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    Prologue 
 
      
 
         The old house had sat on the corner for years. Dirk had been a real estate agent for two years and hadn’t managed to sell the place. He was lucky if he could show it a few times a year. A few people were curious about it, but mostly curious about what had once happened there.  
 
         The home had a sordid history. It reminded him of the Murder House in Season one of “American Horror Story”. Except this hadn’t been a string of murders, it had just been one group mass murder. Details had been sketchy, but there were all kinds of stories about Satanic sex orgies and God knows what else. Dirk didn’t buy any of it. He figured someone got drunk and killed their family. At the root of most haunted house stories, that was the usual cause.  
 
         This night, Dirk had a bit to drink himself and decided to check out the place on his own. It was late and dark, so why the hell not? He stumbled down the street and up to the house. He punched in his code on the lockbox and turned the knob. He walked in and closed the door behind him. The home was relatively well kept for having been abandoned for so long. The property management company had housekeepers come in and tidy up a few times a month to keep the dust and cobwebs off the place.  
 
         Dirk walked into the empty living room and looked around. He thought about the last couple he’d showed the house to. They’d turned out to be a pair of ghost hunters. They broke out their recording devices and equipment right there on the door trying to “hear” the spirits about. Dirk had gone into another room and pounded on the walls. That scared the shit out of them. They figured out soon it was him, before calling him an asshole and storming off. Dirk didn’t care. Not like he’d lost a sale, they weren’t going to buy shit. They just wanted goodies for their YouTube channel.  
 
         “Hey ghosts!” he called out. “I’m here! I’m ready for Satan to take my soul”  
 
         He took a drink of his beer and stumbled up the stairs. He’d been in the place so many times. There had been more than a few times ghost hunters had gotten caught breaking in. He wished they could set booby traps for idiots like that. The owners never pressed charges though. They didn’t want the publicity of ghost hunters. They just wanted a family to move in and get this place off their books.  
 
         Dirk had suggested on more than a few occasions just razing the place and either selling the land or rebuilding a duplex or something on it, but they said no. This home had historical value. It had been around since Texas was its own country, so it stayed. At the top of the stairs, Dirk wandered into the different empty rooms. He looked in the closets. In the main hall upstairs there was a huge walk-in closet. It could have been another bedroom, if someone were creative enough.  
 
         Looking in the back of the closet, he saw a door. Another closet within a closet? This was new. He’d never noticed this before. He opened the door, and it revealed a flight of stairs going up. The attic. He’d always figured the place had an attic, but never thought much of it. He headed up the stairs, wondering what he might find. Who knows, an old place like this, maybe he’d find some artifact worth something. Maybe make a few bucks off it.  
 
         When he reached the top, he saw there wasn’t much there, mostly darkness and cobwebs. Though there was a trunk in the corner. He walked over, and using his cell phone as a flashlight, opened the trunk. There wasn’t much in it. There was an old dress, a hair brush, and some jewelry, but none of it looked expensive. Most of it looked like dime store stuff.  
 
         “Why are you going through my things?” A woman asked from behind him. The voice scared the shit out of him, but he spun around to see a beautiful young woman standing there wearing a white dress. Her things? Was she a squatter here? He’s had squatters on some of his other properties. It was always really embarrassing when you’re showing a home, and there’re a bunch of smelly junkies lying around. Though, it was usually on the crappier houses. Once in a while they show up in nice places.  
 
         “Your things? Why are your things here? This is private property?” Dirk said.  
 
         “Yes. My home.” 
 
         “Your home? What are you talking about?” 
 
         She walked over and put a finger on his chest. Her hands were soft and warm.  
 
         “This is my home. Did you come with an offering?” 
 
         “Look, lady. You don’t live here. I don’t know what offering you…” he stopped when she reached down and began massaging his cock through his jeans. He instantly hardened at her touch.  
 
         “Would you offer me this?” 
 
         “I—how…I don’t know if we should do this.” She pushed him against the wall and suddenly he felt himself falling. He tried to catch himself, but soon he landed onto a soft mattress. Instead of landing on the dirty floor, he’d landed on a large, soft bed. Looking around, he saw the bed was surrounded by candles. The girl was now straddling him, and she was naked and pulling his clothing off.  
 
         The bed was one of the old style ones with four posts around it and a canopy above. She leaned down and kissed him. He felt electricity burn through his body as her lips touched his. He leaned up and kissed back as she reached down and began massaging his cock. He grew so hard as he throbbed at her strokes. He had no idea how any of this was happening, but wasn’t about to protest now. She pushed him back and licked his neck before nibbling on his ear and whispering.  
 
         “Do you offer yourself to me?” 
 
         “Do I what?” 
 
         “Do you offer yourself to me? All of yourself?” she asked, continuing stroking his cock, her hand twisting around his shaft with each stroke.  
 
         “Yes! Yes, I offer myself to you.” 
 
         “Good,” she said as she sat up. The smile on her face grew larger as a dozen hooks fell from the ceiling. Dirk looked at her, confused as she began to laugh. And then he started to scream. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
         Bruce and Karen walked into the old house. Immediately, Karen noticed a wet, musty smell. Bruce either didn’t notice it, or it didn’t bother him.  
 
         “This place stinks,” Karen said as she walked inside, looking around. They currently lived in an apartment, but were ready to buy a house. They’d only been married a year but had been a couple for three years. Bruce worked in a deli full time but also painted. He did art shows and comic conventions on weekends, painting comic book characters for real money. Though he tried to sell his original stuff, that was much harder.  
 
         Karen was an accountant. Not the most exciting job in the world, but she liked numbers and liked puzzles, and doing people’s books and taxes was a mix of both. Besides, it paid well while Bruce was chasing his dream. Though, part of her hoped he’d find a real direction soon if the dream didn’t pay off. They were both almost thirty and she’d like to start a family eventually.  
 
         “It’s just been sitting for a bit. It’s an older home,” Barbara said. She was their realtor and more than happy to finally be showing this house that had been on the market for longer than she’d been a realtor. There were all kinds of bonuses in place to anyone who could move it.  
 
        “I’d say more than a bit. You can’t like this thing can you, Bruce?” 
 
        Karen pictured something smaller. This home seemed so big, but maybe it meant Bruce wanted a large family one day. Maybe she should consider it.  
 
         “It’s got style, class. I like it.” They walked through the kitchen and into the living room.  
 
         “I read about this place,” Karen said. “All the Satanic rituals here. No wonder no one has bought it. I don’t blame them. I’m not sure why we are even here.” 
 
         “You don’t believe all that nonsense, do you? The guy got drunk and killed his family. Then, he tried to blame it on the Satanic cult, and people ate that shit up. Besides, who knows. Maybe we’ll buy it and your buddies from Paranormal Stoners will come here and do a show.” 
 
         “Paranormal stoners?” Barbara asked.  
 
         “Yeah, it’s a YouTube show,” Bruce explained. “These morons go into haunted places, hit a bong and then go and ghost hunt.” 
 
         “Are you serious?” 
 
         “Oh my God, it is amazing!” Karen said. “They are hilarious and they have found some crazy shit. I swear they’ve found actual demons.” 
 
          “Oh Christ.” 
 
         “Seriously!” Karen slapped Bruce’s arm. “I think the THC opens their minds to be more susceptible to the spiritual. Their energies are flowing and they are ready to receive the spirits.” 
 
         “I’m not sure what all that means,” Barbara said.  
 
         “It’s called Paranormal fuckery. It’s all bullshit.” 
 
         “Don’t listen to him,” Karen said. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe we will take it and I’ll make you smoke a bowl with me so the dead people come possess you.” 
 
         “Yeah sure, just don’t inhale.” 
 
         “Um…” Barbara chimed in. “Let’s take a look at the upstairs.”  
 
         They walked upstairs and looked through the bedrooms and the upstairs bathroom. Bruce was impressed by how roomy the place was. Plenty of space and the asking price was a literal steal. Bruce wasn’t superstitious and didn’t believe in ghosts, hauntings, or other nonsense. If all that meant he got a better deal, then so be it. He was for it.  
 
         “I say we take it,” he said.  
 
         “Bruce,” Karen began.  
 
         “The price is amazing and look at the room in here. You could have a whole crafting room. I could have a room to paint. I mean shit, we’d have extra room to store shit. Lots of things we can do with this place. Hell, invite your stoner buddies over.” 
 
         “They aren’t my buddies. I’ve never met them. They have like two-million viewers.” 
 
         “Whatever, maybe they will be, now.” 
 
         “So you’ll take it?” Barbara asked.  
 
         “Yeah, we will,” Karen said.  
 
         “Like seriously? You’re not pulling my leg?” 
 
         “No. We really want the house.” 
 
         “Yay!” Barbara hopped and skipped as she headed for the door. “I’m sorry. This is my first sale in a while and well, we’re glad to move this house finally. Let me go to my car and get some papers.” 
 
         She returned a few minutes later with some documents they’d filled out. They’d already been pre-approved by their bank, so that part was already in the works.  
 
         “All right guys! I’ll see you soon! This is exciting!” Barbara said as she headed out.  
 
         Karen and Bruce followed and stopped to get a drink on the way home.  
 
         “I can’t believe I let you talk me into that place,” she said.  
 
         “Hey, what can I say?” 
 
         She was looking on her phone and held it up. 
 
         “Jesus Christ, Bruce.” 
 
         “What?”
     She held her phone up to his face.  
 
         “This place is called the San Antonio Satanic House.” 
 
         “Oh get the fuck out of here with that. All your internet legends and shit. Maybe Slender man will get us too!” 
 
         “Fuck off. Dick.” 
 
        “It’ll be fine. Maybe the stoner guys will pay us to use the house. Maybe we could charge for haunted tours or sleepovers.” 
 
         “Hey! Now that’s an idea!” Karen said. “Haunted sleep over! I like it!” 
 
         “You can deal with them though. Not sure I want to deal with all the investigators,” he used air quotes for ‘investigators’, “running around my house.” 
 
         “Their money spends the same.” 
 
         “Let’s hope so. I could hide in the walls and make funny noises. They’ll go nuts. Maybe record some stuff and play the reflection off the trees or have a dummy pop out of a trunk in the attic.” 
 
         “Ooh that could be spooky.” 
 
         “It would be. I saw it on a Halloween episode of a Brady Bunch rerun when I was a kid. My mom loved that show.” 
 
         “You’re such a dork.” 
 
         “Am not. I’m very distinguished.” 
 
         She leaned over and kissed him on the nose.  
 
         “I need to do something about that smell. And I’m painting it; it’s way too dark.” 
 
         “Fine. Do what you want with it.” 
 
         “As long as we’re clear.” She finished her drink and stood, came around the table and took his arm. “Let’s go home and really celebrate.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
         Bruce watched Karen towel off after her shower. Even when she was in the shower, he’d sometimes sneak in and watch her through the shower curtain. Sure, that was a little creepy, but he was her husband after all. He was allowed a tiny bit of creepiness. Besides, she knew he was there, but pretended not to notice. It was a little game they played. She loved how much he enjoyed her.  
 
         He never got tired of looking at her body. In the years they’d been together, seeing her naked had always turned him on. Her mom was Hispanic, and dad was white, so she had this beautiful, golden brown skin that stayed the same year round. Deep brown eyes and long, thick, black hair, too. She walked over to the bed and opened a drawer, but he pulled her down onto the bed.  
 
         “What are you doing?” she asked, laughing.  
 
         “What’s it look like?” he asked as he slid the towel away and began kissing her neck.  
 
        “Again? You’re spunky tonight.” 
 
