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Chapter One: The Dream and the Blade

Flora wakes before the scream leaves her throat.

It lives somewhere behind her teeth, caught there like a secret she refuses to tell. Her room is dim, the early morning light barely touching the corners, but the image is still there—burned into her mind.

Ben.

Not just Ben, but Ben glowing.

Not in any soft or holy way. This was wrong. Violent. Light forced into him from the inside, like something alive was trying to claw its way out. His veins shimmered. His ribs stretched against his skin. His mouth opened in a silent cry as something unseen dragged him backward into darkness.

Flora sits up, breath uneven.

It wasn’t just a dream.

It never is.

She presses her palms into her eyes until she sees stars, trying to shake the feeling that this—whatever this is—has already begun. She doesn’t even question how she knows things about him. That he’s gay. That he’s hiding. That she might be, too.

The knowing is just... there.

And now so is the fear.

Because later today, she will see him at school.

Alive.

For now.



A hundred years earlier—or maybe just yesterday, depending on how memory chooses to behave—Caleb dies.

Again.

It always begins the same way.

The alley is too narrow. The air too cold. The silence too deliberate.

She is not alone.

Her lover’s hand is in hers—warm, grounding, real. There’s laughter, or maybe there was laughter, something light just before the world split open. Caleb never remembers that part clearly. Only what comes next.

The blade.

It enters her stomach like a truth she should have seen coming. Clean. Precise. Final.

She doesn’t fall right away.

She turns instead.

Because her lover—

Her lover is already dying.

A second blade. A different angle. Driven through her back while Caleb reaches for her, tries to pull her away, tries to be faster than fate.

She isn’t.

They collapse together.

That’s the part that never changes—the weight of her lover in her arms, the heat leaving her body, the unbearable realization that protection came too late.

Every time, Caleb makes the same vow.

Never again.

Never weak. Never unprepared. Never the one reaching instead of striking.

It’s a promise she keeps so well it turns her into something else entirely.

Something sharper.

Something monstrous.



Caleb grips the steering wheel tighter as the memory dissolves.

The road stretches ahead—long, winding, familiar. The Grapevine curves through dry hills and distant mountains, the sky wide and indifferent above her. The world is quiet in a way that almost feels peaceful.

Almost.

She exhales slowly. Once. Twice.

Then again.

Three breaths, because stopping at two feels wrong.

Her fingers tap against the wheel. Then tap again. Then again, until it feels even.

Control is everything.

Or at least, it’s supposed to be.

She glances at the notebook in the passenger seat. It’s filled with plans—exorcisms mapped out in careful detail, symbols sketched and re-sketched, notes rewritten until the ink nearly tears through the page.

None of them have worked.

Not really.

The last one had been... messy.

Too much blood. Too much guessing. Not enough certainty.

She tightens her jaw.

There’s a possibility she hasn’t said out loud yet. Not fully.

That the reason her exorcisms fail...

...is her.

Because she isn’t just the one performing them.

She’s also the thing they’re meant to destroy.

The demon inside her doesn’t sleep. It pulses, subtle and patient, threading power through her veins when it wants to, withdrawing when it doesn’t. Sometimes it helps. Sometimes it ruins everything.

She doesn’t have anyone to ask about it.

Humans wouldn’t understand.

Demons wouldn’t help.

So she experiments.

Carefully.

Endlessly.

Pointlessly.

She tells herself she’s trying to cure others.

But the truth is quieter.

More dangerous.

She wants to know if she can be cured too.

And if she is—

What happens then?

Does she become human?

Or does she simply... collapse?

Her body is older than it should be. Held together by something unnatural. If that something disappears...

She imagines it for a moment—bones thinning, skin tightening, time catching up all at once until there’s nothing left but dust.

Her grip loosens slightly on the wheel.

Death has always been her enemy.

But now...

It might also be an answer.



The notebook calls to her again.

Not just the exorcisms.

The other pages.

The ones she doesn’t talk about.

Poems.

Fragments of them, really.

Half-lines. Images. Ideas that never quite become anything whole.

She used to be better at it.

Or at least, she remembers herself that way.

Now, every time she tries to write, something stops her. Not physically. Not even consciously.

Just a quiet, suffocating pressure.

What if it’s bad?

What if it means nothing?

What if you choose the wrong idea?

So she plans instead.

Outlines poems.

Rewrites beginnings.

Studies structures.

Searches for the right way to do it.

And produces nothing.

Her fingers twitch.

She taps the steering wheel again.

Once.

Twice.

Three times.

Even.

Controlled.

Safe.

Except she isn’t.

Because beneath all of it—the planning, the organizing, the endless refining—there’s a truth she refuses to face.

She is afraid to try.

Because trying means risking failure.

And failure means proving every doubt she’s carried for the last century right.



The road stretches on.

Caleb drives.

Flora walks into a day she doesn’t understand.

