Frailty pt. 2

His spirit broken, the dragoness finished the unnamed mans body. She didn’t care anymore; she had done this too many times before. Seduce and kill, entrance then break, beckon then destroy. She felt no remorse for any of her victims, only lust. Lust is what drove her to seduction. Lust was the key principle of her being. She needed it to feed from, to satisfy her. Her lust for blood and torment, lusting to watch the men squirm under her spell, was her soul. Break men in half, twist their souls into the thread that holds your very existence to this world, and wrap their hearts around you until they care more and more. She lived for the thrill of it, and loved how she could kill men with only a word or two. Life is no more than lust after lust after lust. Death would not come, eternal lust for the newly unnamed woman.

------------------------------------------------

The woman chanted to herself. 

“Morbid stranger, wander the path to me.”

“Sordid mind, seek my lust.”

“Of all the men, raise again”

“And bind to me eternity”

With those words, the wisp of a man rose from the gravestone and plunged into her body, which promptly regained its human form.

-------------------------------------------------

With a sigh, the woman returned to the task at hand; seducing the only one who truly cared. She hurt him constantly by taunting him, speaking of her lovers… but he didn’t care. He smiled it off with his eyes, deep like pools that have seen the world’s sadness and don’t care. His soul is scarred from his caring, and that will never heal, but he continues. Why does she do this to him? Lust: his answer to her cry.

Ripped and torn at the seams, the man was spilling himself all over the woman. Pouring his heart out to her seemed to calm him. No matter how hard he tried, the man couldn’t keep himself

New words are on the dragoness’s stone.

“Here lies the human lover, in all his frailty. Here lies human frailty, in all its love”