         “What can I say? You rev my engines.” He kissed down her breast and licked around her nipple. She sighed as he sucked on her nipple, nibbling it gently and licking and kissing to her other breast, repeating the same. Licking, sucking and nibbling on her nipple before kissing in between her breasts. She was breathing hard now as he kissed down her stomach.  
 
         As he licked along her waist and inside her thigh, she arched her back, whimpering.  
 
         “Well, Mister Williams. I do believe you are headed downtown.” 
 
         He didn’t reply as he licked one broad stroke through her labia. They both quivered as her body shuddered. He teased again, and she grabbed him by the hair, pressing his face into her pussy. Bruce stuck out his tongue and pressed inside her as far as he could, licking up and down until his tongue found her clit. He flicked her clit back and forth before sucking it into his mouth.  
 
         “Oh, oh! Oh fuck! Holy shit!” she called out as he sucked on her clit before giving it a gentle nibble. She trembled again as he licked it some more. A second time, he sucked it into deep into his mouth, rubbing his tongue across it at the same time.  
 
         “Jesus H. Fuuuuuu—,” she cried out as her whole body shook. He licked and nibbled as her juices filled his mouth and ran down his chin. He lapped every last bit of her up as if she were his last meal before her body began to relax. He leaned up and kissed her. She enjoyed kissing him after he went down on her. It turned him on when she tasted herself. They kissed deeply as she reached down and began stroking his cock through his boxers, before sliding them off.  
 
        She kissed down his chest until she was level with his hard cock. She licked around the shaft before taking him into her mouth. Working her way up and down the shaft, Bruce leaned back and moaned as his cock throbbed in her mouth. She reached down and massaged his balls while sucking him deeper and faster. He’d get so hard, he was about to blow, then she’d back away and repeat it. She had so much control over when and how he’d get off, it was amazing.  
 
         After a few more minutes, she took her mouth off his cock and smiled.  
 
         “I want you inside me,” she said as she pushed him back and straddled him. He lay back as she slid down onto his shaft. He reached up and placed his hands on her tits, squeezing them as she rocked back and forth. His cock grew inside her as it stretched her pussy out. She glided perfectly on his hard cock, and her juices ran down his shaft while she bounced her ass up and down. Faster and harder she rocked while she moaned. 
 
        Soon her moans turned to screams as her pussy tightened around him, and he couldn’t hold it in any longer. Hot rockets of come exploded inside her, and he let out a grunt while Karen cried out. They kept rocking and bouncing for another minute before Karen lay next to him.  
 
         “Holy fucking shit!” she said. “That was better than the last one.” 
 
         “Gets better with you every time.” 
 
         “Aww babe,” she said as she rolled over and kissed him.  
 
         “Just wait until we break in the new house.” 
 
         “You think we’re doing the right thing? With the house?” 
 
         “Of course we are. It’ll be great.” 
 
         “I hope you’re right. I just had a weird feeling.” 
 
         “You’re just spooked by all the ghost stories. It’ll be fine. I’m still liking the haunted tour idea. I think we could make some good money with that.” 
 
         “Always thinking about money,” she said as she ran her finger down his chest. 
 
         “One of us has to.” 
 
        She looked up at him and he looked away. He knew that look. Anytime the conversation turned to money, she gave him the “when are you getting a real job” look.  
 
        “What?” she asked.  
 
        “Nothing. You just gave me your look is all.” 
 
        “What look?” 
 
        “You know the look.” 
 
         “I’m sorry. I’m just worried. A house is a huge purchase. What if my income isn’t enough?” 
 
         “We’ll be fine. Plus I have some big things lined up with my artwork. I think I’m about to tap into something big.” 
 
        “I hope you’re right.” 
 
        “Just don’t look at me like I’m a loser.” 
 
        “You’re not a loser. I don’t think that. I want you to be happy. I want your art to sell. I think it will. I wouldn’t have married you if I didn’t believe in you.” 
 
         He leaned down and kissed her forehead. 
 
         “So, you ready for moving day tomorrow?” he asked, trying to lighten the subject. 
 
        “As ready as I’ll ever be.” 
 
        “Tomorrow is the first night in our new house.” 
 
         “I know. So exciting.” 
 
         “It’ll be a new adventure.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
         Moving day wasn’t as stressful as it could have been. It helped they didn’t have a ton of stuff. Having been in an apartment, their space was limited. Once all the furniture and boxes were into the house, the place still looked incredibly empty.  
 
         “I think we need more stuff,” Karen said.  
 
         “Yeah. I guess so. This place is bigger than it looks.” 
 
         Karen moved several boxes into different rooms before she began going through things. Bruce got to work and began moving furniture around. The couch looked tiny in the living room no matter where he put it. They were going to need a sectional, or a loveseat and some chairs to make the room look less huge.  
 
        There was a noise coming from upstairs. Bruce stood at the bottom of the stairway and listened. It sounded like someone laughing.  
 
         “What the hell?” 
 
         He walked up the stairs and outside one of the rooms to listen in. 
 
         “Dude! Did you hear that?” 
 
         “Bruh, my fucking EVP is going wild, man. I think I picked up Kurt Cobain!” 
 
         “Dude, we’re in Ohio. Kurt Cobain died in Seattle. His ghost wouldn’t be here.” 
 
         “How do you know, man? Ghosts can travel. They’re like incorporeal and shit!” 
 
        “Jesus Christ,” Bruce mumbled as he opened the door. There was Karen sitting on the bed watching Paranormal Stoners.  
 
         “Glad to see you’re hard at work.” 
 
         “Hey, look at all the shit I unpacked! I earned a break.” 
 
         “So you’re watching Paranormal Dumbasses?” 
 
         “Be nice.” 
 
         “I listened to like two minutes of it, and I think my I.Q. dropped twenty points.” 
 
         “Shut up, dork.”  She put her phone away, kissed him, and hopped up.  
 
         “What do we do with this place? It’s huge,” she said.  
 
         “I noticed. Even with the furniture and TV set up downstairs it still looks empty. We’ll just use the boxes for furniture for now.” 
 
         “No! That’s dumb. Maybe I’ll run to the thrift store this weekend and look at some stuff. We could get some cheap furniture for now. Hey! We could have guests!”  
 
        “Who? We don’t have any friends.” 
 
         “What about some of your artist pals?” 
 
         “Most other artists are assholes. The ones who I am friends with live in other states and only travel here for shows. What about your accounting friends?” 
 
         “None of us talk to each other. We all hate people.”  
 
        “There you go. We’ll just have to throw our own little party,” he said as he took her by the hips. She put her hand up, stopping him.  
 
        “Sorry,” she said. “Aunt Flow is here for a few days.” 
 
        “Hey, I love my woman all month long.” 
 
        “Thanks,” she said as she kissed his cheek. “But I’m in sweats, and all sweaty and bloated. Not feeling my sexiest. Maybe tonight?” 
 
         “Ok, tonight. I’ll try to contain myself.” 
 
         “Good.” 
 
        “I’ll go put some more things away,” he said. “I’ll let you get back to your Paranormal weirdos.”  
 
        She threw a sock at him as he walked out, hitting him in the back of the head. He turned and gave her the finger as he stepped into the hall and looked around. He walked through the other rooms and saw that Karen had put stuff away in most of the other rooms. Not a lot of furniture and they only had one bed. Most of it was books, knickknacks and their crafting and art supplies. He had his painting stuff set up in the room down the hall.  
 
         He looked around and set up one of his easels and a canvas, and pulling out some of his paints, he mixed a few colors before he went to work. It had been a few weeks since he’d painted anything. Over the next hour, he’d painted a portrait of the house, but made it ominous looking. He hadn’t done it consciously. It was just something he noticed as he finished it. Wasn’t his most detailed work, but it was nice to get the creative juices flowing.  
 
         “Whatcha doin’?” Karen asked as she stood in the doorway. She walked in and looked at the painting. “Oh wow! That is amazing! That’s our house?”  
 
         “Yeah, I thought I’d do a painting of the house and we could hang it in the living room.” 
 
         “That’s nice. Why does it look so dark? You painted it like a haunted house. Is it because of all the stories?” 
 
         “I don’t know. I think I just find the house intimidating. It’s a huge purchase and a really huge building. I just find it overwhelming and it reflects in the painting.” 
 
         “That is what is so cool about what you do. Every little thing like that factors in to make it special. For me it’s just numbers. There’s no art to it.” 
 
         “Hey, the world needs accountants. If everyone painted, who would keep track of shit?” He dabbed a bit of paint onto her nose, which she wrinkled at him before wiping it off as she stepped out of the room and headed downstairs. Bruce left the painting to dry, wiped his hands off and headed out of the room. Down the hall, he looked at the other rooms and noticed the large, walk-in closet.  
 
         He wondered if Karen realized how big the thing was. They could put both of their clothes in there and still have room left over. He walked through, looking around at it and noticed something toward the back. Bruce walked to the back and reached up along the wall feeling along and saw the outlines through the wallpaper. It was a door. He pulled out his pocket knife and cut around the edges to expose the door completely. Why would they paper it in like that? And where did it go to? 
 
         He opened the door and saw the stairway inside. It consisted of maybe a dozen steps, steeply leading upward into a dark attic. He glanced around before Karen called for him.  
 
         “Bruce! I’m hungry! You want to go out for dinner!” she asked  
 
         “Yeah! That sounds great! How does Chinese sound?” 
 
         “Fuck yes!” 
 
         “Great! Be right there!”  
 
         He looked at the dark stairway one more time and closed the mysterious door.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
         The first night in the new house was a difficult one. At least, for Bruce anyway. Karen had fallen right to sleep. Bruce wasn’t sure why he couldn’t sleep. He was in his same bed, just a different place. Maybe it was just all the excitement, or the anxiety of a new mortgage.   
 
         One thing he kept thinking of was that stairway he’d found earlier. What was up there and why was it hidden? He hadn’t told Karen about it. He wasn’t sure why, honestly. There was no reason to keep it from her. Part of him wanted the chance to explore it himself before letting her in on his new little find. Maybe that’s what he could do.  
 
         He climbed out of bed and grabbed his phone, heading first into the bathroom to take a piss. With his bladder drained, he could go on the expedition. Bruce headed down the hallway and into the closet. He flipped on the light and closed the closet door before opening the secret door toward the back.  
 
         Before heading up the stairs, he looked the stairs over, making sure they were sturdy enough to hold him. Every image of every haunted house movie he’d ever seen came to him in his head. Late night excursions through secret doorways. Maybe he’d find a chest filled with old 8mm film with lots of real life murders on them. Or maybe he’ll find a possessed Ouija board. Finding a Ouija board would only be too perfect.  
 
          His heart thudded in his chest as he moved up each creaky step. Soon he was at the top in an extremely dark and extremely empty attic. It was large enough he could walk around, but had to duck his head slightly. Keeping his head down, he walked around using his phone as a flashlight. There were some old newspapers piled in one corner and a large chest in another corner.  
 
         He hurried over and knelt down in front of the chest, flipping the latches before opening the lid. He heard a scratching noise behind him. Bruce spun around, but there was nothing there. Had to be either mice or his imagination. He could be filming this and making his own YouTube station. Except he wasn’t a brain dead clown like the Paranormal Stoners, so he’d likely get zero views.  
 
         There likely wasn’t a large audience to watch a skeptical thirty-year-old crawl around in a dusty attic. He shook off the sound and pulled the chest open. He got it open all the way, but dropped his phone before he could see what was inside. Something touched his neck.  
 
         He jumped to his feet and felt the back of his neck, flicking at whatever was there to see he in his phone light he’d just knocked a large, brown, fuzzy spider off his neck.  
 