And somewhere between them—

Something is coming.

Something that glows from the inside out.

Something that remembers the feeling of a blade.

Something that will not wait for them to be ready.

––––––––
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Chapter Two: One Person

There might be a thousand people who hate it.

Caleb lets that thought settle as she drives, the hum of the road threading through her bones. The hills roll past in dry gold waves, the California sun flattening everything into something almost unreal.

A thousand.

A hundred thousand.

She exhales.

But there might be one who doesn’t.

One person who reads the words, hears the rhythm, feels the intention—and likes it. Needs it. Holds onto it like it matters.

Her grip loosens slightly on the wheel.

If that happens—if even one person connects—then the work wasn’t wasted.

Then she did her job.

As an artist.

As something trying, at the very least, to be human.

A bitter smile touches her lips.

Sometimes, that one person might just be her.

And maybe that has to be enough.



But the doubt doesn’t leave.

It never does.

It just shifts.

What if she’s doing it wrong?

Not just the poetry.

Everything.

The exorcisms. The rituals. The endless search for the right combination of symbols, spells, borrowed knowledge from charmers and potion-makers who would never willingly teach her.

What if all her plans are flawed from the start?

What if she spends centuries thinking about what she could have made—

—and never actually makes anything?

The guilt creeps in slowly, like something patient and practiced.

It sits in her chest.

Heavy.

Familiar.

She swallows against it.

“Quantity over quality,” she murmurs to herself, voice rough from disuse.

It sounds like advice she’s heard before. Something meant to free her.

Instead, it feels like something she has to fight to believe.



She has tried smaller things.

Small rituals.

Contained spells.

Controlled experiments.

And those... those work.

Not perfectly. Not cleanly. But enough to prove something undeniable:

She has power.

Real power.

It lives in her like a second pulse, quiet until it isn’t. Waiting. Watching. Ready to be used.

And that’s the problem.

Because if she lets herself build something bigger—

If she stops hesitating—

If she actually commits—

Then there will be no excuse left if she fails.

Or worse...

If she succeeds.

Her jaw tightens.

She used to be good at things.

Effortlessly good.

And when she failed—when she didn’t win, didn’t meet expectations, didn’t become what others thought she should be—it didn’t just disappoint them.

It hollowed her out.

Turned their disappointment into something sharper.

Something personal.

You’re not enough.

The words echo even now.

A century later.

Still alive.

Still cutting.



She is a human who holds a demon.

Or maybe it’s the other way around.

She hasn’t decided yet.



The road bends, and she follows it.

She’s left another job behind—something quiet, something temporary, something that almost felt normal. She doesn’t stay anywhere long. Can’t.

California keeps her tethered, though.

The hills.

The coast.

The invisible boundary of a life she once had.

Her family had been here.

Once.

She doesn’t let herself think about that for too long.

Some places are off-limits now anyway. Not by law. Not exactly.

But by something older.

Something that recognizes what she is.



Money is a problem.

It always is.

She does work where she can—editing, writing, small technical jobs that don’t ask too many questions. Things she can do remotely. Things that don’t require a past she can prove.

Still, the bills follow.

A credit card tied to a name that barely belongs to her anymore.

Debt that refuses to die, even when she has.

She could disappear.

Start over completely.

But something about that feels worse than the burden.

So she pays what she can.

Feels guilty when it isn’t enough.

And wonders, not for the first time, how a demon ends up worrying about rent.



The rest stop appears like a mirage.

She pulls in without thinking.

The air is still. Too still.

And then she feels it.

That shift.

That subtle wrongness beneath the surface of things.

She steps out of the car slowly, scanning.

There.

A flicker in someone’s eyes.

A shadow where there shouldn’t be one.

She sees it easily—the fractures in people, the cracks in their souls. The places where something else has taken root.

An inside view of the invisible.

A curse.

A gift.

She doesn’t move toward it.

Not yet.

Because hunger rises with it.

And hunger makes everything more dangerous.



Back in the car, she opens her laptop.

Sleek. Familiar. One of the few things in her life that feels consistent.

Her phone buzzes.

A message.

No name attached—just a thread that never quite ends.

I need you.

She stares at it.

Then types:

Where?

A pause.

Then an address appears.

No explanation.

No follow-up.

She waits.

Nothing.

“Typical,” she mutters.

Still, something in her chest tightens.

She doesn’t ignore it.

She never does.



Her notes sit open on the screen.

Fragments of a life she’s trying to understand.

She records things obsessively—daily events, thoughts, moments that feel like they might matter later.

Not for anyone else.

Not necessarily.

But because she might not get the chance to remember.

Because something could end her at any moment—a hunter, a spell gone wrong, her own power turning inward.

This is how she leaves proof.

That she existed.

That she was.



She had a family once.

A real one.

A mother.

A father.

A sister.

An uncle who laughed too loud. Cousins who crowded around tables during holidays.

