It was here he slid himself almost all the way out and plunged again, building on the rapture already started.

She churned its animal within. It felt chained, and she tugged on its leash with her silken interior. Her buttocks firm and easy to spread. It kept her in motion, paying attention to her sighs and breath. Skin smacking against wall like playful spanks. Her hair cascading down around their faces as fingers dug in. It could not get enough of her. Then, for the first time, it kissed. Not to consume or suck dry, but to taste and bask freely. Heat, saliva and their maddened tongues danced to their larger rhythms. Ascending thrusts that deepened and quickened. It drank her in. It did not want to breathe for fear of missing any part of what she shared, for it sensed it was witnessing something being reborn; unseen and wild. It knew it was damned and throttled in all the way to meet its maker. It wanted to feast on every morsel of her. To wallow in her glory, for it was blinding. A memory, the farthest one from it, hinted at. Pleasures swelled in each of them, building to a passionate delirium that enveloped their souls whole. Even though it no longer had one.

She vibrated. Legs humming. Orgasm lingering. The cataclysmic reaction she had when he exploded into her would not let go. Or perhaps she clung to it, allowing her mysteries to tingle and throb. Wave after fucking wave. Her whole lower half vibrating. His own convulsions amplified breathtakingly by the cock sucked dry inside her. Their after groans in unison. Then both crumpled to the bed. He lay beside her, half covered in a white sheet she pulled up. His breaths deep. His body spent. Street noise bled in from thin panes. Traffic and the hustle and bustle below soothing. Curtains gently stretched and danced with the wall mounted air unit. She reached out her hand and let it hover over him, scanning his landscape; what was bare and what was hinted at. Her hunger for him even greater, now that he had been tasted and absorbed. She ran fingers over her breasts, surprised at how sensitive they still were. Her whole body far from satisfied. A melting trickle of them both ran down her inner thigh. A dollop of him stained the sheet where it rested. The scent of their passion permeating the room. When she was done, would she keep him or toss him aside? It pleased her to no end that she could even think of such things. Her Medusa grinned in the dark. This was truly a new beginning.

Though its eyes were closed, there were no dreams or sleep. It bided time, trying to locate the Beast it was supposed to be, wanting desperately to shed the ratty shell her hand now floated over. Waves of energy spreading themselves outward across the other’s flesh. This woman was much more than she seemed. Their earlier crescendo together had matched its memory of Heaven; when flight filled wings adorned its rippled blades and the Greater Power held it dear. A time when the pearly gates were always open. It had fallen from grace eons ago when a great battle for power had divided Zion’s ranks and it chose the losing side. When she had contracted and moaned in unison to its own expulsion of ecstasy, in that instant, it was returned to Nirvana. Nerve ending storms began to stoke as her tender grip, teeth, lips and tongue coddled its jellied serpent’s spear. A cyclone brewing deep within, where ache turns to flame and skin to iron.

She took him in her mouth. Never her favourite act, as it had always been forced upon her. Gags and acrid bile syrups accompanied by vice grips and pulled hair. Head jabbed back and forth, unable to swallow or breathe. Throat often rubbed raw. This time she wanted to have it full and stretched, to welcome it on her own terms and no one else’s. She looked up across his stomach, soft fur tickling her nose, and found him watching with wonder. No hands. No aggression. He was savoury and smooth. She could smell them both as she slipped him out and then back in again. His eyes confirming her ability to replicate finer places. She remembered flute lessons in middle school and played him like a symphony. Tip and flange, shaft and that satin like satchel at the base. Such a marvellous instrument. Broodier memories of it kept distant and well at bay. She took him to just before the point of no return. Tiny bubbles of his cream tear drop coated her tongue. His whole mass begging, then she stopped. 