         “Jesus H. Fuck!” he said as he backed away from it. The spider scurried away before he could stomp on it. The thing was likely more afraid of him than he was of it. He grabbed his phone and looked around, using the light to make sure there were no more surprises about to jump on him. He was glad he’d gone to the bathroom earlier, or he surely would have pissed his pants by now. Once he was certain it was all clear, he knelt and opened the chest.  
 
         Flipping through it, he discovered an old hair brush and some newspaper clippings. He flipped through them. Most were from the San Antonio Sun newspaper about a woman named Melissa Hunt who had been murdered back in the seventies at that house. She and her husband had been into some kinky sex, which was really scandalous at the time. He’d apparently choked her to death by accident. When police searched the place, they found a Satanic bible and some other occult paraphernalia which is how all the Satanism rumors got started.  
 
         He put the articles back and found a small book. This was a diary. He opened it and read one entry.  
 
    June 7th, 1972 
 
         Ned and I have come very close to awakening them. I can feel it, but we didn’t quite make it. The only thing is, I don’t know how much more I can take. What happens if it doesn’t work? He almost killed me last night. It was fun, but we almost took it too far. He told me I need to warn him much sooner. But I want this. I really, really want this. He has no idea how badly I want it. It’s not that he doesn’t pleasure me. He does. A lot. I just want to know what else there is. Life is too short to miss out, you know? We’ll try again tonight. 
 
    M.H. 
 
         That was weird. Awakening who? What were they trying to do? It sounded like they were doing some kind of ritual. He’d have to take the diary downstairs and read through it later. Some interesting stuff in there. It was in good shape for as old as it was. Like it was sealed in that trunk all this time. Maybe he’d learn something. He’d have to look up this Melissa’s murder too. He’d heard there had been murders here, but the supposed ritual one happened in the eighties during the Satanic panic era. It was crazy there was more than one, maybe the place was cursed. Yeah, right.  
 
         He flipped through the rest of the items. There wasn’t anything else of note. There was an old pair of shoes, a small tin of hair pins and a pair of glasses. He closed the lid and secured the latches. Part of him felt bad for reading this girl’s diary. They were supposed to be private, you know? Except, this girl was long dead and the diary was in his house. Finders, keepers, right? Or was it possession is nine-tenths of the law? Maybe a little of both. Either way, he was reading this diary.  
 
         He got to his feet and headed back down the stairs and into the walk-in closet without incident. Once he was in the bedroom, he slipped the diary in between the mattresses before climbing back into bed. This time, he had no trouble drifting off to sleep, his mind filled with what kind of enticing things he might read in his exciting new find.  
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
         Bruce spent a better part of the day reading the diary. Karen got up early and was off to work. He flipped through the book. Some of the passages had no dates on them. It would seem Melissa and her husband, Ned, had been involved in their own little cult of sorts. Something called The Clerics of Dolor. Since he had no internet hooked up yet, he tried to look the group up on his phone but found nothing. “Dolor” was Latin for “pain”. Other than that, there was nothing about any such group existing.  
 
         Whatever they were, the couple went to great lengths to join them. Some of it wasn’t clear just what they were supposed to accomplish. She didn’t write out in detail what she was trying to do, or why exactly. Just they wanted to join the Clerics of Dolor but didn’t say why.  
 
        According to various passages, he tied her up, gagged her, whipped her until she couldn’t even walk. Fucked her with the handle of a baseball bat, pulled strands of her hair out. She even did stuff to him, including hook suspension. They’d suspended a set of hooks in the house and ran the hooks through parts of his skin and lifted him up by them. Bruce figured this was all some sort of initiation. It was all crazy, whatever it was.  
 
         He looked up more on the case. Melissa Hunt was a beautiful woman. She was fair skinned with piercing blue eyes. In every picture, she looked stunning. Ned was average looking. He had to know what a hot wife he’d married. After the killing, the cops didn’t buy the story of rough sex gotten out of hand. Apparently that wasn’t a thing back then.  
 
         Ned was charged with capital murder and executed in the electric chair in 1984. The house had gone through several owners since. It wasn’t long after Ned’s execution when the next murders at the house took place. Bruce wondered if that was a coincidence of some kind. He went back upstairs and walked into the closet, heading up the stairs to the attic. He walked around to see if he’d missed anything. It would be easier during the day when it wasn’t quite as dark, though the attic wasn’t well lit.  
 
         He walked by the tiny window at the front and looked outside when he heard her.  
 
         “Don’t you know it's rude to read someone’s journal?” A woman’s voice spoke. Bruce turned, banging his head on a rafter as he spun around. He wasn’t expecting company and had no idea who this woman was. It took him a second to take it in and then he thought he was losing his mind. Melissa Hunt.  
 
         She looked the same as in her pictures. Young, beautiful and full of life. She had on a thin white dress and was standing next to the empty chest.  
 
         “Find anything interesting?” 
 
         “You. You’re…you’re Melissa…” 
 
         “Yes. That’s my name.” 
 
         “Aren’t you dead?” he asked, unable to believe he’d said that out loud.  
 
         “Technically, yes.” 
 
         “Then how are you here.” 
 
         “That is very complicated. I see you took interest in the Clerics of Dolor. You should be careful what you wish for.” 
 
         “Who says I was wishing? I never heard of this group. Did you ever find them?”  
 
         “Kind of,” she said. Bruce suddenly noticed she was moving closer to him and her voice was getting softer. “They found me.” She was just inches away. For a dead girl, she was radiating complete warmth. His skin tingled as she reached up and touched his shoulder.  
 
         “What is that?” he asked. “How can I feel you? Aren’t you a ghost?” 
 
         “Kind of.” 
 
         “You say that a lot.” 
 
         “I do.” 
 
         She put her hand on his face and ran her fingertips across his cheek. He closed his eyes and took in her touch as she ran her fingers down her chest. Bruce wasn’t sure how, but this exchange was arousing him. His cock grew rock hard beneath his jeans.  
 
         Melissa sensed it and slid her hand down the front of his jeans.  
 
         “Well, someone is waking from the dead.” 
 
         “Not funny,” he said, his breathing picking up as she pushed him against the window and massaged his cock through his jeans.  
 
         “Wow, you’re really hard.” 
 
         “How is this possible? What are you doing to me?” 
 
          “I think it’s obvious what I’m doing to you. Don’t you?” 
 
          “Oh God,” he said as he rolled his head back. She increased pressure against his jeans while she continued massaging.  
 
         “I better be careful, or you’ll make a big mess.” She reached up and unzipped his jeans. He just watched as pulled his cock free from his boxers. It bobbed up and down as it sprung free. She wrapped her hand around it, continuing to stroke it up and down. She leaned in and put her lips on the tip and sucked it ever so slightly, which was just enough to push him over the edge.  
 
         “Oh God!” he called out. “Oh Fuck! Holy shit!” he cried out as his cock throbbed and shook before erupting. Hot semen erupted onto the floor as it shot out in thick, white globs. Melissa continued stroking until he caught his breath before she tucked it back into his pants and stood.  
 
         “There,” she said. “I can tell you liked that.” 
 
         “Why did you do that?” he asked.  
 
         “Because you wanted me to.” 
 
         “No. I’m married.” 
 
         “I’m sorry, but your dick said otherwise.” 
 
         “I mean, it felt good, but you just met me. Plus, you’re dead. God, what the fuck.” He walked around as he fastened his pants. “I’m so confused.”  
 
         “It’s ok. It’s normal to be confused. You just got a hand job from a dead chick. I’m sure that doesn’t happen every day. So I’ll give you some time to process it.” She walked over and kissed him on the cheek. “I’ll be back soon.”  
 
         “Wait. Where you going? You never answered my questions.” 
 
         “Later. Bye, Bruce,” she said before she disappeared.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
         The next day, Bruce said he wouldn’t go up into the attic again. Instead, he’d work. And he did. The first thing that morning he got started on a painting. He was going to do a portrait of Karen and give it to her. He hadn’t told Karen about the previous day’s events. What would he say exactly?  
 
         “Hey babe! How was your day? Mine was good. I met a hot ghost girl upstairs in the attic you don’t know we have, and she gave me a hand job.” Sure, that wouldn’t land him divorced, or committed. Or both. Nope. He’d just paint her a present to soothe his own conscience.  
 
         He had finished the body of the portrait and the hair and had spaced out as he worked. It was something he did regularly. Painting was something he could space out and do with his eyes closed when he was in the zone. It wasn’t until hours later he realized he’d painted a portrait of Melissa, the dead girl. What the fuck?  
 
         Bruce jumped away and knocked it off the easel as he threw his brushes down.  
 
         “Fuck!” he screamed. Despite his best efforts, all he could think about was Melissa. Her eyes, her smile, the cute freckles that sprinkled along her cheeks and just down her nose. He figured a ghost would have perfect, unblemished skin, but to him she was perfect. Then there was her touch. Her fingers, holy fuck. He almost came the second she touched him. The only reason he didn’t was because she was holding back.  
 
         Before he could think too hard about it, he ran out of the room and down the hall, into the closet and up the small stairway into the attic.  
 
         “Melissa? You here?” He called out as he walked around. The attic was empty other than the chest of her items in the corner. He walked over and looked out the window to see the neighbors outside working in their yard.  
 
         “I knew you’d come back,” Melissa said from behind him. 
 
         “There you are,” he said as he turned.  
 
         “Here I am!” she said. “So you’re back. Even though you’re married?” 
 
         “Well, I thought about that. Since you’re dead, I don’t think it's technically cheating is it?” 
 
         “Of course not. I missed you.” She walked close to him and put her arms around his waist. Did you miss me?” 
 
         “Hell yeah I did. You’re all I thought about last night.” 
 
         “Nice.” 
 
         He leaned in to kiss her, but she turned her head away.  
 
         “What’s wrong?” 
 
         “Not here,” she said.  
 
         “Well, where? You live in the attic. You’re, like, haunting my attic!” he said, laughing uncomfortably.  
 
         “Not exactly. I want to show you my room.” 
 
        “Room?”  
 
         She took his hand and walked him to the wall where there was a door. A door he was certain hadn’t been there before. She pulled on the handle, opening it. The door opened down a long, dark hall lined with red, plush carpeting. He walked with her, looking around. Along the wall there were various paintings. Some of them showed people being crucified, some showed sex orgies, others showed people being ripped apart.  
 
         It wasn’t any artist he’d seen before. The details were all perfect, down to the eye color. He wanted to stop and look more closely at them, but she was pulling him along.  
 
         “Here we are,” she said as they stood before a large room. They walked inside, and the door closed behind them. There was a large bed with four tall posts and a canopy. Large oak dressers were in each corner, and at the front of the room hung a painting of a man with eyes that looked too large for his shaved head. He had on a leather jacket zipped all the way up with a priest collar around his neck. He had on a long chain with a shiny gold, upside down crucifix.  
 
         “Who the hell is that?” Bruce asked.  
 
         “That is Gorn. The High Cleric.” 
 
         “Gorn?” 
 
         “You’ll get to meet him eventually. But for now,” she pushed him onto the bed and began kissing him. Her tongue slid between his lips, feeling soft and warm. He slid his hands down her waist and easily pulled her dress up over her head.  
 
         Her perfect breasts bounced inches from his face. He leaned in and immediately took her tit into his mouth, as if he were a starving man getting his first meal in months. He sucked, nibbled, and caressed her breast. Melissa sighed as he ran his hand along the curve of her ass, squeezing as he kissing each breast, sucking and nibbling each nipple, careful not to neglect any part of her.  
 
         He ripped his shirt off and then his jeans and flipped her over onto all fours as he reached down and massaged her pussy with his fingertips, feeling her warm juices running down his hand. Once he got his boxers off, his cock was instantly hard and ready for her.  
 
