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  Prologue: The Confession

  
  




Lilith walks through the park, enjoying the moonlight and the fresh air, her long blonde hair blowing freely in the gentle breeze. The trees sway softly overhead, their leaves rustling in a quiet rhythm, while distant streetlights cast long, pale shadows across the ground. She sees a nun sitting alone on a nearby park bench and walks up to her, smiling.

“Hello, sister. May I sit?” Lilith asked, smiling innocently, hiding her true intentions behind a calm and friendly expression.

“Of course, my child,” the nun responded. “I’m Sister Sarah, pleased to meet you.” She stretches out her elderly hand, smiling warmly, her face lined with age and kindness.

They sit together, watching the night sky. It is a cool, clear night with stars twinkling above, the silence around them peaceful and undisturbed. A faint breeze passes through the park, gently moving the leaves and brushing against their clothing.

“You seem troubled, my child. Care to talk about it?” Sister Sarah asked, her tone gentle and concerned, hoping to help her.

“Oh, well, you know I’m going to see my husband soon, and we have not seen each other in a long time,” replied Lilith, her gaze drifting upward as if recalling something distant, her voice soft and measured.

“Are you worried he might not like you as much? Because I’m sure he loves you, a beautiful woman like yourself,” Sister Sarah commented, trying to make her feel better. Her words carried genuine compassion, unaware of the weight behind Lilith’s presence.

“Well, I was running the place while he’s gone, and I’m hoping he will approve of how I have ran it,” admitted Lilith, her tone remaining composed, though something darker lingered beneath her words.

“Perhaps you can get him a present to show you’ve been thinking of him,” suggested Sister Sarah, smiling faintly as she offered the idea.

“That’s a good idea. I think he would appreciate your head on a spike,” said Lilith, with a sinister grin. Her tone did not rise or change—it remained calm, almost conversational, as if she had simply made an ordinary remark.

“Excuse me, what did you say?” asked the nun, turning around, shocked at the twisted turn this conversation took. Her expression shifted instantly from warmth to fear, her eyes widening as she processed the words.

Lilith smiles, and her eyes flash a beautiful yet horrifying orange, the glow faint but unmistakable in the dim light of the park.

The nun stands up, panicking, her movements quick and unsteady.

“I know who you are. You can’t be here,” stuttered Sister Sarah, her voice trembling as realization set in.

She pulls out her cross from around her neck, gripping it tightly as though it were her only source of protection.

“Stay back! I’m warning you!” she shouts. Her hand shaking violently, she steps backwards, stumbling slightly before grabbing the back of the park bench for support. Her breathing becomes uneven, fear overtaking her composure.

Lilith slowly stands up, smiling. Her movements are deliberate, controlled, and unhurried, as if she already knew the outcome of this moment.

“Awe, sweetie, that might work with the puny, weak, pathetic demons—but not with me,” claimed Lilith.

Lilith moves swiftly towards Sister Sarah, her sudden motion breaking the stillness of the night. The nun lets out a blood-curdling scream, her voice echoing through the quiet park as the confrontation reaches its terrifying peak.








  
  
  A Demon Of Routine

  
  




In the city of Nox Haven, the sun shines through the upstairs window of the pub, Neon Haven. The two storey old building is the beloved home of Cordelia Valentine. Upstairs in the main bedroom Bronwen is sleeping deeply. The early light spills across the room in soft bands, catching on the edges of furniture and warming the space with a quiet, steady glow. Outside, the distant sounds of the waking city begin to stir—faint footsteps on the street below, the occasional sound of passsing cars, and the low hum of life resuming its rhythm.In her dream, she is screaming trapped inside a cold hellish prison cell. The dark space is stinking, fresh blood sprayed the walls, and the screams of damned souls are echoing through the walls. The air feels thick and unbreathable, pressing in on her from every side, carrying the metallic tang of blood and something far worse—something rotten and wrong. Each echoing scream seems to overlap, never fully fading, as though the very walls are alive with suffering.

In front of her stands the thing that has caused her nothing but pain, terror and torment. Axel is skinny, with short hair, a gravelly voice and pure evil emanating from every pore in his body. His presence alone warps the atmosphere, as if the darkness itself bends around him. Smiling, he slowly slices into her flesh with his small demonic sharp blade. The motion is deliberate, controlled, and cruel—each movement dragged out not for necessity, but for enjoyment. The hatred and fear she feels is buried deep inside. She does not want to give him the satisfaction of knowing how much he is affecting her. Her jaw tightens, her breathing shallow, forcing herself to endure in silence, refusing to break in front of him. She manages to hold the pain inside.

“You know, Bronwen… maybe we should change it up.” He turns and looks toward Cordelia.

The words land like a sudden weight. Fear grips Bronwen so tightly she can’t speak, her body locked in place as her mind struggles to react. Cordelia’s presence shifts the entire room in an instant, the horror of the moment sharpening into something even more unbearable.

