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Content Notes

This story contains descriptions of themes and explicit sexual acts some people may be uncomfortable with. Please refer to the following list if you are unsure about whether this story is for you:





  	religious violence

  	religious trauma

  	mentions of war and death

  	mentions of execution

  	mentions of slut-shaming

  	rejection by family and community

  	child abandonment

  	shunning

  	descriptions of open wounds

  	manipulation and gaslighting

  	(romantic) obsession

  	shame and guilt

  	mentions of bullying

  	anxiety attacks

  	mentions of masturbation

  	sadism/masochism

  	bondage

  	knife play and cutting

  	strangulation

  	dehumanization and humiliation

  	rape fantasies

  	anal fingering

  	oral sex (on tentacle)

  	anal penetration (by human genitalia)

  	tentacles

  	gags and collars

  	blood

  	consumption of cum and blood

  









»One morning, in cool blood, I slipped a noose about its neck and hung it to the limb of a tree; — hung it with the tears streaming from my eyes, and with the bitterest remorse at my heart; — hung it because I knew that it had loved me, and because I felt it had given me no reason of offence; — hung it because I knew that in so doing I was committing a sin«




Edgar Allan Poe, 1845 — The Black Cat



A Noose So Pretty

Teodora Farradin had two children and no husband.

Like many men too eager to prove their worth, her once-groom had given his life to the cause of holy glory and gone to war to move the borders of this holy land even farther into blasphemer territory, be it Mooncrest or Gelid Ridge or all the other places in reach of the blessing touch of the Church.

She had never seemed to miss her husband very much. If anything, she had flourished since the man had left, and even more since the few hollowed-out bones and scraps of charred meat that remained of Joseph Miller had been laid to rest in the graveyard. Three days after his funeral about five years ago, Teodora had tossed his name and reclaimed that of her family.

With how things had turned out, she was probably luckier than most unhappily married people. Although marriage had never been the right thing for her in the first place, she had done as had been expected from a young, beautiful woman, and after she had done her due in terms of unwritten societal rules, she had never bothered taking another husband.

A monastery would have been more befitting for a woman like her, who was so dedicated to education that she spent more time teaching at the local school than tending to her home. And now, with children who were old enough to prefer playing with their peers instead of holding on to their mother’s skirt, and without a man to subdue her, she had all the freedom to choose—in the framework of what the church deemed proper, of course. She never strayed too far from what was appropriate.

She was about the same age as Luther and had been just as ostracized in her younger years, albeit for different reasons.

As the daughter of an improper girl, of a whore or whatever insult devout people chose to hurl at those unmarried women not locked in chastity, her piety and honor had always been under unparalleled scrutiny.

Luther remembered the whispers, the rumors, of how the youngest member of the Farradin family had been soiled by sin while still in the womb. It was well known that Teodora had been unwanted by her mother, who had been made for freedom, not the shackles of parenthood. As these stories went, Teodora’s grandparents had been desperate for an heir, a grandchild to continue the bloodline, slowly chipping away at the declining will of their daughter.

In the end, their wish had been fulfilled.

But that Cassandra Farradin would come home one day from her travels, pregnant from a man she had only had a short-lived affair with, unmarried and unsupported by the presumed father, was probably not what they had had in mind.

She had stopped traveling barely long enough to finish weaning her child off breastfeeding before she had ventured out again, exploring the vastness of countries near and far. She hadn’t even given her daughter a name, leaving the choice in the hands of her own parents.

»You want her, you raise her,« she supposedly had said as she had pushed the crying child into her mother’s arms, and had left Soyerton never to be seen again.

And when the sinful mother was not around, the child was made to carry the burden of her damnation.

It was thus quite surprising how Teodora had attached to the church, to its teachings, which had promised her only reprobation, and to the society, which had tried to break her. Or maybe, Luther thought, it was precisely because of her past she deemed it necessary to be the most faithful, the most pious, the most compassionate, to make up for her mother’s sins.

Luther had always liked Teodora, and when they had been children she had been one of his closer friends—at least as far as his limited ability to foster friendships went.

Even so, her home was the last place he wanted to be.

»They call it hangman's offering,«, she explained when she brought the dessert from the kitchen and served it with the delighted expression most people wore when they fed someone they liked.

To honour the rare occasion of Father Nicholas accepting an invitation for dinner, she had brought out the most beautiful porcelain tableware she owned. It was usually locked away in a glass case, catching dust and time, and attracting interest and lies in equal quantities.

The story went that her husband had brought it home a few years before he had met his end as a heathen-slaying hero, but Luther remembered it sitting in the same case since he first had visited her in her family home when they had been around ten years old.

The intricately painted plate barely made a sound when she set it in front of the priest.

»Why this curious name?« Father Nicholas asked, eyeing first her, then the dish with polite curiosity.

»Because it is often asked for by those facing their end. A good meal is the last act of mercy those sentenced to death receive in Lerchen,« she answered. »And as the one wielding death, their executioner is required to offer them said mercy before meeting them at the gallows.«

It was a sugared pastry, white as bone, and filled with red fruit and fragrant spices.

The way it spilled its steaming, berry-colored blood over the pale dough when cut reminded more of a beheading than a hanging, but who was to judge the last wishes of dying people in countries so far away that they seemed unreal?

Maybe she cherished those distant customs because she had lost so much to the vastness of the world. Though why one would serve death to a priest left Luther wondering.

When Teodora sat down and reached for the silverware, she seemed quite uncomfortable in her skin, apparently unsure where to look or if to look at all, her hazel eyes wandering again
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