         “Take me, Bruce,” she said looking back to him. “I’m yours.” 
 
         He didn’t hesitate to slide his cock inside her, feeling her pussy tighten around him as he grabbed a handful of her hair while she threw her head back, bucking her hips against him. They couldn’t have been more perfectly in rhythm or gone more perfectly together. He let go of her hair as he reached back and squeezed her ass tight.  
 
         “Spank me, Bruce,” she panted. “Spank my ass!” 
 
         He slapped her ass once, never having been into anything rough or kinky but something about Melissa made him want to play along.  
 
         “Harder!” she cried out. “Harder!” 
 
         He spanked her again.  
 
         “Harder!” 
 
        And again.  
 
         “HARDER, YOU PUSSY!” She screamed. It was almost enough for him to lose his boner, but this time he reared back and cracked her hard. She cried out, and her body trembled while she screamed. He grabbed her hair and pulled her head as far back as it would go. She cried out again at the infliction of more pain. Her pussy tightened, as if on cue, and Bruce lost control, exploding inside her. He let go of her hair and squeezed her ass as his body shook and trembled until his every last drop of semen was inside her.  
 
         She rolled away giggling. Bruce collapsed, exhausted, and kissed her.  
 
         “That was amazing,” he said. Suddenly there was the sound of someone 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    CLAPPING! 
 
         Coming from the doorway. He looked up to see the man from the painting standing there. It was Gorn.  
 
         “Well done!” Gorn said. “You need to work on your rough play. Melissa is quite the little tart, isn’t she?” 
 
         “Gorn,” Melissa said. “You said this one was mine.” 
 
         “And he is. For now. Just break him in slowly.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
         Bruce woke up on the floor of the attic. He looked around, confused at first. Melissa was gone. The room was empty. It was just hard floor boards, a single window near Melissa’s chest of personal items.  
 
         “What the fuck?” he wondered as he stood and noticed he wasn’t wearing his pants. They were lying just a few feet from him. He walked over and pulled them on and headed downstairs. He looked at his phone and saw it was almost five-thirty. Fuck! Karen would be home any minute.  
 
          Wait a minute. Had he just cheated on her? It felt like he had. He’d had sex with Melissa, or had he? Was Melissa even real or was she something his mind made up? Shit! The painting! He ran back to the studio, sat the painting up on the easel and immediately poured black paint all over it. It was a shame to ruin it, but Karen wouldn’t be thrilled with him painting portraits of strange women. She didn’t mind if women hired him to do it, but for him to just paint them at random would be weird. Especially women who didn’t actually exist.  
 
         Some part of him figured he should feel guilty, and he did. Except he wasn’t sure what, if anything, had happened. The last thing he remembered was that Gorn guy coming in and talking to him. Gorn was scary. For one, he was huge. He looked like some kind of high priest from Hell. He’d been wearing a priest's collar and a black leather jacket with tight leather pants, and his head was bald with pale, almost slimy looking, skin. Like the guy was some kind of albino. Freaky.  
 
         Once Gorn had started talking, Melissa had begun to argue with him. That was when Bruce had passed out, or woken up. He wasn’t sure which. He hadn’t smoked any weed in a few weeks, so it wouldn’t be that. He’d never done acid, so it wasn’t like he was getting flashbacks. Maybe he was just going crazy.  
 
         “Bruce!” Karen called out. “I’m home!” 
 
         “Coming!” he said from his studio. He took the now all-black canvas down off the easel, threw it onto its face in the corner, and ran downstairs. She saw him with paint on his clothes and looked him up and down. 
 
         “Hey!” she said and kissed his cheek. “Were you painting?” 
 
         “Yeah. Was trying to. Got frustrated. Spent the day working on something, but it didn’t come out right. So I scrapped it.” 
 
         “Really? What was it?” 
 
        “Nothing important. Just an idea I had. I need to check online. I probably have some commissions waiting.” 
 
         “There you go.” 
 
         “How was your day?” 
 
         “Mine was ok. Got this corporate account today. Their books are totally fucked. I think they were doing some illegal shit, but my boss wants me to unfuck the whole thing. So, I’m worried I’ll get the IRS crawling up my ass if I make a mistake. But I’m documenting everything. Only thing is, Brenda is assigned to it too. She’s so worthless, so I know I’ll end up doing all the…are you listening?” 
 
         Bruce didn’t realize it, but he was looking past her and not at her with a glazed look in his eyes.  
 
         “What? Yeah.” 
 
         “So what was I talking about.” 
 
         “Something about the IRS.” 
 
         She stood and walked to the refrigerator, took out a soda, and slammed the door.  
 
         “You know, it would be nice if when I came home to talk to you, you paid a little bit of attention to me. You were acting weird yesterday, too.” 
 
         “I’m sorry. Just got a lot on my mind.”  
 
         “What? What could you possibly have on your mind? You stay at home and paint all day? I get home from work, I’m a little stressed out. Usually you’re all attentive and let me vent for a bit after work. Yesterday and today you’ve acted like you’d rather be somewhere else. Why is that?” 
 
         Melissa immediately popped into his head, but he dismissed the thought as soon as it arrived.  
 
         “I don’t know. I’m sorry. I guess I’m just frustrated, since we moved here. Trying to paint in the new studio, it’s been harder for me to get motivated, so it has me frustrated.” 
 
        “Well, at MY job I have to do it whether I’m motivated or not. I have a boss who will fire me. So I don’t have the choice to wait until I feel inspired.” She took a drink of her soda and slammed it down on the counter. She was overreacting, and she knew it, but Bruce wasn’t normally this distant. He usually had her half naked by the time she came through the door.  
 
         Some days she enjoyed the sex right when she came home. Others, she preferred some time to unwind first, but always appreciated the sentiment. Last night he fell asleep before she even came to bed. They didn’t even cuddle. He was acting distant, and it worried her.  
 
         He tried not to let her jab about his work, or lack of it, get to him, but it stung.  
 
         “Well, I’m sorry,” he said. “Tell me about your day. I’ll listen.” 
 
         “It’s ok. It’s a boring story.” 
 
         “Fine,” he said feeling the need to get out of there. “I might run out to get some more supplies for tomorrow. You need anything?” 
 
        “No. I may lie down for a bit.” 
 
         “Ok. I won’t be long.” He headed out the door. She watched through the kitchen window as the car pulled out of the driveway. Once he was gone, she headed upstairs to his studio to see just what he’d been working on all day.  
 
         She found a bunch of his paints and supplies spilled or knocked over, like he’d had some kind of fit. He didn’t often throw his shit around. Some artists did, but he was careful about not wasting his things. At worst, he might kick a hole in a canvas if he got frustrated, but that was it.  
 
          In the corner, a canvas lay face down. She picked it up to see it covered with black paint running down the front. She grabbed a rag and wiped some of the paint away. It was still wet enough she could see the painting underneath. It was a woman. Was this a commission? The girl was beautiful. He’d said he hadn’t checked for commissions. If this wasn’t a client, then who the fuck was it? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
         The next day, Melissa was waiting for him.  
 
         “There you are, lover,” she said.  
 
         “Yep. Here I am.” He said as he put his hands on her waist, but she pushed him away. “I was starting to think you were all a dream, the way I woke up yesterday.” 
 
         “Yes. Coming back to this world can feel abrupt sometimes.” 
 
         “So can we go back?” he asked.  
 
         “Back to where?” 
 
         “Your room.” 
 
         “Yes, maybe.” 
 
         “Maybe?” 
 
         “That depends on you. Gorn sets the rules for who I bring back. The first time is free.” 
 
         His cock throbbed in his pants at the mere sight of her. She was so beautiful and gave off such heat. She aroused every fiber of his being by her mere presence.  
 
         “What do I need to do?” 
 
         “The fee for visiting the Halls of Dolor, is payment in flesh.” 
 
         “Flesh? Like my skin?” 
 
         “No. Someone’s life.” 
 
         “What?” 
 
        “How about your wife? Then we can be together all the time.” 
 
         “No! Are you crazy? I’m not killing my wife. Or anyone else just to fuck you. That’s insane.” 
 
         “I’m sorry then, Bruce.” She backed away. “I thought you were the one.” 
 
         “No. Wait.” But it was too late. She had begun fading and soon she was gone.  
 
         “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” he screamed. His cock was still so hard, just massaging it through his jeans made it hurt with desire. He walked around pacing and decided to go back to work. He headed to his studio, set up a canvas and stood there staring at it for almost an hour before giving up. He still had a boner from hell. Whatever it was about Melissa, the hold she had on him was more than sexual. It was almost magical.  
 
         As much as Karen turned him on, he had never felt like this. No matter what he did, he ached for Melissa. Even masturbating twice in a row didn’t soothe his need. Shit. He needed to get out of the house.  
 
         He got in the car and went for a drive. Deep down, he knew where he was going, but tried not to admit to himself what he was about to do. He headed to the west side of town, and cruised under the underpass. Sure enough, there were prostitutes working. He pulled up at the light and one came up to his car.  
 
         “Hey, honey,” a toothless woman said to him as she walked up to his car. “You looking for some fun?” 
 
         “Sure. How much?” 
 
         “Twenty for a blow job.” 
 
         “How much for more?” 
 
         “Depends on how much more?” 
 
         “Tell you what. Does a hundred buy me a few hours?” 
 
         “Fuck yeah,” she said smiling a toothless grin.  
 
         “Great. Hop in.” 
 
         She got into the passenger side as he pulled through the light when it turned green.  
 
         “What’s your name?” he asked.  
 
         “Maria,” she said. She looked like she was in her fifties, but if she was a junkie or meth head she could very well be in her thirties and look that way. He would guess meth by the yellow tone of her skin, and what few teeth she had were black.  
 
         “I’m Bruce.” 
 
         “So where we going, Bruce.” 
 
         “Back to my place. I get lonely.” 
 
         When they arrived at the house, he closed his eyes, trying not to think about things. He hadn’t planned this out at all. How would it work? How would he even do it? They got to the house, where he pulled into the garage and headed inside.  
 
        “Wow, nice place you got here.” She looked around. “You married? Where is your wife?” 
 
         “You ask this many questions to all your customers?” 
 
         “No, sorry. Hey, you need to pay me first.” 
 
         “I will. The money is upstairs. This way.” 
 
         He could see her shaking. No doubt she was hooking to buy drugs. What if he got caught? By the looks of her, no one would miss her. If he had to kill someone, he assumed this would be a safe bet. Not like the police would be combing the city for a killer. At least, that’s what he was hoping for. Looking at his own hands, he noticed he was shaking. As they got upstairs, Maria noticed it too.  
 
         “You ok, honey? You look nervous.” 
 
         “Yeah. A little. I don’t usually do this.” 
 
         She ran her hand across his jeans, feeling his erection.  
 
         “Wow. Well, I see you’re ready for me. Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of you.” 
 
         “Right this way.” He took her into the walk-in closet and showed her the stairs to the attic.  
 
         “Up there?” she said. “What’s up there?” 
 
         “I want to do it up there. My wife never goes up there, so she won’t notice anything. Plus my safe with the money is up there.” 
 
         “Ok,’ she said hesitantly before going up each step slowly. He went up behind her. Soon they were at the top, and he’d closed the door behind them.  
 
         “There’s nothing up here,” she said. “What are you trying to…” before she could finish and before he could talk himself out of it, he grabbed her throat with both hands and squeezed. Her eyes bulged from their sockets as she struggled against him, digging her claws into his hands, tearing the skin away, but he didn’t break his grip. She tried to kick at him, but he blocked her with his knees.  
 
         The frail woman was no match for his strength. Soon her face turned blue as she gagged, struggling for air as he pressed his thumbs against her windpipe, feeling it crush beneath his fingertips. Finally, she stopped moving. When she was gone, he stood and looked at her body and put his hands over his face.  
 
