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It’s Valentine’s Day night but, instead of celebrating, the world is dead. The powerful and cruel demon Sinfan lands on the only isle left to explore, in the hope of finding someone to drink from and to infect with madness toxin. He is tired and starts being delirious, like a simple mortal. He doesn’t conceive yet that destruction is a revenge of love and that someone is waiting for him in the dim light of the dying moon.

––––––––

Desert. Only death survived the destruction of the world on that Valentine’s Day night. The horizon beyond the level valley was flickering in the milky darkness, washed by the breath of a moon in its first quarter phase, a little smaller than usual, maybe damaged by the mysterious disease which had devastated the land.

A group of rocks rolled downstream and Sinfan halted at the top of the path, hiding his silky and hooked smoke grey wings under his cloak. He looked around, probing the gloom with sharp and piercing eyes, the eyes of a famished beast. Debris left by Death were scattered everywhere: remains of rotting bodies, uninhabited villages, riverbeds, dry lakes. Sinfan hissed a curse and hit his foot on the ground.

The world was dead, and that island had betrayed him too. He should have expected this. He had been wandering for days from one place to another with the desperate hope to find a human being or at least an animal to eat, and that was the last inch of inhabited land left to explore. If he couldn’t find a survivor, hidden somewhere, he wouldn’t have any chance. But who could have survived such an implacable pestilence?

Damn!

Sinfan shut his eyes to control his rage. That hunt was useless. He had been certain about that since the moment he had left the pitch dark night sky and had landed on that barren hill. Death was waiting for him, sly and patient, to proudly show him her crime: the massacre of a rich land, burnt like living flesh and, where verdant parks and tree-lined roads had been, now there were pained creases of a soul, deprived and molested by burning heat.

It was the end. Without life, even a powerful Demon of Insanity like him, feared by all the underworld’s legions, couldn’t survive.

Blood, I need blood! And someone to infect. He rubbed his hand over feverish eyes. He hadn’t released the toxin of madness for a few days and he started feeling unwell. That thought made him shiver. I can’t risk succumbing to visions and delusions, like the most impressionable of mortals! No, for Hell, he wasn’t going to suffer the same fate as the other demons of his Congregation! He had watched them die, all of them, one by one, screaming and tormenting their flesh like rats in a trap. Puah, they were as weak as rug rats! Gustav, with his air of glorious demon, disappointed me too. He wasn’t better than the others, not even that idiot Maradiel... Maradiel! Who knew where he was, that rug rat! He left the Brotherhood before the disease infected the Earth, but Death must have melted his white limbs days ago.
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