Love Beyond Death [working title]


‘You are loved more than any metaphor can ever try to express. Raphael, My love, my husband-’ the words were difficult to speak – not because I was having any regrets at this moment in my life, but because the man I had chosen to bind my soul to for all eternity was a man of the church and what we were doing wasn’t strictly biblical…but he had agreed to this service with me all the same. He accepted my different ways of life and religion and promised me it was still, as he called it, ‘God’s Plan’. He was also so goddamned stunning. Piercing grey eyes that were honed on mine with enough intensity to stun the most dangerous of predators, his hair which he had currently dyed pink and styled to look a little windswept, the perfectly-tailored yet unassuming suit with his blazer opened just enough that I could see the tight corset peaking above the last fastened button. Damn. We’ve been together for over ten years and yet he can still knock the wind out of me.

Raphael smiled softly and squeezed my fingers lightly. Right. We’re getting married. And getting to best part too.

‘-I choose you to be my husband. I am proud to be your wife and to join my life with yours. I vow to support you, inspire you, and love you always. For as long as we both shall live, I will be by your side—for better or worse, in sickness and health, for richer or poorer. You are my one and only today and every day.’ I held my ring for him in my hand. I had spent the last few years searching the world for a ring worthy of Raphael. The band was created from an incredibly dark meteorite with pyrite inclusions and shimmered like the night sky, cool to the touch and with a comforting weight. A ring created from a star. It was perfect for the man I had chosen to be mine. ‘With this ring, I promise you that you'll never have to face the world alone.’ 

As I continued to gaze into Raphael’s eyes with my vows spoken, I let myself slip into a mild trance where only Raphael and our minister existed. I focused on my existence beyond corporeal form and opened my energy to Raphael and begun to feel for his aura, for the comforting golden ambience of his being that I could feel no matter how far apart we might be in the physical world. 

‘Our love for each other is heaven-sent. My life is forever entangled with yours from this day on. My dreams are your dreams,’ Raphael held my right hand tightly in his; the only anchor I had to the physical world right now. ‘I love you, and I know that this love is from God. Through all of the uncertainties and trials of the present and future, I promise to be faithful to you and love you. I promise to guide and protect you as God does his church, as long as we both shall live. I vow to be here with you and for you, forever and always. With this ring, I promise you that you'll never have to face the world alone.’

I felt a ring of similar coolness and weight to the one I had given Raphael. Trust him to also have chosen a meteorite ring too. As he finished his vows, I felt the full surge of his energetic being tangle with mine as he joined me in trance. Raphael and I brought our hands together, fingers still twined together, and the minister begun slowly wrapping a length of red ribbon around ours wrists.

I tried not to think of our friends and family sat in the pews of the winter gardens or what they would be thinking by now. Raphael gave my fingers another squeeze. He was right. It didn’t matter what they thought. 

‘Speak these words in unison after me,’ the minister said as he finished binding our hands together with the ribbon.
I took a deep breath to clear my mind and felt Raphael do the same. We had practised this ceremony copious times and memorized the words to the point that we would likely remember them for the next lifetime too. I was grateful to be on sanctified ground for this final part. Battling demons wasn’t high on my list for post marital activities.


 ‘Separate now but soon shall link,
Your mind and mine shall finally synch,’

 ‘Separate now but soon shall link,
Your mind and mine shall finally synch,
I was close enough to Raphael to feel the warmth of his physical body as I let down my mental guard to let him in, as he was doing for me. We had done telepathy spells together for much of our relationship – they were far better than long distance phone calls or trying to have deep emotional conversations while half a world away from each other with work. I felt like I was home when our minds were combined. His presence inside of me was like pink noise and I always got my best work done too.


‘Allow me to travel with you,
As I allow you to travel with me,
Allow your shields to lower,
As I allow mine to lower for you,’

‘Allow me to travel with you,
As I allow you to travel with me,
Allow your shields to lower,
As I allow mine to lower for you,’
The golden glow of Raphael’s aura reformed into threads that begun to weave around me, then through me, as my own aura of white did the same with him.


‘Two souls, one mind moving closer, 
Let us not be two, but one never to part,
We are two souls destined to act as one,’

‘Two souls, one mind moving closer, 
Let us not be two, but one never to part,
We are two souls destined to act as one,’

Our energetic fields knitted together as our auras blended into one anima shared between our two bodies.


‘I am yours,
And you are mine.’

‘I am yours,
And you are mine.’
My heart was racing, pumped by the magnitude of euphoria and bliss rushing through my veins as I begun to recentre myself back into my corporeal form. I could feel Raphael like never before. His breath was my breath. I could feel the constriction of his corset as though I was wearing one…Raphael’s eyes were brighter then ever – I didn’t need telepathy to know he felt the exact same thing, or the enticing thoughts we were both trying to subdue about how our wedding night would be with this much interconnection.

‘I now pronounce you woman and husband,’ the minister said finally. ‘you may now kiss.’

Somehow, Raphael and I managed a restrained and simple, polite kiss that wouldn’t traumatise our loved ones and the ordained minister who had agreed to our hybridised wedding of sanctity and magic.

The minister unfastened the red ribbon before turning back to the alter, bowing, then stepping up to it properly. The fire that had been burning in a cast iron bowl since the start of our ceremony was still burning healthily. The minister added a handful of frankincense resin and placed the ribbon into the flames reverently, stepping back and taking another bow to the flames that now burnt a wonderful blue.

Even Raphael and I were pleasantly stunned by the minsters scientific flourish to our special ritual as the congregation gasped, the reverential silence ended by the enchanting blue flames symbolizing the divine acceptance of our soul-binding and earthly marriage. Raphael and I turned to face our loved ones again to walk down the aisle.