         “Holy shit,” he said. “What have I done?” 
 
         “Baby!” Melissa said from behind him. “You killed for me,” she stood behind him, running her hands over his chest. Suddenly the nerves and anxiety melted away as he closed his eyes and surrendered to her touch. He wasn’t sure where they came from, but two short creatures with no eyes, but large teeth came from behind Melissa, grabbed the dead hooker and dragged her down the long, carpeted hallway. They were back in the Hall of Dolor. It had worked. Melissa kissed along his neck.  
 
         “Looks like you got me for another day,” she said. “Have I got some fun things planned for us.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
         Sex with Melissa was much rougher this time. She rode his cock, bouncing up and down, her breasts bouncing in his face as he sucked and licked her nipples. Without warning, she leaned in and bit down on his shoulder. First, the bite was gentle, but then her teeth clamped down until he felt the skin break and felt blood running down his chest.  
 
         He wanted to tell her to stop, as pain shot all through his shoulder and down his arm, but at the same time, he didn’t want her to stop fucking him. Everything about her felt so good. Even when she hurt him, she felt amazing. She leaned up, smiling, with droplets of blood around her lips. At first he was worried this was one of those weird, vampire cults, but it was nothing like that. She just wanted to bite him.  
 
         Her eyes were glazed over in ecstasy as her hips ground against his. His cock growing harder and throbbing deep inside of her. If he could die right then and there and never have to take his cock out of her body, he’d be happy. The thought made him feel horrible, but it was true. Something about her stirred something deep inside him. It wasn’t love. He loved Karen. He wanted Melissa.  
 
         She leaned back as she rode him, and then leaned forward, digging her nails into his chest and scratching all down his chest and down his stomach. He cried out as her claws ripped the flesh away leaving a bloody trail in their path. Bruce wasn’t sure how he’d explain all of this to Karen, but that wasn’t the first thing on his mind at the moment. When her scratching reached his stomach, the pain reached an intensity where he couldn’t tell where the pain ended and the pleasure of her on his cock began.   
 
         He cried out as the climax swept over him, and his whole body trembled while his cock blew its load deep inside of her. She moaned and gasped as she climaxed and lay next to him once they both finished.  
 
         “You are so amazing,” he said looking down at his bloody chest. “Not sure how I’m going to explain this, though.” 
 
         “Just wear a shirt for a few days,” she said as she cuddled up to him, teasing the tip of his cock. Normally he’d be too sensitive right after sex, but not with Melissa. He felt like he could go again very soon. It wasn’t long before his cock was hard and twitching at her touch.  
 
         “Wow, looks like someone is wanting some more,” she said. “I have an idea. Stand up.”  
 
         He did as he was told, and she went to one of the dressers in the corner and dug some items out. He did exactly as she instructed him, even though some of it made him nervous. She had a variety of straps and other items. The straps attached to a set of hooks at the top of the bedposts. She strapped his hands and feet into the appropriate harnesses and placed another strap around his waist. This suspended him just a couple of feet off the bed, and rendered him helpless.  
 
         Bruce had never been into bondage. Karen had wanted to tie him up once, but he’d said no. He was afraid of being tied up or blindfolded. The idea of being out of control frightened him under normal circumstances, but there was nothing normal about Melissa.  
 
         The last item was a square block with a set of screws on each side. She opened the block and adjusted it around his balls with them cradled in between the blocks.  
 
         “What is that?” Bruce asked.  
 
         “You’ll see.” 
 
         She began stroking his cock, massaging his shaft until he was nice and hard, throbbing at her touch. Then, she tightened the screws, putting pressure on his balls.  
 
         “Oh! Hey! Wait a minute!” he cried out. “What are you doing!” The pain started as a dull throb, but got more intense with each turn of the screws. Yet, she continued stroking him, and he stayed hard. He bit his lip as the pain grew more and more intense each time she turned the screws.  
 
          “See?” she said. “Feel the pain. Let it wash over you. The pain and pleasure become one before long.” 
 
          He could hardly talk, it hurt so bad. It now felt like someone was punching him in the stomach repeatedly. He wasn’t even sure how his cock was staying hard. Looking down, his testicles were flat, purple balloons.  
 
         “Fuck! Stop! Please? Holy shit, this hurts!” he’d never felt pain like this before. Part of him couldn’t believe he’d gone to the trouble of killing a hooker just to get his nuts squished, but here he was.  
 
         “You’re getting closer,” she said as she kept stroking his cock. His dick throbbing as she squeezed the head of it, while the contraption kept squeezing his balls. He was sure at one point he felt something pop, but wasn’t sure.  
 
         “Jesus! Stop it! Please!” He cried out just as she began sucking the tip of his cock, causing him to throb and twitch. He struggled against his restraints as his body went through a variety of sensations. Pain like he never felt, but the pleasure that drove him crazy at the same time. She kept sucking while tightening the screws until he couldn’t even see straight. His vision blurred as he cried and screamed just before he passed out.  
 
         When he woke up, once again he was lying on the floor of the attic. The only scratches that he had were on his hand from the hooker. The bite marks and scratches on his chest and shoulder were gone. He dressed and headed downstairs before Karen got home. His mind couldn’t process everything that had happened. This time, there was no doubt it had all been real. His nuts were still throbbing. They hurt when he pulled his pants up. Slowly, he made his way to the living room and sat on the couch. He just hoped Karen would be too tired for sex. Why had Melissa done that? It didn’t matter. Tomorrow, he was going to seal that door shut. He was done cheating and done with Melissa.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
         Karen was determined to figure out what was going on with Bruce. He hadn’t been himself in days. Last night she’d come home and he’d had that weird scratch on his arm. He claimed he’d gotten it from a stray cat.  
 
         “Yeah, I went to leave for the store, and some cat was stuck under the car. I spent twenty minutes trying to lure it out,” he said. “Finally, I just reached in and grabbed it and it scratched the shit out of me.”  
 
        She didn’t ask him who the woman in the painting had been. Karen wasn’t sure why. Something told her he would lie about that too, so asking him would be pointless. Instead, she called in sick to work. Except she didn’t stay home. She’d left the house and driven a block away, called in, and then parked just down the street. She was determined to figure out what was going on with her husband.  
 
    *                                   *                                      *                
 
         Inside the house, Bruce sat there trying to get Melissa out of his head. No way was he going to fuck her again. For one, he’d have to kill again just to see her. No way was he doing that. Second, he wasn’t killing again just to have his balls smashed. What the fuck was that about anyway? Except he couldn’t stop thinking about her. The pain in his nuts was gone and was replaced by a burning, a throbbing and longing. No matter how he framed it, he wanted her.  
 
         Sex with her was just too good. Despite the cost to see her or the pain she inflicted, she stirred something in him that made him feel more alive than he had ever felt. So alive, it was worth the cost. Any cost. No. He couldn’t keep doing this. Karen had been skeptical, last night, of his stray cat story explaining the scratches on his hand. He couldn’t keep up the façade for much longer. But Melissa, he had to see her. Before he could talk himself out of it, he was grabbing his keys and heading to the car.  
 
    *                                     *                                           *                
 
         Karen saw him pull out and followed him to the west side. She watched as the hooker got into his car near the underpass. What? Why? That girl had needle tracks up and down her arms and legs. Probably had AIDS and God knew what else. Why would he be picking up a prostitute? This couldn’t be. Her stomach tightened at the sight of the man she loved driving through town with a hooker in his car. In their car.  
 
         Soon they were back at the house. No! Not their home! Of all the places, he was bringing her back to the house? He pulled into the garage as she parked and waited.  
 
         “Just breathe,” she said to herself. Don’t make a scene. Don’t do anything stupid. She waited a few minutes, trying to get her bearings, but it wasn’t that easy. Her husband was in their fucking home with a hooker. “Yeah, fuck this.” She pulled into the driveway, got out of the car and stormed inside. She barely made it inside when she heard screaming coming from upstairs. She ran up the stairs and heard it again.  
 
         This time it came from the walk in closet. The closet? She walked inside and saw a small door in the corner. Why had she not noticed that before? How long had Bruce known about it? She opened the door and the screaming grew louder, except it sounded like a terror scream, not a sex scream. She ran up the small flight of stairs to see Bruce on top of the woman. Except he was holding a knife, stabbing her repeatedly.  
 
         “Bruce!” Karen screamed.  
 
         Bruce looked up at her but something was off. His eyes were filled with this distant rage. She’d never seen him look that way before, and for the first time since she’d known him, she was afraid.  
 
         “Karen! You’re home?” he said.  
 
         “Yes. I called in. What the fuck?” 
 
         “Oh my God! This isn’t…I…”  
 
         Then there was another voice.  
 
         “I knew you’d be back.” The woman said. A beautiful woman in a white dress that hugged her body appeared somehow from nowhere and talked up to Bruce, taking his hand. A group of small men appeared also and grabbed the dead hooker’s body and dragged her away. Karen gasped; the men were about waist high, shirtless and muscular, but had no eyes. Just mouths. Karen pressed herself against the wall as she watched this woman kiss her husband.  
 
         “You should offer her to me,” the woman said looking at Karen. “Then you can be mine for all time.” 
 
         “I—I can’t. Not yet.” 
 
        “Not yet? What?” Karen screamed. “And who is this fucking bitch?”
    “I’m sorry, Karen,” he said. “I can’t explain it. I’ll try to later. I have to go for now.” 
 
         They turned and walked toward the wall, the woman turning to wave at Karen as they vanished into the wall, and then Karen was alone. She ran to the wall and felt along, but there was nothing there. No doorway or anything. She walked around where the hooker had been killed, but there was no sign of her body or blood. What the fuck? What the hell just happened?  
 
         She was so freaked out, she was shaking. Taking out her phone, she pulled up YouTube, went to the Paranormal Stoner’s page, and sent them an email briefly explaining what had happened. Despite Bruce’s teasing, they weren’t all a bunch of stoners. There were a couple of them who didn’t even use pot. The stoners were just comic relief around the actual ghost hunters.  
 
         It was moments later when her phone rang.  
 
         “This is Kyle,” the voice on the end said. “I got your email. This sounds intense. You witnessed all of this, you said?” 
 
        “Yes! It happened right in front of me. This weird ghost bitch has my husband. He sacrificed a hooker to her. It's fucking crazy.”  
 
         “All right. I’ve heard something like this before, but nothing this up close. I’ll talk to Janet. Can we stop by tonight?” 
 
         “Yes! Please! Whatever the fuck this is lives in my house and has my husband.” 
 
         “Ok. Stay calm. We’ll be there in a couple of hours. I just had to make sure you weren’t some nut, but I can tell by your voice you’re serious. Janet knows all about all kinds of blood magic shit. Hopefully we’ll have some answers for you by the time she arrives.” 
 
         “I hope so, too. Please hurry.” 
 
         “We will. See you soon.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
         Bruce hadn’t expected Karen to come wandering in. There was no going back now. Part of him wondered if he shouldn’t have turned the knife on her. No way she would let him stay with her now. How would he even explain this. Melissa must have sensed his concern.  
 
         “Hey,” she said as they walked, stopping them temporarily. “Don’t worry about her. We’re together for now.” She ran her hand down the side of his face, which caused any thoughts or worries for Karen to fade away. They walked further into the Hall than previously. Bruce wasn’t even aware if there was anyone other than them in this place.  
 
         “I think it’s time I show you around,” she said as they went down a long corridor and into a large chamber. There were dozens of screams as Bruce looked around to see people either engaging in various sexual acts or torture; he wasn’t sure which.  
 