Axel slowly and precisely began cutting into Cordelia’s veins, causing the blood to gush out. The act is methodical, almost clinical, as if he is testing something rather than inflicting pain. Cordelia is chained to the wall to the right of Bronwen, which means she can hear the sound of her skin being carved. The metallic tearing, the subtle resistance of flesh—it all reaches Bronwen’s ears with horrifying clarity. The screams from Cordelia sound like they belong to a wounded animal, raw and piercing, the sound imprinted onto Bronwen’s soul. It burrows deep, refusing to leave.

“See? She’s complete now.” Axel stands back to admire his handiwork. His sinister grin stretched over his gruesome face, his eyes reflecting a twisted satisfaction at what he has created.

Cordelia stands and moves forward—but not as herself. She had become a grotesque, mutated version of who she once was, twisted into something demonic. Her movements are unnatural, joints moving with a stiffness that doesn’t belong to a living person. She took Axel’s blade… and stabbed Bronwen in the heart.


Bronwen jolts awake, heart racing, sweat on her skin and traumatised from her nightmare. Her body reacts before her mind fully catches up, a sharp intake of breath escaping her as her chest rises and falls rapidly. She lies still for a moment, breathing heavily, reminding herself it was just a dream. The room around her slowly comes back into focus—the familiar walls, the quiet morning light, the absence of screams. She repeats the comforting phrase over and over in her head, it is just a dream, it is just a dream. Each repetition steadies her breathing a little more, grounding her in reality as the drumming in her chest subsides. As her breathing starts to return to normal she slowly moves her head.

Looking up she sees Cordelia, still sleeping peacefully, her arms wrapped securely around her. Her expression is calm, untroubled, completely unlike the horror Bronwen had just witnessed. Gently, she brushes Cordelia’s long red hair from her face, admiring her beauty. The strands fall softly between her fingers, warm and real, a stark contrast to the nightmare she just endured. For the first time that morning she smiles, and thanks the stars that she found such a perfect understanding woman. Cordelia stirs and opens her eyes, seeing Bronwen smiling up at her.

“Hey, Cordelia,” Bronwen said, smiling.

“Hey yourself,” Cordelia replied with a soft sleepy smile, her voice still carrying the remnants of rest.

“Did you sleep any better?” Cordelia asked already suspecting the answer.

“Honestly… not really,” Bronwen admitted looking down to try and hide the fear that remains in her eyes. Her fingers lightly grip the blanket beneath them, grounding herself in the present.

“Nightmares again?” Cordelia asked, her voice full of love as she brushed Bronwen’s dark hair, her touch gentle and reassuring.

“Yeah. But it helps having you here,” Bronwen said, cuddling closer. The closeness brings a sense of safety that the nightmare tried to take away, her breathing settling further as she leans into Cordelia’s presence.

“It’ll get better. You know that,” Cordelia murmured.

“I know… It’s been a year since Axel died, and he still haunts me.”

Bronwen sits up, and Cordelia’s hands wrap around her as she kisses her neck softly, a quiet gesture meant to reassure rather than distract. The warmth of the moment contrasts the lingering chill of Bronwen’s dream.

“We should get up; we have to open the pub,” Bronwen stated.

“Yeah, I know. You get dressed first—I want to admire the view for a while,” Cordelia said, smirking. Her tone lightens the mood, easing the tension left behind by the nightmare.

Cordelia began getting dressed, the familiar routine returning as she moves around the room. As she does, she reminisces over how much her life had changed and how happy she feels having Bronwen by her side. The thought lingers as she glances briefly toward Bronwen, a quiet certainty forming in her mind. She knew she needed to talk to Bronwen tonight and tell her what she had known for months, something she had been holding back, waiting for the right moment.

Bronwen headed downstairs straight in the bar. The transition from upstairs calm to the practical, grounded space below is immediate. She begins setting the chairs up before moving to unlocking the heavy-duty double doors. The metal latch clicks firmly into place as she turns the key, the sound echoing slightly in the quiet interior. Bronwen is wiping down tables when Cordelia walked in, now wearing a white shirt and black pants, her presence bringing a sense of order to the space.

“Hey, we’re ready and open,” Bronwen said cheerfully.

Cordelia passed an old phone to her. “You left this upstairs,” she said.

“Right, sorry… still don’t get why I can’t get a fancier phone like yours,” Bronwen asked.

“You mean a smartphone?” replied Cordelia.

“Sure,” said Bronwen.

“Call me on the phone right now,” she said.

“Fine.” Bronwen said confidently putting the phone to her ear without hitting any buttons.

“Operator, connect me to Cordelia Valentine,” Bronwen demanded.

“Bronwen… that’s not it,” Cordelia said, laughing.

Cordelia
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