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  Prologue: The Ancient War

  
  




In the beginning, Lucifer decided to use human souls that didn’t follow God’s way and corrupt them. He would torture them physically and mentally until everything human was stripped away.

The first human to go through this was Lilith, a killer who took great joy in murdering nuns and priests by skinning them alive. Lucifer was proud of what he had made: a corrupted version of humanity. He would call them demons.

He planned to make his demon army attack God; many angels would fall along with most demons. But in the end they would fail. The devil would be cast down to Hell, trapped in a cage with no escape unless someone can break 66 rituals.

Not all demons, however, acted out of cruelty. Some were driven by a misunderstanding of justice. This adventure is about one such person—a woman called Bronwen Vigilans: a demon with her own sense of justice.
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  Chapter 1 The Crime

  
  




Blackspire Detention Institution, also known as the Spire, was a state-of-the-art building. A high, dark-plated tower watched over the criminals it housed. Around the building lay a barren landscape. Vertical windows, barred with iron and set so high, denied any view of the horizon. Throughout the prison, the wings were connected by covered walkways.

A double perimeter of razor-topped fencing and floodlit watch platforms hemmed them in. The guards abused the prisoners. They didn’t care how they felt. They knew the crimes they had committed and took their anger out on them.

At Blackspire Detention Institution, where the worst criminals were held, Bronwen sat in her cell. Bloodstains covered the floor. They were evidence of past criminals being beaten by guards. The year was 1925. Bronwen had dark, messy, yet beautiful hair cascading down her face onto her pale white shoulders. She was getting ready to face her punishment.

Who was this Bronwen? Growing up she was always different to most girls she stood up for herself never wanted a man’s money and actively did everything she could to climb up the ladder at her work.

She worked as a prison guard; she had to work her ass off to be taken seriously and used her beautiful appearance to manipulate the men to get ahead.

She made sure nothing stopped her from achieving her goal. She wanted to guard these prisoners. The more she met them, the more hatred she felt. All of them. The scum and worst of humanity: rapists, killers, thieves, and pedophiles. After years of working there, she had had enough.

She silently began poisoning the food she served. When they died, many guards didn’t care to investigate. Only when a new warden arrived did the deaths get examined. By that time, she had already killed 200 prisoners.

The prisoner who broke her was a terrorist called Miles Moretti. He caused a bomb to go off in a shopping center in support of the Pink War. Every day she saw him, he would make vile comments and threaten her family. Her hatred grew until the day he grabbed her and attempted to rape her. That was his last mistake. That was the moment she went rogue.

The trial came, and everything was revealed. She had been using white arsenic. It was a deadly, tasteless poison. None of the prisoners stood a chance. She knew of a reservoir. She would collect the poison when it was pure in the water and soil.

“She was found guilty quickly.” She admitted it loud and proud. Her only regret was being caught. Some jury members understood why she committed such acts, but she was clearly guilty. Her punishment for killing 200 prisoners and showing no remorse was death by electrocution.

All her life, Bronwen had been told that doing the right thing would earn rewards, angels, and God’s favor. But how could she believe that? All those prisoners had made other victims. Where were the angels and gods for them? Didn’t they deserve help and protection?

Now she walked to the execution room, ready to face her fate. Her fellow guards watched as they placed her in the chair. One said, “This is what happens when women work — they get emotional.” Others nodded in agreement while one is asleep in the corner not caring what’s happening.

They read her name and her rights. The whole time, Bronwen kept her head held high feeling the disappointment in the room. She showed no remorse. She felt proud of her actions.

They asked if she had any last words. It was her time to speak. With a determined, bold voice, she said:

“I have no regrets killing the worthless scum of humanity. My only regret is that I couldn’t kill more of them.”

There was silence in the room as they strapped her in place and put the device on her head. She felt the cold metal against her dark hair. She heard the executioner say he hoped God forgave her. Then he pulled the lever.

Two thousand volts ran through her. Her scream echoed through the prison for thirty seconds before everything went black. She thought her suffering was over and heaven awaited her. But, unfortunately for Bronwen Vigilans, her suffering had just begun.
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  Chapter 2 Damnation

  
  




Bronwen was sent to Hell in her afterlife, as murder of any kind is a sin. The fact that her victims were criminals made no difference in God’s eyes. She was tortured in many different ways: skinned alive, burned, sliced open, gutted. No matter what they did to her, she would never die. She always woke up the next day, magically healed.