         In one corner was a man who was hogtied with a ball gag in his mouth. Around him was a group of men urinating on him. One was squatted over him and shitting on his back. The man was trying to scream, but unable to through the gag. Just down the way from them was a man hanging upside down being whipped by a naked woman with a cat-o-nine-tails. The whip had a series of hooks at the end of each tail. The man’s back was raw and bloody. Pure bone and muscle showed through as she lashed him with the tool, tearing away chunks of flesh with each lashing.  
 
         “What is going on here?” he said. “What the fuck is this?” 
 
         “This is heaven, or hell. Whichever it is to you.” 
 
         “It looks horrible,” Bruce said as his stomach suddenly felt knotted up. Suddenly the nut-smashing seemed tame compared to what was going on here. There was a shrill scream behind him where a naked woman was hanging upside down while a man took a red hot branding iron and jammed it in between her legs. Her whole body shook as she screamed and cried out.  
 
         “Looks like fun, doesn’t it?” Gorn said from behind them.  
 
         “Who are these people? Why are they being tortured?” Bruce asked.  
 
         “Tortured? They are loving this. This is what they want.” Gorn said. “It may be what you want before it’s all over with.” 
 
         “Umm, I don’t think so. Maybe I should go now.” Bruce began to walk, but Gorn put up a hand.  
 
         “Don’t be so hasty. Stick around and learn. Melissa has many wonderful things to teach you. Just watch and learn. Who knows? You may learn something about yourself.”  
 
         Bruce noticed the man branding the woman also had on a leather jacket with a priest collar.  
 
         “That man, he’s dressed like you.” 
 
         “He is also one of the Clerics. He likes to get his hands dirty once in a while. The rest, like Melissa, are disciples. Soon you will be, too. Now follow Melissa. I believe she has a special treat for you.” 
 
         Bruce turned to see she was a little ways ahead of him. He caught up to her and followed her into another room. In there was a naked woman tied to the bed and blindfolded. She was shaking and whimpering as Bruce looked up at Melissa.  
 
         “What is this?” he asked.  
 
         “She is my gift to you. You’ve paid in flesh to see me. So I’ve given you the gift of flesh. She’s yours to do with as you please.” 
 
         “I don’t want her. I want you.” 
 
         “And you will have me. She is just a treat. Do with her as you will.” She walked to a table in the corner and removed the tablecloth to reveal a wide variety of tools and instruments. “There are items here for both pain and pleasure. Something you may not know about the Halls of Dolor. Here, there is no death. Only pain or pleasure. No matter what you do to her, she will not die. So, no need to hold back.” 
 
         “What? What do you mean she can’t die?” 
 
         “Just what I said. I will leave you with her, but the Clerics will be watching to learn your pleasure.” She kissed him on the cheek and walked out of the room. Bruce looked around confused.  
 
         “Melissa…wait!” He called out but she was already through the door. He tried to open it, but it was locked. He walked to the woman and sat next to her on the bed.  
 
         “Are you ok?” he asked.  
 
         “Y-yes,” she whispered.  
 
         “What is your name?” 
 
         “Julie.” 
 
         “Ok Julie, tell me what you like.” 
 
         “I like whatever you like. I am yours.” 
 
         He was getting annoyed by the theme of this place, but at least they were willing to let him do what he wanted. He removed his clothes and began kissing her body. She whimpered as he had sex with her. He got off, but all she did was lay there.  
 
         “Didn’t you like that?” he asked.  
 
         “It was ok. I’m more into pain,” she said. 
 
         “What kind of pain?” 
 
         “Any kind.” 
 
         He looked at the table and took a rod with a needle on the end. He at first gently poked her and she giggled. He poked her breasts and her nipples with it. She seemed to like it, but it was as if the needle tickled her. He put that down and picked up a dildo. This one had small metal spikes on the end. Not the little nubs like some had; these were sharp. Bruce touched the tip of one and his fingers started bleeding.  
 
         He touched it to the side of her face and she smiled.  
 
         “Oh yeah,” she said.  
 
         “Are you for real? Do you want this thing? You have any idea what it is?” 
 
         “I have a few ideas.” 
 
         He took it and used the end to tease her pussy. She moaned as her juices began to flow. As she grew wetter, he slid the toy slowly inside her. She grunted as it went in, then he began rhythmically pumping her. First she seemed to like it, but soon the smile left her face.  
 
         “Ow,” she said. “That hurts.” 
 
         “I know,” Bruce said as he looked at the blood on it as it worked in and out of her pussy. Moving it in and out of her he twisted it as she cringed with each movement then began crying out.  
 
         “Jesus Christ! That fucking hurts! Stop it!” 
 
         “You said you like pain.” 
 
         “Not that much.” 
 
         “You said you were mine.” 
 
         “Please?”
     He shoved it further inside her, causing her to scream hysterically . He pulled it out and saw chunks of flesh and tissue clinging to the barbs. He thrust it in and out of her several more times until his arm got tired. By the time he was done, her voice was hoarse from screaming and the dildo was bright red and covered in bloody clumps. He tossed it aside and removed her blindfold. He wanted to see her eyes.  
 
         She looked up at him, her eyes showing pure terror. He’d never felt this way before, but part of him was enjoying it. Maybe it was because she couldn’t die, so knowing that whatever he did here basically didn’t count.  
 
         “What’s wrong?” he said. “Not enough pain?” 
 
        “Too much. Please stop.” 
 
         “Oh, we’re just getting started.” Bruce said as he picked up a scalpel and used it to cut her lips off. He tossed the chunks of skin on the floor as he looked at the girl’s permanent smile. Her teeth were perfect, and now in plain view.  
 
         “Don’t worry,” he said. “When you wake up from this you’ll be as good as new. Melissa had me all scratched up the other day, but those went away as soon as I woke up in my home. It will just hurt for a while.” He said as she whimpered and cried. He picked up the ice pick and stabbed her breasts with it, over and over until they looked like a pair of bloody balloons had been popped.  
 
         Julie was screaming and crying incoherently now as Bruce stood over her while looking over his tools. Melissa appeared in the doorway.  
 
         “I see you’re enjoying your prize,” she said.  
 
         “Yes, I think so.” 
 
         “Good. Give me her heart.” 
 
         “For real? Won’t that kill her?” 
 
         “No death here. Remember?” 
 
         “Right.”  
 
         He looked at the girl, whose eyes went wide with terror as she began screaming even louder. He grabbed a large knife, cut a long opening in her stomach, and thrust his hand through it. He felt around her organs, feeling the warm gooey tissue envelope his arm until he reached her rapidly beating heart. He wrapped his hands around it and ripped it free.  
 
         Once it was out, he held it out to Melissa who took it and placed it into a small box. Julie lay there crying and screaming as blood and organs oozed out of the opening Bruce had made.  
 
         “There,” he said. “You going to send her home now? So she can heal?” 
 
         “No. There is no death here,” Melissa said. “But some things are worse than death.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
         Kyle walked around the attic as Janet knelt next to the chest. She found the diary in Melissa’s things, along with the article. It didn’t take them long to figure out who Melissa was or what she and her husband had been up to over the years before Melissa’s death.  
 
         “My first question,” Kyle said to Karen. “And I’m not trying sound like a dick. I’m legit curious here. But you all bought the San Antonio Satanic House. What were you all expecting? This place is haunted as hell.” 
 
         “Thanks,” Karen said. “Bruce never believed in hauntings. I kind of go back and forth. I like your guys’ show. But he felt this was such a good deal, no point in letting a bunch of ghost stories scare us away.” 
 
         “This is a great opportunity. You know how many ghost hunters have wanted to investigate here? Holy shit. Our show will get so many views.” 
 
         “Views? Excuse me? I thought you were going to try to find Bruce, my husband. I don’t want this all over the internet. What is your fee? I’ll fucking pay you, but you’re not broadcasting this. I just didn’t know who else to call.”  
 
         Tears ran down her face as she sat along the wall and crossed her legs. “I just want my husband back.” 
 
          “Look,” Kyle knelt down adjusting his ball cap. “I’m going to ask you this. It's another stupid question. You said you watched your husband stabbing that hooker. I take it you didn’t call the police?” 
 
         “No. Some weird little gremlins came and grabbed her body and took her away. What the fuck would I tell the cops?” 
 
         “Ok, we’ll circle back to that part. I’m just trying to understand what you want from us and what we are dealing with. You watched your husband pick up a prostitute, bring her back here and then kill her. Then you saw this dead girl appear and take his hand and they disappeared into the wall. The whole time they knew you were here. So my dumb question, why do you want his ass back? Maybe he’s in hell where he belongs.” 
 
         She leaned up and slapped him across the face. Janet put down the diary and looked up as Kyle stood.  
 
         “I guess I deserved that,” he said rubbing his face.  
 
         “I’m sorry. I love him, and I don’t think this was truly him. I saw his face. His eyes; it wasn’t him. It's like his body was going through the motions, but she’s got some kind of spell on him. The lights were on, but he wasn’t home. I want you to bring him home. Can you do that?” 
 
         Janet walked over with the book and showed it to Kyle.  
 
         “I’ve been reading through this,” Janet said. “They were trying to summon the Clerics of Dolor.” 
 
         “Holy shit,” Kyle said. “They are no joke.” 
 
         “The clerics of what?” Karen asked.  
 
         “Clerics of Dolor,” Janet explained. “It’s Latin for pain. It’s secret order of demons. According to some ancient texts, they were kicked out of hell due to their fascination with pain and pleasure. There are only a few texts about them, but stories say whoever summons them and pleases them will receive unspeakable pleasures.” 
 
         “Oh my God,” Karen said.  
 
         “God has nothing to do with any of this, unfortunately.” Janet said.  
 
         “Except we don’t know if these Clerics are the ones Bruce ran into. Karen saw Melissa. She recognized her from the pictures.” 
 
         “Yes, but if she is with the clerics… I don’t know. This is already sounding like it’s way over our heads, Kyle. I’m not sure I want to do this. It’s clear Bruce had to sacrifice a person in order to bring her out.” 
 
         “Wait, her diary,” Karen said. “He wouldn’t have just up and sacrificed something to her. I bet he found that diary first and she came to him. Maybe there’s a spell or something he read out loud.” 
 
         “I can look, you could be right. No telling what brought about the first interaction” 
 
        In the corner, Kyle, wearing a set of headphones, had out a tablet computer and was walking around scanning the walls and floor with it.  
 
         “There is something here for sure. I’m getting EVP like crazy.” EVP stood for Electronic Voice Phenomena. Often on ghost hunts, hunters would pick up various sounds and noises. Some of these could be attributed, according to some, as sounds from beyond. “I’ll have to analyze it later.” 
 
         “You have an EVP app?” Karen asked.  
 
         “Kind of. I wrote it myself. I can set it to pick up the things I want or to edit out background noise. It beats a clumsy recorder. Plus, that much less crap I have to carry around. I’ve written a few apps I use on investigations. I don’t have them for public use. Only my personal use.” 
 
         “Wow.”  
 
        “He’s really good,” Janet said. “Look, why don’t you try to get some rest. I’ll read more through the book and we can get started here. Maybe we’ll turn something up, maybe not. Either way, you look exhausted. Plus, it will be easier for us to work without you stressing out. Ok? I’ll come and get you as soon as we have something.” 
 
         “Are you sure?” 
 
         “I’m sure.” 
 
         “What about him?” Karen pointed at Kyle. “And what I said earlier. No recording, no live video, no YouTube.” 
 
         “We won’t film anything. And look, it’s just the two of us. We left all the stoners. What fun would a broadcast be with the two of us anyway?”
     “Good point.” 
 
         “Good. I’ll come find you.” 
 
