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			DIVINE HANDS

			Featuring two short stories previously posted to Medium, Divine Hands is about angelic presences, devotion, and obsession. Both stories have been lightly edited for grammar and clarity since original publication.

			Like Flies to LIlies

			An angel and a demon rendezvous in a motel room.

			Content Notes: paranormal (angels/demons), m/m, explicit sexual content, implied dubcon, blood, cannibalism, references to violence, gore, murder, and the end of existence, anatomical terms for a trans MMC (cunt, clit, pussy, tits)

			Feathers & Wire

			A man encounters the angel from his dreams in reality.

			Content Notes: light sci-fi, cis m/nonbinary, sex work/hitman, explicit sexual content, religious references, drinking, vaping, drug references, a brief scene that is misconstrued as non-con by the MC, and mentions of violent acts, anatomical terms for a nonbinary MC (cunt, cock)

		

	
		
			Like Flies to LIlies

			Pink flare from a motel sign scatters across the dark asphalt, and Gabriel watches from the window, the sun’s final glow stubbornly clinging to clouds.

			What if he doesn’t show this time? he asks himself, tapping rose quartz nails on his thigh. Even though—despite centuries of secret meetings, some in places far less discreet than a shitty motel room—this appointment has never been skipped.

			But there is always the chance their routine of trysts has been discovered by either side, even though Gabriel is certain, at this point, he would hear Heaven’s war horns before anyone so much as considered casting him out.

			Still—after centuries—they have gotten very good at keeping a low profile.

			He steps away from the window, deciding his visitor will never arrive if he doesn’t busy himself elsewhere. He stops in front of the vanity, cracked counter and scuffed mirror, and runs his hands up the sides of his dress. He’d seen the design in a fashion magazine, summoning no less than a major miracle to craft every stitch and thread himself, tailoring nothingness to the curves he’d manifested for his corporeal form. Knowing the garment will likely end up shredded by the end of the night makes his reflection smile.

			He paws through the handful of television channels, then digs through the drawers, tracing his fingers over the cheap Bible he finds. He recalls Gideon, the stories that came after—a man who turned away from power in favor of the Lord’s blessing. These days, anyone sent on a mission from God, to conquer and kill in the name of righteous vengeance, would want something in return. Probably a lake house, or a yacht, or—

			“Reminiscing on old times?”

			The voice fills the room like black fog. Gabriel slams the drawer on flaky, gilded lettering, whirling around on his visitor with the soft, distant flutter of feathers.

			He beholds Him, who enters rooms without sound unless He wills it; He who commands legions of the damned yet has somehow never missed an appointment with a traitorous angel.

			“Something like that,” Gabriel says, affixing an easy smile as he crosses the room.

			Dressed like a relic, Baal leans one shoulder against the stained door. A leather jacket half covers a plain white shirt tucked into dark jeans. A ram’s head buckle sits snug against his strong, stout belly, bleach blond hair slicked off a side part. He’s kept the scars, though—one slash over his left eye, a gouge along his jaw.

			“What took you so long?” Gabriel breathes, resisting the urge to reach out, to be the first to place his hands upon flesh made real.

			“I am precisely on time,” Baal says, tilting his head down. “As always.”

			“Early is on time,” Gabriel corrects.

			Baal pushes off the door, crowding Gabriel’s space. “Already so eager to be put on your knees,” he sneers softly.

			Since sunrise, Gabriel thinks, smiling up at Baal as if he isn’t staring down one of Hell’s high-ranking commanders. “Do you like my outfit?”

			Baal’s mouth pinches, eyes sliding down Gabriel’s form. His frown turns into a smirk, as if he can see right through the glamoured dress; as if Gabriel wears nothing at all. “It’s… cute,” Baal says, still not touching even though his mouth is inches away from Gabriel’s face. “But I’m much more interested in what’s underneath.”

		

	
		
			Feathers & Wire

			The rain hasn’t stopped for days—another malfunction in the weather system, but Morgen hardly minds as he ducks beneath sagging power lines to cut through an alley. The side streets are better, less people to gawk, and he’s grown fond of the fabricated static of rain.

			He’d had the dream again. Waking in a field, sun hot on his face and blinding his eyes behind cotton strip clouds. Too bright for someone like him, yet he always finds himself kneeling in wait, dry grass sticking to his bare legs like filaments; bathed in the warm certainty that he is right where he needs to be.

			He does not believe in the divine, the holy, the sanctified. Metal, gunpowder, a sharpened blade—those have been his religion since the very first scar. He’s lost count of them; rather, they all blend together like a system of rivers and streams, overlapping and coalescing and breaking apart from his jaw to his calves. There is no place for worship in a rotting city.

			Rounding the corner, he finds a transport idling at the end of the block, demon-eye tail lights reflected in a puddle. He has seen plenty of those in other dreams, but that he is used to. The bright dreams are new. He is always naked. Always kneeling. Always with his head turned to the sun, a soothing caress that’s real, not a figment of the artificial weather system wired into the city’s overhead canopy. 

			He knows he could pay for company, that’s not the point; and besides, why would he do that to some poor urchin? Ashen scars rip through the blunt angles of his jaw, jagged paths down his neck like bolts of lightning. His thick brow hangs heavy, eyes like used motor oil. His mirror is an honest soothsayer, and he is at least smart enough to believe what it tells him each morning. But the last man stupid enough to compare his appearance to a mange-ridden dog had laughed before Morgen plunged a knife into his eye.

			He pauses beneath a flashing sign for THE RED SWALLOW. He shoulders through a door rimmed in neon, the static of rain exchanged with the thrum of human voices and throbbing bass. He keeps his eyes down, thundering around bodies that do not acknowledge him outside of simply stepping aside.

			The bartender nods at him and pours his drink—syrupy and brown like his eyes, but cloyingly sweeter. Morgen’s frequent visits to the club have saved him from the pressure of speaking, and he tries to relax as he slips his shaking hands inside his coat. 

			Black, reflective windows border the ceiling of the club, but Morgen well knows there are rooms beyond. Soon, he will be summoned to one of them. He will receive his orders. But for now he will drink saccharine spirit, waiting patiently for his next command.

			Perhaps he resembles a hound, after all. Well-trained and waiting for the command to kill.

			He sips, swallows, sips again. The dream had been different this time; like always, he woke to the sun, he had knelt, and then a vision tumbled from the clouds—caked in gold, shimmering like a dragon’s hoard. Bronze skin, wheat-kissed hair, and sharp, white teeth. If there were wings they only cast a shadow on the ground; all Morgen could really remember were hands like a summer noon cupping his jaw.

			There is no divine, no holy, no sanctified, yet he does not know what else to call what he’s seen. How real it had felt—soft lips tracing scar tissue, a touch too gentle for skin ripped by bullets, mended by miracle. Warm, wet, tight settling around him in a place he hardly bothered to soothe. The bubble of laughter in his ear; the caress of a moan.

			He had woken up changed. He had woken up wanting, his dreams never crueler.

		

	
		
			You can purchase Divine Hands at the following retailers:

			payhip

		

	
		
			Magnus Thorne (he/they) writes dark erotic romance for a niche queer audience. Visit thorneyverse.com for more information on his other publications and where to find him skulking around the internet.
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