That was because, in Hell’s prison, no one could die. They also wouldn’t let her sleep, ensuring she lived through every second of her suffering.

Over time, Bronwen started to notice something while being tortured. Her fingers would sometimes spark with small flames, but they would disappear without doing any harm — to herself or her jailer.

She spent one hundred years being tortured by one specific demon: Axel, also known as the King of Torture.

Axel walked into the cell with a smug look. He was skinny, with short hair and a gravelly voice..

“Hello, my darling Bronwen. How is my favorite toy today?” he asked. Bronwen looked at him with hatred in her eyes.

“Fuck you! When I get out of here, I’m going to kill you!”

Axel just smirked, clearly amused with himself.

“Unfortunately, Bronwen, this will be the last day I personally torture you. I’m getting a new assignment, which means someone else will get the joy of carving you to bits. Not that it matters. You’ve started getting your demon powers, and you have your anger. Now you just need to lose that sense of justice of yours.”

He pulled out his favourite knife.

“Let’s begin our fun, shall we?”


With each cut, Bronwen screams and feels the burn of the metal against her skin. Each cut makes her feel hotter and hotter. The burning sensation is too much. She yells an agonizing scream, and when she does, flames shoot out of her body and send Axel flying out of the cell. Noticing the flames have melted her chains, she runs out the door, hearing Axel laugh as she runs to find an exit.

As Bronwen runs through the corridors, she wonders how she did that. Before this, her fire powers were just little sparks between her fingers. To release power like that… she must have more strength than she realized. She finally finds an exit. She runs, not knowing where it will lead her.

When she gets out, she sees run-down buildings with blood all over them the smell of rotting and burnt flesh filled the air, and creatures straight out of nightmares. Then suddenly, Bronwen hears a voice.

“Hi, little one. I do love new demons—especially the pretty ones.”

Bronwen turns around to see a beautiful blonde woman with straight hair and a white dress.

“I’m Lilith, but everyone calls me Lilly now,” she says with a seductive smile.

“Hi, I’m Bronwen,” she replies, unsure if she should trust her.

“Well, my sweet little Bronwen, let me tell you how this works. I’m the queen here. What I say goes. And every demon gets some sort of power—it all depends on what they did in life. The most common is fire. After all, a lot of people play with fire. Now they control it. Me, personally? I manipulated my victims before I skinned them alive. Now I can manipulate objects—like so.” With a wave of her hand, she throws a random demon into the air, and he simply says, “Thank you, my queen.” The demon’s body flew into a building, his joints twisted and mangled. Bronwen was shocked at how little effort it took Lilly to show such raw power.

Now your out of hell’s dungeons you can die again the devil made it while he made demons in the prison the souls wouldn’t be able to die it was a special ritual made by the dark lord Lilith explained.

“Look, Lilly,” Bronwen says, acting confident but deep down terrified of her raw power. “I have no interest in disrupting what you do here. I just want to get back to Earth.”

“Well, I suppose experience is the best way a gorgeous demon like you can let your powers grow. Seek out the demon Charon. He helps demons get out of Hell simply because he enjoys the trip,” Lilly said calmly as she walked around Bronwen, letting her hand trail across her shoulder.

A demon walks up to Lilly and bows down on one knee. “My queen, our messenger has come and is ready for your meeting about your—”

“Shut it,” Lilly says, interrupting him switching to a much more serious tone and her eyes flare with fire in them.

“Well, Bronwen, I’ve got to go. Important things to do. Remember, if you get in my way, I’ll skin that pretty body of yours,” she says in a sweet voice.

So Bronwen now knew that to escape, she had to find a demon named Charon—out of billions of souls who were all sent to Hell for reasons she didn’t know. As she wandered the hellish landscape, the buildings she saw were strip clubs, pubs, and fight rings.

She eventually ended up at a beach where the water was lava and the sand was the ashes of burned victims.

But at the edge of the lava sea, there was a green glow. Bronwen felt hopeful that this was the way out—but how could she get across?

A few miles down the shore, she saw a boat floating on the lava, with a hooded figure standing inside it. She approached him carefully.

“Hey… are you Charon?”

The hooded figure turned to face her, revealing that half of his face had been eaten by piranhas.

“Yes, I am. I assume you want to get back to Earth. That’s the only reason people seek me out. But I hope you don’t think you’re getting across for free.”

Bronwen was surprised. “But Lilly
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