         Karen got up and headed to her room. As she lay on the bed, she thought of the conversation. It was a lot to take in. She just hoped they could do what they said and find Bruce. She’d move out of this stupid house tomorrow if it meant getting her husband back. As she drifted off to sleep, all she could think of was Kyle and Janet kicking the demon’s ass.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
         Bruce and Melissa went into another room and had sex several more times. One thing he realized while in the Hall of Dolor was he had infinite stamina. Either that, or Melissa had a way of making him hard moments after sex. Whichever it was, he wasn’t complaining. After their third time, she took him by the hand and walked him to the center of the room.  
 
         “What are we doing?” he asked.  
 
         “Your next test.” 
 
         “Test?” 
 
         “Yes. You passed your first. You gave your gift back to the Hall.” 
 
         “Yeah, about that. When we left, she was still breathing awful hard. She’s going to get her heart back and go back home? Like I did when you scratched me all up, right?” 
 
         “She’s going through her own tests. You go through yours.” 
 
         A set of hooks dropped down from the ceiling and caught onto Bruce’s wrists. They pulled his arms up as he cried out. The hooks went clear through the skin and muscle, protruding from the other side.  
 
         “Ow! Fuck! What is this?” 
 
         “For your last, test you received a gift. This time, you are the gift.” 
 
         The door swung open and four large, muscular, naked men came walking in. Melissa looked at them and smiled.  
 
         “He’s all yours, gentlemen,” she said as she walked out of the room.  
 
         “What’s going on? Hey! Melissa! Wait!” Bruce screamed as the men each ran his hands up and down his body. One of them took his cock into his hand and began stroking it.  
 
         “Hey guys, I umm….I’m not a homophobe or anything at all. But I’m straight. I only like girls.” 
 
         They said nothing as one squeezed his ass while another felt up his chest from behind.  
 
         “You hear me? Is there a safe word or something? These hooks are hurting a lot. Fuck!” 
 
         One of the men walked in front of him, the man had a massive erection, he leaned in and rubbed his hard cock up against Bruce’s. Bruce wasn’t into sword fights, but his cock grew hard from the stimulation, regardless. After a few minutes of the teasing, the man walked behind him and grabbed Bruce by the hips.  
 
         “Whoa, hey! I’m not…mmmmph!” Bruce grunted as the man shoved his cock into Bruce’s asshole. He wasn’t at all gentle, either, as he thrust and pounded while one of the other men knelt down and sucked Bruce’s cock. He closed his eyes and tried to at least imagine Melissa, which did excite him. Nothing could distract him from the violation happening in his anus as he felt his rectum stretching and tearing with each thrust.  
 
         In a few minutes, the man grunted as he ejaculated inside of Bruce. Bruce wanted to throw up as it felt like the hot jizz was erupting into his stomach. The feeling barely subsided before Bruce felt the crack of a whip at his back. He screamed as the hooks of the cat-o-nine tails dug into his skin and ripped away. The other three men each walked to a table and picked up their own whips and lashed at him. Bruce wanted to cover his face as the sharp hooks and razors caught onto him and tore away his flesh.  
 
         Chunks of meat and skin ripped away from his forehead, face, back, and buttocks and they whipped and lashed every part of his body. Bruce screamed and cried out as his body twitched and jerked, but he was defenseless against their barrage.  
 
         When they finished, one of them held up a mirror so he could see himself, his whole body was shredded to ribbons. He could see the bones of his ribcage and the raw thigh muscle showing through. His face looked like a red skull from all the rips and tears of his skin.  
 
         “Why are you doing this?” he asked, but none of them would speak.  
 
         One of them went back to sucking his dick. He was amazed and horrified he had gotten hard again, but it was short lived. The man stepped away as another took a long knife and chopped his penis off. Bruce cried out, screaming as blood sprayed from his groin stump in a fountain. One of the men knelt down and opened his mouth, drinking in the fresh blood as another rubbed it all over his body.  
 
         They undid the hooks and threw him onto the bed. His legs were so weak he was unable to move. Bruce figured he should be passing out soon from the blood loss, but remembered what Melissa had said. In the Hall, there was no death. Only pain. Injuries that would normally kill a person anywhere else only made you hurt here, and hurt a lot. There was no passing out, no death, no reprieve. Only suffering.  
 
         On the bed, they jammed knives into his eye sockets. He felt his eyeballs each pop, and the warm milky fluid ran down his face as they dug the tissue out of his sockets. Bruce couldn’t see what they were doing, but felt two penises thrusting into his eye sockets moments later. They thrust so hard, they struck the front of his brain. The pain was intense. Bruce had never been shot, but he imagined this was what being shot in the head felt like.  
 
         His mind spun from the pain, and his dark world exploded as he was being double skull-fucked. It went on and on until both cocks blew their loads inside his head. Their jizz ran out of his eye sockets and down his face, mixing with his tears as he began sobbing.  
 
         “Please,” he said. “No more. Please.” 
 
         “We are done with this part of the test,” Melissa said from the back of the room. 
 
         “Melissa. Thank God. Please help me. No more of this.” 
 
        She walked over and put a hand over his face. When she took her hand away, he could see again.  
 
         “Thank you. Thank you.” He looked around and the four men were gone, but Gorn was standing behind her.  
 
         “Gorn was pleased with how you took the pain,” she said. “So he’s moving you to the next phase.” 
 
         “What is the next phase?” 
 
          Jesus Christ, after what he’d just gone through, what the fuck could be next?  
 
         “The wall of pain.” She said. “Or you can go back to your home. Your time here is done. So you have to pay again in flesh. This time in yours. Do you go home and face your wife? Or go through the wall of pain and its rewards?” 
 
         “Are you the reward?” 
 
         “Possibly,” she said.  
 
         He missed his wife, he still loved Karen. But Melissa made him feel so incredible. Plus, the way he’d left Karen the last time… he wasn’t ready to face her just yet. Oddly, whatever this wall of pain consisted of, facing it sounded easier than facing the hurt and disappointment in his wife.  
 
         “Wall of pain,” he said. “I’ll take the pain.” 
 
         Melissa smiled and looked at Gorn who also smiled.  
 
         “Good,” she said. “I knew you’d choose wisely.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
         Karen couldn’t sleep. She’d dozed off for a little while, but after a few hours, she went up to the attic to check on the ghost hunters. Janet was reading through the diary while Kyle was listening to his EVPs.  
 
         “Any luck?” Karen asked.  
 
         “These EVPs are insane. I’m enhancing the sound. I can literally hear people screaming. I could swear I heard one person laughing manically. It's fucking intense.” 
 
         “That’s great, but what about my husband?” 
 
         “No luck so far,” Janet said. “It’s going to take some time I’m afraid.” 
 
         “Can I see that?” Karen asked as Janet handed her the diary. Karen took the book and sat down, flipping through it. She read through page after page of wild sex acts, pseudo-torture tactics and the Clerics of Dolor. Except, there were no hints as to how to summon them, or what Bruce had done to summon Melissa’s ghost.  
 
         After a few hours, frustration built inside Karen. She stood and held up the diary.  
 
         “Fuck this stupid ghost bitch,” she said as she ripped a page out and tossed it onto the floor. 
 
         “Karen! No!” Janet screamed. “We may need that.” 
 
         “For what? It’s not worth a shit!” She said as she tore more pages free.  
 
         “Karen,” Janet said. “Even if it does work, it’s dangerous to anger the spirits!” 
 
         “Anger the spirits? What does that even mean?” 
 
         “I’ve been on some investigations where you got one guy who goes in and provokes the spirits, they say they are fake, they damage the spirit’s property and it angers them. It ends up having horrific consequences sometimes. You need to stop.” 
 
         “What’s she going to do? Possess me?” Karen said as she ripped out more pages. After the third handful, she saw Melissa standing off to her left.  
 
         “You got my attention,” Melissa said. She looked just like she had earlier when she’d seen her. Kyle and Janet both took a step back as Kyle began snapping photos.  
 
         “Oh. My. God.” Janet said as Kyle quietly took pictures until his tablet suddenly exploded in his hand.  
 
         “Where is my husband, you bitch?”  
 
         “He’s happy where he is,” she said. “He made his choice. You must really be a buzzkill with what he’s gone through just to be with me.” 
 
         “I want to see him.” 
 
         “Sure. You can earn your way to him. Just like he’s earning his way to me.” 
 
         “What do you mean, earn?” 
 
         “It’s a yes or no question. Answer, or I leave and never come back.” 
 
         “What do I have to do?” 
 
         “Yes. Or. No? I’m not asking again.” 
 
         “Fine. Yes.” 
 
         “Good, follow me.” Melissa said as she began walking.  
 
         “What about us? We want to see.” Janet said. 
 
         “Good. You come along too. I’ve got something special for you.” 
 
        The four of them walked with Melissa until they were in a long hallway with a thick red carpet. Four muscular, naked men came out of one of the rooms and grabbed Karen by the arms.  
 
         “What the fuck? What is going on?” Karen screamed.  
 
         “Your first test,” Melissa said. “These men will escort you through the trials. You are in the Hall of Dolor. Here, there is no death. Push through the trials, and you will be reunited with your husband. Give up, and you will suffer permanently. It’s up to you.”  
 
         The men dragged her into a room and ripped her clothes off her. She kicked and struggled against them, but it was no use as one man held her arms behind her back while the others grabbed each limb and strapped her to the bed. Once she was strapped down, they took turns raping her. Their penises were all huge. They stretched her out with each thrust, tearing at her vagina as each ejaculated inside of her.  
 
         The pain was intense, but nothing compared to what was about to come. One picked up a large knife with a circular hole cut in the blade. Its bottom edge looked wickedly sharp and the top had an evil looking hook-like blade near the tip. He grabbed her by the hair and cut along her neck. She felt blood running down her throat, and at first, she thought he was cutting her throat. Then, he held a chunk of her flesh in front of her face and tossed it aside. He took the knife and cut again, and again. He was peeling the flesh off her face. Piece by piece, she screamed as she felt the skin from her face being ripped away.  
 
         After a while of his working, he held up a mirror. All she could see was a red hole where her face used to be. Karen screamed at the gruesome sight. Melissa said there was no death here. Did this mean she would permanently disfigured like this? Even if Bruce did find her, would he want her with no face?  
 
         The man handed the knife to one of the other men who began peeling the skin from her arms and chest. This went on for hours. They passed the knife around, ignoring Karen’s screams and cries to stop until she was completely skinned. She shivered as it was so much colder without her flesh to keep her warm.  
 
         One of the men turned a crank that lifted her up by the arms from the bed until she was suspended by the straps in the center of the room, just dangling there. Her red, skinless body dripped blood as Melissa appeared in the room again moments later.  
 
          “I see you are enjoying the pain,” she said.  
 
         “Fuck you!” Karen cried out as she shivered and trembled.  
 
         “We will replace your skin if you endure. There is more to come. Do you want more, or do you give up? If you give up, there will be no more suffering, but you will hang there skinless for eternity.” 
 
         “Let’s fucking do this,” Karen said.  
 
         “Good. You may be tougher than I thought.” 
 
         Melissa vanished again as one of the men approached her with a long, burning torch. He knelt down and thrust the torch between her legs. To her dismay, the lack of oxygen inside her pussy didn’t put the fire out. It just burned as she felt like her body was on fire from the inside. He pulled and twisted the torch, working it in and out of her as she shook and screamed. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw another man approaching. This one was carrying a hand-held power sander. The man looked at her and smiled, as Karen screamed.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
         Melissa stood with Gorn, looking at Janet and Kyle. Gorn was smiling as he looked the couple over.  
 
         “So you two are ghost hunters?” he asked. “Tell me. Have you caught any?” 
 
