The Devil Made Me Do It

Her raven black hair, a shadow in the daylight, seemed to almost pull the light from the room. The interrogation light was trained on her as the fat policeman drew a chair across the floor. The ear-splitting shriek of tortured metal being drawn across cold concrete did nothing to shatter her frigid gaze. The pig cop sat down across from Cloé and met her stare. He was so close, but he wouldn’t understand… No one ever understands…

“I assume you know why you’re here,” he began in an all too sure voice, “so I’ll cut right to the chase.”


Withdrawn in her thoughts, Cloé just looks on with her icy eyes locked with his as the pig throws a thick manila folder on the table and begins to open it.


“We have here,” he continues, “a report that is so ripe with evidence that I could throw you in prison right now if I felt so inclined… But, you see Miss Cloé, fiery crimes are my specialty… and I would like to know how it is you managed to avoid me for so long.”


The cop turns to Cloé so that he can read his badge. “Ron” flashes in the intense light. He leans close to her and speaks in a deliberate voice.


“Call it pride if you wish, but I call it curiosity. How did you manage to avoid detection for so long? You have succeeded in killing four of the five families you attacked… quite impressive for such a young girl… But how did you get away?!”


She sighs, visibly tired of this interrogation even barely after it started. Finally, Cloé speaks in a voice that could charm the gods. The melodious tones of her perfect voice rise and fall with each word, charming her story with a sense of the unreal.


Their bodies searing, the couple’s tortured screams become a chorus of angelic cries. From their outstretched arms, tears of flame are wept away in agony, creating twin wings of glorious flame, beautiful wings of an angel who has fallen from its grace to this prison of an existence. The fallen angels are calling out louder now, their cries becoming a furious cacophony of bliss. Eyes closed, agony gives way to death as a falling rafter crushes the flaming saints.


Cloé stands slowly and brushes her hands against her pant legs, knocking loose the still searing ash that has gathered there. Her smile spreads as she looks across the seemingly endless dunes of fresh soot, which is still falling like new snow over the burnt ground. Walking through, she carefully examines the beauty of her art. Oh, if only they could’ve been preserved as that angelic duo for just a moment longer, she thinks, I could have savored my masterpiece. Now satisfied, Cloé turns on her heels to survey the sight just one more time before leaving. The acrid smell of burning flesh mingles in the air with the sweet scent of burning wood, creating a perfume unlike anything else in the world. The smell stretches for miles… the wind had been so perfect in spreading the fragrance that Cloé could still smell the subtle hints of it even as she walked back into her house and closed the door to the outside world.


Cloé opened her eyes slowly and looked back into the cop’s steel gaze, her voice falling into a gentle whisper before the silence overtakes the room. He turns slightly and whispers, amazed.


“I remember that case… they were the second case of yours that I can remember working on,” he croaks as his eyes dart around, recalling the gruesome details. “They were newlyweds, fresh off their honeymoon. Found a nice quite town and settled in…” His face flushes red in anger. “YOU LITTLE CUNT! They were INNOCENT!”


Cloé just looks at him and laughs silently, her eyes boring a hole through him. She doesn’t even bother to duck as his hand catches her across the face.


“What the fuck? You think that this is funny? You’re a sadistic little bitch!”


His face is crimson now and his voice trembles with anger as he turns away to face the wall. Cloé closes her eyes again and speaks, calling out the song of her past.

*
*
*


The glow of a match is so beautiful, she muses, fire is so pure…

Her hands rise slowly, cherishing the warm teardrop and drawing it across the pool of kerosene on the tabletop. Flames spring up immediately, dancing in an almighty fury up to the sky.


Cloé steps back to admire the brilliance, and tosses the match across the room. Her aim is perfect… it lands in the pile of newspapers she placed against the wall. Smiling even wider now, the inferno consumes her. Laughing loudly, calling to the heavens, Cloé dances with the flames until finally the blaze spreads far enough, and Cloé slowly walks out of the door. She doesn’t want to leave… but there’s still fun to be had outside.


The children all run screaming from her. The fire that engulfs her soul is now towering behind her. Angry tongues of orange flame shoot from shattering glass as the fire grows furiously, ever dancing towards the sky. Aha, Cloé silently exclaims as she sees a small group of young girls huddling together. In a single burst of speed, she is by their side, and in another, they are thrown into the agonizing party. Angrily, hungrily, the flames gnaw the flesh from the children, licking their charred faces clean of tears.


Cloé sits, watching… silently enthralled. Her jet hair blows softly in the firestorm winds. The mouths of the children are frozen in their final screams, twisted in horrid expressions of pure agony. The screams have long since fallen silent, but the fire seems to be taking its time, savoring the moment almost as much as Cloé. Their faces, the delicate faces that young girls possess and hold so dearly, are the last to be devoured by the inferno. Slowly, their pretty skin is burnt to a powdery ash, and it simply falls off of their bones. The fire eats its way up over their chin and perfect lips, burning so ravenously up past their blushing noses and over their fluttering eyelids. Their perfect blue eyes burst from the immense fire-induced pressure building within them.