A future.

Marriage. Children. A life that ended naturally, predictably, surrounded by people who loved her.

That life was taken.

Cleanly.

Brutally.

Without goodbye.

The grief hasn’t faded.

It hasn’t softened.

It lives in her chest like an open wound, as fresh now as it was the day she died.

She grips the edge of the laptop, knuckles whitening.

“I didn’t get to finish,” she whispers.

And the silence answers back.



There is one constant.

A small one.

A cat waits for her at home.

Old.

Persistent.

A creature she chose to keep because it felt easier than people.

Safer.

She adopts them when she can—cats with sharp personalities, stubborn spirits. She names them accordingly.

She tells herself she’s helping them.

Giving them a better life than they would have had otherwise.

It’s easier to believe that than to admit she just doesn’t want to be alone.



Her phone buzzes again.

Another message.

Short.

Urgent.

Different.

Ben is missing.

Everything in her stills.

Ben.

Her bloodline stretches strangely across time, but she knows the connection instantly.

Distant.

Fragile.

Real.

She’s already moving before she thinks.

The car starts.

The road opens.

Los Angeles waits ahead.



She doesn’t know yet that she isn’t the only one searching.

That somewhere in the city, a girl named Flora is already piecing together visions she doesn’t understand.

That Ben isn’t just missing.

He’s been taken somewhere deep.

Somewhere dark.

Somewhere that should be impossible for him to reach.



Caleb presses down on the gas.

The hills blur past.

And for the first time in a long while—

She isn’t thinking about perfection.

She’s not planning.

Not hesitating.

Not waiting to be ready.

She’s just moving.

Toward something she can’t control.

Toward something that will force her to become more—

Or finally break.

––––––––
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And the fact that he ends up in the club have a whole bunch of like, demons and dark creatures. I mean, she's going to feel like something happened, something went wrong, is it does it relate it to her because she has made sure over generations that her family doesn't get connected to the underworld or seem to demons. 

And then once she finally does meet up with an angel, she's gonna he's gonna tell her what he has, so far, there's gonna be so much tension between them, they're hardly going to have any clues and hints. 

The time when she fought for her life, with a demon raging inside her, and she straight up killed someone. The demon burst forward, taking her over, ripping through her skin and nails, her pores bleeding, parts of her tearing where seams never stood, now snapped like paper, oozing blood onto the skin, making her a villain covered in stains of blood, drenched.

And it's gonna get to the point where she's gonna have to beg this guy, like, tell me what you know, because this person is important to me. And it's not going to be easy trying to convince an angel, why a demon is so concerned with this person, because she doesn't want to tell anybody that they're related to her. And the reason for that is because immediately, angels are gonna think that the family has always been tied to the demon, that they're loyal to the demon, that they've been hiding the demon or that they have more demon, you know what likely, family members will always want to be part of the everlasting life. And that means more demons. So, you know, it's very natural for an angel to think ill of a family that's related to a demon or want to annihilate that family just to annihilate any threats. So she doesn't want that to happen. So she has to make the lie. That pretty much appeases the angel, even though he probably know that she's lying. But that's convincing enough to have him let it go. So that she doesn't let anybody on as to you know, why Benjamin is so important to her. Specifically, you know, she doesn't want anybody to use that against her and to hurt her family. Okay, and the angel guy who is Caleb is a reincarnation he was attacked by demons the same time that she was, and when she finally meets him, because she's gonna meet him under like a disguise. So like, maybe all of the angels or the Nephilim will have, you know, kind of disguise like a face plate, or like a mask or something, or like a hood to disguise themselves because they, you know, can't be exposed that some of them have families because they are human. And so they all cover themselves and it's also a way for them to be ominous, essentially, to be kind of scary of for demons to not know, you know, who they're targeting, especially because dark magic would allow, you know, witches and wizards to make targets of people, you know, like you could know somebody's face, and you could maybe track them back to their house or especially with technology you could do likes sort of like Facebook search and find out who was who. And so anyways, they cover their faces for their own protection. So she runs into this guy and she has he has a certain smell. It's the smell that kind of reminds her of her lover, but it's more like maybe more like, forest, the forest like cornfields inland cow manure, and like farmland, essentially, like he's very much like Princess Bride, farm boy, you know, until he was killed. But the thing is that that wouldn't be on him if he was reincarnated because he's a totally different person. So it would be something else like it would be maybe his breath or his soul would smell. And I guess that would make sense because as a demon, like she would know, souls, she would know the presence of somebody the aura of somebody, especially because she uses that to hunt anyways, she that uses that to have bad guys. So that would be a way for her to kind of be a little bit sharp.

Unknown Speaker  26:00  

But you know, maybe she's we've kind of run into that before, maybe not necessarily his smell, but something similar, maybe she has smelled more farm boy thing. So I would say like, this angel does have a specific smell she has this on before.
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