Its volcanic rupture subsided. Her control of its pleasure unmatched. As if she had invented the art itself and was now simply toying with It. Fluids retreated and glands moaned in protest. Her one eyebrow raised in a cheeky manner as she held him straight up and down, peeking out from either side. It sat up and took her face in its hands, pressing lips to lips. Mouths wide. What pleasure denied now firmly transferred to all surfaces it was inside of. A bit of itself still lingering in their kisses. It took her in its arms and cradled her, twisting back to the bed, and laid her down. She went willingly, playful laughs as she came to a bouncing rest. It lowered over her entire frame, moving her arms above her head, breasts flattening just a little. The curves where arm meets torso and then neck, it was convinced made God sigh when created. It dragged its mouth over every inch of her that was exposed, making very clear the final destination. It’s intent to make her weep.

His mouth was hotter than she remembered. Steamy and engrossed. The way it worked across her body, as if propelled by something insatiable. A man possessed. He was giving her a full body tattoo; his saliva the ink and tongue the needle. Her nipples strained to reach the ceiling as she arched her back. Not because his touch tickled, but instead drove her hips uncontrollably wild. A position that allowed him to wrap his strength completely around her, kneading flesh and muscle while holding her in place. Fervidly entwined. His stubble scratching as it slid down her belly, breaths heaving it to greet him. His large hands on her sides. Ribs strummed, breasts cupped and traced. She gripped the headboard, needing to brace herself against the waves of feral urges she wanted held back. He dipped his mouth into her belly button. It felt as if he had entered her and stroked something deeper. She quivered and stomach fluttered. Then further down he went, following her faint trail of fine hair to cleaner shaven places polished and soaked. She imagined the moment to come and lifted her pelvis to greet him.

It was transfixed by what it saw. Delicate folds of pinks and reds. Blood swollen and bulbous. A fleshy hood extended over far more sensitive magic. It felt if any part were touched, it would agape and swallow him whole. She gave off an intense warmth interlaced with all her scents. It suckled her inner thighs, inching towards this glorious window to her soul. It drew its tongue out and slid a single lick from ass to clit, making sure to spread and slurp with the same intensity that overwhelmed it. She pressed hard into its face, wetting cheeks and forcing it deeper on the pass back down. The Beast tasted all of her. Felt the velvet tendrils of her interior, caressing with purpose. It nibbled and sucked, flipping plump folds, then returned to her crown; gingerly at first, beginning her journey to the same edge she had taken it. Only it wanted to travel further. To shudder her so deep as to split her in two. To cause endless waves of quakes and shivers in every cell of her being. To help her see the Angel it had once been.

She found herself engulfed in surges of rapture. One after another, as if the sun and moon were tugging her back and forth. Legs flexed, toes stretched and then curled. Her deepest reaches shuddering like buckled tectonic plates. And still he feverishly drank from her well. Her hands knuckled in his hair. Her own head thrown back, eyes rolled white. A sound like none she had made before flung itself from her lungs. The rising tide within pushing it free. A long gasp and expelling combined. Her body no longer controllable. Perhaps the voice of Medusa herself. In an instant, his perfect form lay atop her, holding down her spasms with sheer weight. She wrapped her arms around him tight as he lost himself inside her all over again. The music of his thrusts matched by their breaths. What he had drawn from her quickly reformed and shot her further into the stratosphere. Nails dug into his ass, making him conform to what worked best. She had never lost herself to anything, but now, in this moment, her inner eye shot open and she witnessed the beautiful Beast before her and collapsed into dreams.
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Chapter Four
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It crouched in the corner of the room, watching her sleep. The golden light of dusk passing through it, shimmering scales. The body of its host next to her, lifeless and starting to decay. It could not bring itself to leave. To be satisfied with this single encounter. It wanted to know more of her. The surface of its back tore open, and it stretched its blunted wings. Broad, powerful spans of tissue paper skin and steel rods. The base claws scratching the carpet and top claws the plaster above. It was forbidden to fly, but had felt the essence of flight in her arms. In that moment. It flapped them a few times, sending dust and clothing tumbling. She did not stir no matter how hard it willed it. The Generals far below screeched their orders it return. If the Beast disobeyed again, Death would surely follow, not only for itself, but her as well. And for some inexplicable reason, it would tear down the walls of Hell itself should it ever come to that. Where it stood turned to black vapour, churned and twisted. Then, it was gone.