At last, their bodies are burnt and spent, leaving soot-blackened bones licked clean of flesh and muscle. Cloé finally stands, the call of sirens in the distance is growing louder and she can’t afford to get caught, not now...


The trees are so close by, and the pale beauty slips away into the black forest, still enjoying the smell of the burn…

*
*
*


Once again, her voice slows its melody and her eyes open. The cop is stunned and sickened by the child in front of him, but silent awe stays his hand and adds civility to his words.


“That was your last success… the third case. I remember picking up those girls bones, identifying them, and comforting their parents. Why? Why not be content with just burning the school? It was recess… no one would’ve been hurt… Why did you have to throw them in?”


His speech is faltering with chocking sadness. The memory of those bones, lying alone in the ash, sickens him. Cloé sighs softly and looks at him with veiled pity. He can’t understand… or he won’t try.  She touches his arm softly once to relieve his internal pain, but her touch is frigid and he recoils in pain and surprise. She looks at him and takes a deep breath. Her voice starts in its singsong manner again. This time, her eyes need not close and her melody is a sad one.

*
*
*


A young girl sits cross-legged and naked in the center of her room. She has beautiful black hair that reflects every light, glowing with each subtle ray that strikes it. Her eyes are a beautiful, warm blue and her skin flawless. Her bare legs are perfection, smooth and pale. The soles of her exquisite, petite feet rest on each opposite thigh, and her exposed arms echo.  The jewel in the lotus, she sits serenely and silently. Her bare breasts, delicate as rose petals and softly curved, rise and fall slowly with each controlled breath. The porcelain doll face of hers is smiling. Cloé has been sitting here for hours, contemplating her next action.


She draws a small wooden splint from a small box, and strikes it. The match flame springs up and smiles at her, and she smiles back. Lighting a candle, she reaches with her free hand and extracts a bottle of kerosene and closes her eyes. The cap is off of the bottle, and the contents are emptied.


Soaked with the liquid, Cloé reaches a single finger towards the flame and shouts to the sky in an angelic chorus, “I’m finished on this Earth. There is nothing more for me… So get ready, heavens… I’m coming home!”


The wind blew softly through her open window, signaling the world’s acknowledgement. She had done what needed to be done, and what the gods had put her there to do. She really was done, and the Earth was telling her it was time to leave for her celestial home.

Abruptly, she thrusts her finger into the flame and is engulfed in it. The prickling of her skin slowly searing grows into an orgasmic pain as she throws her face up to the sky in a loud laugh. The fire tickles her like no other… but soon her thoughts slow. The room is growing dark; she’s above her body now. People run in to save her, not knowing it’s too late. Imbeciles, they caught themselves on fire, she thinks. Police arrive, but she doesn’t care. Ron is there, shouting orders; she’s still floating up. The house is out now, and she’s floating up higher still…


Floating up and into the room.

Cloé’s vision blurs, and is thrust hard into focus on the cop, his metal chair screaming against the cold concrete.
*
*
*


This time, her voice doesn’t quiet. Cloé is smiling, and her icy eyes are warm again. She laughs warmly at him.


“They said that that was another attack?” she asks, unbelieving.


“Yes,” he replies.


“But you know better now… Have your evidence?”


“Yes,” he replies.


“Then good, let me out of here.”


He grabs her arm and holds it tight. “I believe you’re mistaken, Miss. We have your confession to the murders. I’m afraid heaven isn’t the place for people like you. Your soul belongs to Hell.”


She looks at him in disbelief, then anger. “My brother… My only brother… You so want my soul? Trickery, my brother… What else should I expect from you? Surely you know why I have killed them, just as I know why you were there for each ‘attack’. Don’t like me destroying your tools, do you… my brother?” 
He stares in disbelief. “I am not your brother… but I do know why you killed them.”

“You don’t like me killing off your two ‘newlywed’ succubi and incubi before you can breed them, do you?”  She spit in his face. “You don’t like me burning your temple and destroying those imp harlots you sent to corrupt those children, do you?”


His ears slowly grow pointed and legs become those of a goat. His face darkens with anger, becoming a crimson that stays. Twin horns rise from his head. The Devil, Lucifer, stands before the girl.


“How dare you insult me like this! How did you know whom to kill?! Fire is my specialty…  MINE!”


“Lucifer, my brother,” she states softly, “has the fire burned you so badly as to render you blind to me? Who else could know?”


Cloé stands and walks to the door.


“STOP!” he cries out in desperate agony.


“No,” comes her serene reply. Cloé steps out the door and rises through the void. The light surrounds her and suddenly Lucifer sees. He sees just what it was that made him follow her. Now he sees who she is, the girl with the raven hair. As the Devil descends back to his pit, the perfect porcelain doll with jet hair looks down, one last time, into the fires. As she gazes into their familiar glow, the wings spread from her shoulders and the fiery halo engulfs her head. In full radiance, Archangel Mikael and Cloé the girl, one in the same, ascend once again to the kingdom of light.
