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Marianne Jason just looked in utter horror at Sean as he laid on the dirty single bed in front of her. The white bedsheets were yellow with pus, sweat and other signs of disease that oozed from every pore. She wiped his sweaty forehead with a damp cloth but it was useless.

Sean shook uncontrollably. His handsome face was covered in grease, sweat and more pus than she wanted to admit. She couldn’t understand what had gone so, so wrong with her treatment.

Sean tried to reach for her hand with his pox-ridden hands and arms, but his bright sapphire eyes were closed shut with various infections. Marianne wanted to reach out, touch him and tell him that everything was going to be okay, but she didn’t want to lie to him.

He was such a kind, helpful and brilliant young man. When he had first come to her he was wearing a dirty business suit, his long blond curls framed his handsome face perfectly and his eyes were so kind. He looked so much better than her dirty black dress and cuts and grazes that covered her arms and legs.

She didn’t want him to die tonight, or any day. 

The small single bedroom smelt awful with strong, choking hints of sweat, urine and rotting flesh. She had tried to stop the spread of the infection as best she could, but it was useless. Most of Sean’s lean legs were rotten, his blood was thick and black and his entire body was dying before her eyes.

She had gotten rid of all the fluffy blue carpet last week after black mould had started to grow on it. The sheer amount of sweat, pus, and other signs of disease made it the perfect breeding ground for harmful pathogens that only wanted to kill all life.

The dirty white walls were covered in black fluffy mould that seemed to have tendrils that swirled, twirled and whirled around each other. They were constantly stretching out and wanting to grab onto another victim.

She hated living in Hell’s Place at times. The strange former council estate where people died, went missing and other weird and twisted things happened every day without a second thought.

She didn’t doubt sooner or later she would have to move again. Another move, another house and another secret base of operations where she could do her demonic research.

She had to find a cure and a way to kill demons forever. It was the only way to keep people safe, but Sean was a distraction as much as she loved him as a patient.

Marianne dipped the wet cloth in a metal bucket full of ice-cold water. It was the best she could come up with to help slow the fever, even though it was next to useless. All the plants, all the human medicine and all the various supernatural elements she had tried on Sean weren’t working.

Or if they worked at all, it was only for the briefest of moments.

Marianne brushed the wet cloth on his pox-ridden arms and hands again just hoping the cleaning of his wounds would actually do something, but she knew it wouldn’t. She didn’t have time for this. She had grander projects to work on, she had lives to save and she had to defeat Edward Hales.

Edward Hales, the twisted, evil monster who was a lord from the 1800s who owned the land that Hell’s Place was built on. Edward had formed a demonic pact so he could gain eternal life as long as he kept killing innocent people, and Edward had made her into a demon to cure her illness.

Marianne gripped the wet cloth so tight her knuckles turned white. Water gushed out of the cloth. She hated the damn memory. She had slaughtered her entire family because of Edward’s control over her.

Even though she had badly injured him, escaped his control and wanted to get revenge, she still couldn’t get over the screams of her family as she slaughtered them.

The very people she was meant to protect as a wife and mother were dead because of her, and Edward.

That’s why Edward Hales had to die.

“I’m going to die, aren’t I?” Sean said. 

Marianne frowned and looked down at the small black medical bag she had. There were so many herbs, medicines and different compounds she had collected over the years, but she had already tried all of them. 

She had already rubbed aloe Vera into the wounds to heal his skin, soothe the pox-like burns and support his digestive health so Sean could actually eat something for a change. It hadn’t worked.

When Sean had complained of muscle problems and joint pain, she had made him eat ginger and basil because they were rich in anti-oxidants, anti-inflammatory and antimicrobial properties. Again, nothing had worked. 

She had even tried milk thistle to keep his liver functioning and to detox his entire body, but it was pointless. His disease adapted itself against the medicine in short order. 

“Maybe,” Marianne said. “I’m sorry Sean. I love you. You were a brilliant friend,”

It was only now Marianne realised that she was speaking the truth. Sean had only been with her for a few weeks but he was fascinating, he had studied biology at Kent University and he really wanted to help people. Marianne smiled at all the wonderful late-night conversations. It was like she had found a lost part of herself in Sean.

Someone just as passionate about biology, defeating Edward Hales and making the world a better place. It was even better that Edward had also killed Sean’s boyfriend and parents and extended family so he was just as motivated, determined and relentless in ending Edward as she was. 

Sean coughed up blood, he hissed in pain and Marianne searched through her medical bag again. There was nothing else she could try and even Sean’s blood work wasn’t giving her much to work with.

She might not have been a biologist by trade but becoming a demon, wanting to kill Edward and wanting to save lives certainly helped her learn.

Maybe that’s what she needed to give Sean.

A chance to become a demon.

The foul hints of rotting flesh, pus, and disease assaulted her senses that the toxic air was immensely heavy. Each breath was harder than the last one and Marianne bit her lower lip.

She knew how to make demons. She wouldn’t have been a very good biologist if she didn’t know the biological mechanism of becoming a demon. All she needed to do was infect Sean with some of her blood and then the demon physiological processes would rip through Sean, banish all disease from his body and he wouldn’t be human anymore.

Instead he would be an immortal demon. A creature that wouldn’t age, wouldn’t die and wouldn’t experience disease ever again.

Yet she couldn’t do that to him. She hated being a demon. She hated the bloodlust, the suffering and the drive to kill innocent people that even now she had to battle every single day just to survive. She wasn’t sure if she wanted Sean to go through that agony.

“You did your best,” Sean said trying to open his eyes but failing. “You were amazing, and you
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