Her dreams were deep. Her body weighted and still. She was back in her home, husband standing over her. Rage contorting his face. Fury powering his fists. Her Medusa bursting forth to shield her, serpents weaving their fanged protests amongst her locks. Her stare unwavering and defiant. The whys lost in the hows. His mouth dropped first, slackened cheek muscles yanking it suddenly to the side. Eyes widened. His left arm cricked as if it were buckling. Then the presence of pain painted itself across all of him. A hot dagger from heart to jaw to arm. His rage bursting blood vessels and veins. Tissue failed. Blood spun out of control. With one blink, his teeth slammed shut so hard, two snapped and sent their fragments to the floor, landing at the same time his body did. Dead before he hit the heated Spanish tile. It took her a few minutes to realize what had happened. His piss leaking at a trickled flow. She pushed herself out of its path and looked through him. He had turned to stone. She was victorious.

Hell is not as described in so many religious texts. No furnaces or eternal damnation. No nine circles or seven books. Hell is simply everything Heaven and Earth are not. What lies between the cracks. Where God’s brush strokes did not reach. Hell is the nothing of everything, charred, barren and dull. It landed firmly, knowing exactly where it was expected. Souls and Beasts alike milled in empty spaces, occasionally driven insane from lack of trying or needing to. The chamber where orders were given was indistinguishable from the rest. Inside, twelve judges sat waiting, towering and formidable, for no other reason than there were twelve chairs built for them to sit upon. They could erase you with a single thought, if Satan had had enough of you. The highest order of abandoned angel. The Beast entered and knelt. The reprimand did not take long. It denied none of the charges. Souls are for taking, not for fucking or loving. They made an example of him. It’s wings were severed and kept. It’s tongue peeled and forehead branded with the mark of outcast. Rejected but allowed to continue its daily tasks, no rank would follow. It’s historic role at Lucifer’s side would be stricken. And when they were satisfied they had done enough, it was sent back to the hotel room, to prove they had been just.

“Collect her soul, like a good boy,” one General had said.

It squatted, back to the wall, drawing her in. She shifted to adjust her position, letting out the tiniest sigh, then settled back into her dreams. It knew as they were cutting his wings at the joint, it would take more than that to diminish what it had just shared with her. It knew as the top layer of skin was slit and peeled whole from its tongue, that no pain or punishment would stop this Beast from wanting more of her in every way. It knew as they pressed the molten brand to its forehead and the smell of burnt flesh wrinkled their faces that they were far too removed from things to ever understand why their orders were useless. It could not collect her soul; would not. It had felt enough of her to only glance at the remarkableness she carried and still she shone like none other. It knew the risks its next action would place on them. Was it being selfish by not letting her choose for herself? There would be time for her to do so. For now, it slipped back into the pile of flesh at the bedside, slid back beneath the warm sheets, cupping her body with all of his. She pulling out of sleep just long enough to fall into the space he had made for her. Contented. It does not sleep. Can not sleep. Yet it closes its eyes and imagines them as one.
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Chapter Five
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She stood in the shower. Steam and spray mixing with her delightful sins. Her soap lathered hands wanting to do more than just clean, expecting parts of herself to protest further stimulation, but found the mere act of movement enough to trigger aftershocks. Her body igniting to the slightest sensation. She wondered how long he would sleep. If she might even mount him while he drifted, pulling him from a dream into a dream. The taps turned. Rich fluffy towel dabbed and wrapped round her nakedness, another turbaned atop her head, perched like a swirl of whip cream. She walked across the carpet gingerly and stood at the window. Florence now lit by streetlights and vehicles. The city still alive. She exhaled and leaned into herself, loving how energized she felt. The sex had lasted for hours. He had explored more than she knew she had and still there were parts missed she wanted to offer. A gurgle eased through her stomach. What she should do was order room service.

It rose to the smell of oysters, sea bass, truffles, fresh bread and rich sauces. She, in a sheer negligé, red wine poured, swallowing a raw mollusk for effect.   “It’s getting cold,” she said, sucking all its juices down. 

It pulled itself from the bed, taking a sheet for cover and sat across from her, eyeing both feasts. The food tasted better than any other. Her perfume winding itself around its memories of the afternoon. The wine smokey and quick to disappear. They laughed and enjoyed quiet moments, each lost in the other’s voice. Her nipples barely visible, but for when she turned and their perfect half moon shape silhouetted themselves against the luminance of the room. Between their words and movements, foreplay peeked and played, building up the same urges in each that had overwhelmed them earlier. They ate until all plates were emptied, then the Beast slid the trays to the hallway, pushed the table and chairs aside, clearing a space for dessert. Her fuck against the glass about to come true.

He was not like any man she had ever known. His stamina, his poetic motion, his craftsmanship. She was not a woman with broad experience, but from the gossip of friends and co-workers, it was obvious the man coming at her from behind was extraordinary. The mere fact that he was having his way with an opening of hers reserved for rare occasions meant he was special. That this was special. Usually it hurt too much to press an orgasm through her this way, but the fluidity of his hips, calves and thighs made him like liquid metal. Solid tenderness that knew how to overwhelm her canals.

She spotted an office cleaner across from the hotel, intent on enjoying their show. A single figure watching from a lit room of cubicles. She gave the voyeur as much of herself as possible. The building climax from within heightened by their clear applause. A sweeping wave of pleasure burst from just below her belly button, flashing outward to her extremities, like wild lightning.

It shook as much as she, pulling her upward to wrap its arms about her in a lover’s twisted embrace. Their bodies firing and misfiring in continued tides. It kissed her neck. It wanted all of her against it. Their oils and wet leaving marks on the wide pane of glass, as if their essence had been captured and frozen there. It too noticed the watcher from afar, keeping itself inside her for as long as possible, for that is when it felt the safest. Their breaths slowing. Their hearts in unison. It could feel her gripping it with hidden flexing. Her hands reached back to stroke buttocks and sides. Its own caressing breasts, tummy and molten further down. A bulb of flesh that made her contract and giggle. It popped out and spun her around. Their eyes latching onto the other. It decided then and there to make itself known. To show her its glory and horror, hoping this bliss was strong enough to blind. Strong enough to help her forgive.
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Chapter Six
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She didn’t notice it at first; how he felt in her arms. How he was gradually becoming leaden. It has been proven that when you die, at the moment when life departs forever, we all lose twenty-one grams of weight. This was not that. He just suddenly went limp. She tried to keep him upright, but did not have the mass herself or the strength. He pulled from her grip and hit the floor like a naked sack. She wanted to scream. She needed to scream. For forming where he once stood, a swirling gaseous cloud began drawing itself into a form. A shape she did not recognize, but knew. Human to a degree, but with sharper edges and more sinuous muscle. It wasn’t meant for walking upright, but stood on two legs, arms long and powerful. The vapour solidified, reconstructing this gargoyle. Its features pressed inward. A tooth, like a tusk, jutted outward. Powerful jaw. Thick brow. Hairless skull. A Beast, but with eyes like none other. Her mouth was open, but still no sound came forth. The voyeur across the street remembered. Curtain yanked closed.

If she screamed, it would shatter what heart it did not have. The room went dark once curtains were drawn shut. A lamp turned on. The bulb’s yellowed essence caught in its skin, boiling there like star twinkle. She never took her eyes off it, eventually stepping over the carcass at her feet to approach. It retreated out of instinct. Never had it revealed itself in this way. It was unsure of the greater consequences and part of it feared this. Her hand reached. Its body stopped by furniture and wall. As before, her fingers grazed it like honey. Fingertip whispers. Its illuminance heightened wherever she touched. It’s flesh far more sensitive than any man’s. She did not utter a sound. Even her deep inhalations went silent. When her body drew near, her breasts lifted slightly, as if tugged by his aura or other mysterious force. Tips hardened. Those wonders that made her a woman sensualized and intensified the closer it came. It did not have a sex, but it knew it would manifest an even greater rapture now that it was free.

Medusa was awake and living through her. The Goddess not as perplexed by this creature as they appeared to be from similar beginnings. The snakes surrounding her skull lulled for now. She grabbed and groped, trying to pass her hands through the gas this thing had been just moments before, but only tissue and heat found. No heartbeat, much like the boy toy on the floor. It did nothing to show it mattered. She punched its face to watch it flinch, but it did not. Nor did it bleed. She had once been a beautiful maiden, desired by all on the isle of Sarpedon. One day while walking its shores she caught the eye of Poseidon, God of the Sea, and when she refused his advances was raped by him instead. When Athena, Poseidon’s wife found out, she cursed Medusa, turning her into a winged beast with snakes for hair and a stare that turns all to stone. This Creature before her had once been winged and cast from paradise. They were indeed kindred spirits.

It waited until she was done exploring. It knew she had detached just enough to keep herself intact and sane. It is not everyday you discover you’ve fucked a monster. She punched him. Full fist. Its cheek and jaw taking much of the swing. It wanted to touch her with its own claws, its own membranes. To have her take all of it in without hesitation. Without repulsion. It had sent so many screaming to their deaths, but not her. She finally lowered her arms and just stood there. Then, a single tear formed and rolled itself down her porcelain cheek. And another and another, until her shoulders heaved and sobs grew deep. Naked and letting go, she melted what spirit it still had. Their bodies touched as the Beast took her into its arms, wrapping itself all the way around her. She cried until nothing was left. Its skin lapping up her salted release. Her silky flesh now goose bumped, chills settling in. It lit the furnace it carried deep within and walked her to the bed, pulling the thickest blanket towards them to swaddle her with.

Her eyes took a while to focus. She felt cocooned, as if kindness bathed her entire self with a warming glow. She was not laying flat, but held up, supported by concrete arms. The blanket around her neck still damp from her outpouring. She had not cried like that in a very long time. As if the dam inside her had burst, the reservoir drained and muddy. It was the release she had been craving. A letting go that was necessary if she were to survive. And all because this Creature looking down at her now had treated her as an equal. Had met her amidst the mire and danced. Her nakedness did not matter even now, because of what they had shared. The places they had gone. A rough paw brushed hair from her face, it staring into her with the blackest eyes. The air from its flared nostrils volcanic and laced with brimstone. She felt at peace. Still. Her hand pulled free from its wrapping and cupped the side of its face. More rock than flesh, but smooth and detailed. Ageless and ancient. It smiled, and her soul relinquished the deepest sigh.

It did not want to let her go. It wanted only to keep her safe and free of harm; not just for itself, but herself. It could see and feel her emergence from something else, something much darker and more familiar. It had seen the Goddess she was and would content itself to her shadow if need be. It knew what it was. How foul it could be. It did not deserve the gentle caress she now placed on its cheek. The one she had fisted with the intent to break. Not that it was unworthy, but nothing like this had it ever endeavoured to breach. Somewhere in the bowels of Hell came an unsettling sound. The Generals were mustering a few elite cast downs, specialized and lethal, to carry out their orders. Commandments for the death of this creature and its whore. They would come swiftly and with precision. It was not surprised, having been a general once. It knew strategies such as this. It took her hand in its own and kissed it, then made sure she understood the importance of what they did next. The imperative of doing it exactly as it had to be laid out.

She dressed quickly. Nothing fancy, as they needed to move swift and unencumbered. She grabbed what was needed and nothing else. Much of what she had brought on the plane would be left behind. By the time she stepped back out into the room, the body was gone. She didn’t care how or where. Odd as it had been inside her thirty minutes earlier. The truth has a way of changing things. The Beast stood ready at the window, arms extended to her. She scanned the space for reassurance and then stepped into what it was offering. For the first time it spoke, no longer to just her mind. A voice that vibrated through her. Her marrow caressed by its bass and baritone hues. It sounded like the Earth or purple storm clouds if they could speak.        
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