         “It…it doesn’t work like that,” Kyle said. “We just look for proof or evidence.” 
 
         “That is fascinating. I have some friends who like to hunt also.” 
 
         From behind him emerged two large men wearing nothing but tight, shiny leather pants. Each man only had one large eye at the center of their head, no nose and a perfectly round mouth filled with razor sharp teeth.  
 
         “These are a couple of fellow Clerics, Sheen and Draven. More like Clerics in training, which is why they don’t have their collars yet. They are also skilled hunters.”  
 
         Behind them, Kyle and Janet heard a wail of screaming and crying. They turned to see a maze made up of bodies impaled on spikes. Some were just severed heads, but they were still conscious. Others were full bodies impaled through the groin or torso.  
 
         “Draven and Sheen will hunt you through the maze. You better hope they don’t catch you. I should probably tell you, there is no death here. Only pain. If you make it out the other side, we’ll return you to your world unharmed. If you get caught by the hunters…let’s just say you’ll become a permanent fixture here. You get a head start.” 
 
         “Wait a minute,” Janet said. “We didn’t mean any harm. We were just trying…”  
 
         “Your time is running out before I unleash the hunters,” Gorn said. “At this rate, it won’t be much sport for them.” 
 
         “Shut up,” Kyle said taking her hand. “Let’s go.” He grabbed her as they started through the maze. They ran by one severed head on a spike which began laughing at them.  
 
         “Run, run away!” it said. “Try not to lose your head! Hahaha!”  
 
         Blood dripped from the bodies as they worked their way around. They weaved through the various lanes, finding a dead end at one point and having to double back.  
 
         “Fuck, this sucks,” Kyle said. “I think we should split up. At least one of us can make it out of here. If we both get cornered, it’ll be all over. No point in both of us getting stuck.” 
 
         “We should have never taken this job,” Janet said.  
 
         “Yeah. No time for that now. You go that way, I’ll go back here.” Kyle said as he turned to his right. Kyle thought about squeezing through some of the bodies, but they were so close together, there was no way through. When he tried, one impaled man grabbed him and tried to bite his shoulder. Who were all these people? Were they people like Bruce who flew too close to the sun and ended up here? Or were they people like him, who were challenged to go through this maze and hadn’t made it.  
 
         Kyle didn’t want to find out. He stood looking around as one old woman began cackling at him from the long spike coming out the top of her head.  
 
         “Where are you going boy? You lost?” she said.  
 
         “I’m trying to find my way out of here. You know the way?” 
 
         “There’s only one-way fool! On a spike!” 
 
         “That’s no help.” 
 
         “You think anyone has helped me?” 
 
         “How long have you been here?” 
 
         “What year is it?” 
 
         “In our world? It’s 2017.”  
 
         “They took me in 1983. There is no time here. No death. Only pain, boy. You’ll see.” 
 
         He turned and tried to run away, not wanting to hear any more doom and gloom from the damned woman, but she kept yelling. “You’ll see!” she said. Then. “Hey hunters! He’s over here! This way!” 
 
          That fucking bitch! He ran and turned the corner only to find another dead end. He spun around to find one of the hunters right behind him. He let out a yelp as he tried to turn but the hunter was carrying a whip. Kyle ran almost ten feet away, but the hunter cracked the whip, wrapping it around his ankles and giving it a tug. Kyle fell on his face, trying to pull himself away, but it was no use. The whip had him secured.  
 
         The hunter stood over him and hog tied him, and then picked him up like a suitcase, carrying him through the maze. The walls of bodies cheered at his capture.  
 
         “Yay!” they cried out. “New flesh! We got another one! Put him next to me! Impale his head!”  
 
         Kyle tried to struggle but all that did was made the ropes tighter. Soon they were out of the maze and in an empty room. Shortly after he was brought in, the other hunter arrived carrying Janet. Janet was screaming hysterically.  
 
         “Janet! No! Please! Let her go! Please! Take me instead!” Kyle said. “Janet, Janet look at me. Look at me, I’ll get us out of this. It will be ok.” He tried to comfort her. Janet only screamed and said something about the maze trying to eat her. They hadn’t even been in there that long, but she’d lost her mind. Her eyes were glazed over and any attempts Kyle made to calm her fell on deaf ears. In fact, she didn’t hear anything he said. All she could do was scream.  
 
         Kyle understood how she felt, that maze was maddening. Part of him envied her. Whatever was about to happen, he wished his mind would check out as well. He was going to be aware of everything. She was the lucky one.  
 
         “Why?” Sheen asked. “We have both of you.” 
 
         Using a large knife, Draven cut both of their clothes off and with them still hogtied, the two hunters took turns violating the couple. They left no hole untouched. They didn’t feel it was fair that Janet had an extra hole for them to abuse, so they cut one into Kyle’s stomach and fucked that one repeatedly. Both were crying and throwing up through the abuse when Sheen brought in the two crosses.  
 
         They untied them both. Kyle began to struggle, but Draven punched him so hard in the nose, it almost knocked him unconscious. They dragged both their bodies to the crosses and drove steel spikes through their forearms into the wood. They both cried out as the spikes ripped through flesh, muscle, tissue and bone. Then, they drove a single spike through both feet and dragged the crosses into the Hall.  
 
         Pain shot through both of their bodies. The spikes throbbed, while the strain of their muscles to support their weight took its toll. Kyle thought they’d be added to the maze, but instead they were placed into a dark area. It was pitch black. Kyle couldn’t see anything.  
 
         “Janet,” Kyle called out. “I’m sorry I got you into this.” 
 
         “Are we going to die?” she asked.  
 
         “I hope so. I’m not sure how much more of this I can take.” He used his nailed feet to push himself up just to breathe. Doing so sent white hot pain throughout his body. “Fuck, that hurts!”  
 
         Soon something landed on his shoulder. It was some kind of crow, he could see its shadow in the dark. Another landed on his other arm.  
 
         “What’s going on?” Janet asked. “What are these things?” 
 
         “Crows,” he said. “Big ones.”  
 
         Soon, one crow pecked at his forehead. He tried to turn away, but then the other pecked at him. Then pecked at his ear. Then his nose. Then his eyes. Soon more crows landed. Within moments there were hundreds of the large birds on top of them feeding on their flesh and faces. Their screams could barely be heard over the sound of the birds’ feeding frenzy.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
         The four men dragged Bruce from the one room into another. Most of his wounds had healed, but he was still too weak to walk. They strapped him to a set of chains along one of the walls as another wall panel dropped down from the ceiling.  
 
         “This is the wall of pain. It will hurt like nothing you ever thought possible. Your wounds will require healing when you are done. Very few have made it through this. Most cry to quit halfway through, but doing so leaves you in that state forever,” Melissa warned. “You go all the way through, you will go through suffering like you never thought possible, but you will be healed for your next test.” 
 
         “Is that what you people do?” Bruce asked. “You heal us up just to tear us apart again?” 
 
         “It’s all part of the pain,” Melissa said. She stepped away from the panel which was filled with holes that had huge barbs sticking out from them. It looked to Bruce like a giant cheese grater. The panel moved up and down as it moved in on Bruce.  
 
         “Oh God! Melissa! Please don’t make me do this!” 
 
         “I’m sorry,” she said. “It will all be worth it in the end.” 
 
         The panel thrashed up and down at him, growing closer and closer until he felt the first barbs on his skin, along his stomach. Then on his shoulders and face as it ripped the flesh free with each movement. The panel went up and down and then into a circular motion over and over Bruce’s body as his screams filled the hall. After each movement more of him tore away, then the machine would stop for several minutes, just leaving him suspended there before it would start up again and continue tearing him apart, one tiny piece at a time.  
 
         “Oh God! No! Fuck!” he screamed as clumps of him fell through the other sides of the holes. The barbs grind down through the muscle, tissue and even tore through his bones. Bruce wasn’t sure, but he managed to stay conscious through the entire ordeal. The whole process took hours, maybe even a few days. Bruce thought it would never end, but finally it did. Like Melissa had said, there was no death. Only pain. No matter what they did to him, there was no relief and no reprieve. Only suffering.  
 
         At some point, Bruce felt himself ooze through and fall out on the other side, except he couldn’t move. He was able to look to the side and see a finger lying nearby and several other clumps of himself.  
 
         “What’s going on?” he asked. “Why can’t I move?”  
 
         His whole body hurt as he lies there, stinging pain from all over. He could even see chunks of his penis lying just inches away. Gorn walked in with Melissa as they looked down at him.  
 
         “You need to pull yourself together!” Gorn said before laughing.  
 
         “What’s he talking about? What does he mean?” Bruce asked.  
 
         “The wall of pain. It tore you to pieces. You’re lying on the ground in at least a hundred pieces. Just chunks of blood and flesh.” 
 
         “What? Why? I can’t move! Why am I still alive?” 
 
         “You know why. Don’t worry. You passed. Most give up as soon as it starts tearing at them. You somehow made it through the whole thing.” 
 
         “A truly noble effort,” Gorn said. “You are proving your love for Melissa. Soon she will be yours.” Gorn reached down and picked up several pieces of Bruce and placed them in his mouth.  
 
        “What are you doing?” Bruce asked.  
 
        “Why, I’m seeing how you taste,” Gorn answered before eating another piece, and another. He picked up pieces of Bruce’s face and ingested it. Bruce felt himself going into a dark place and getting a face full of saliva. He held his breath as it washed over him while he slid down Gorn’s throat. Bruce watched helplessly as he landed into his own mess in Gorn’s stomach feeling the acid burning his flesh all over churning around and around. More clumps rained down on him before he felt himself going down through his stomach and weaving through Gorn’s intestines.  
 
         Bruce tried to scream, but took in a mouth full of acid that silenced him immediately. Things went dark before he felt himself being squeezed into a tight opening. It tightened around him almost feeling like he was going to burst until the pressure let up and he fell out onto the floor once again. Looking up, he’d fallen out of Gorn’s ass as more chunks of himself were coming out also. Gorn had literally eaten him and then shit him back out. What in the fuck? 
 
         Once he finished, Gorn turned and pulled his pants back up and smiled.  
 
         “What? Even I have to eat and shit. When I want to, that is. Hahaha! Ok, enough playing. Time to get you ready for the next set of trials. Gorn bent down and began piecing him back together. Soon he could feel his arms and legs again as the pain subsided. The burning, acidy feeling had gone away and before long, Bruce was sitting upright on the floor, looking around.  
 
         “There! You’re as good as new!” Gorn said.  
 
         “I want to go home. I want to see my wife.” 
 
         ‘Oh we can send you home, but seeing your wife there may be tricky.” 
 
         “What? What have you done?” 
 
         “Me? I haven’t done anything. She went and hired some ghost hunters to try and find you. She really loves you, that one. Good thing you love Melissa. You have no use for a weakling like Karen. Either way, she’s here now. She’s finding her way to you in her own set of trials. Who knows? Maybe you’ll find each other!” 
 
         “Just let her go! She has nothing to do with this. You can even keep me here. Keep putting me through these forever if you want. Just let her go.” 
 
         “Well, that’s very touching. But not how it works here. She has to go through her own suffering to find her pleasure. Speaking of pleasure, we thought you could use a break.” Gorn pointed behind Bruce and Melissa was behind him on a bed.  
 
         “You want to spend some time with me, lover?” 
 
          “Yes,” he said immediately forgetting about his wife. He walked over as Melissa stood and dropped her white dress to the floor. He wrapped his arms around her and began kissing her as she massaged his cock. She kissed his body up and down and he kissed her as if she were the last woman he’d ever touch again. For all he knew, she was. After what he’d been through, her touch felt a thousand times better than it had previously.  
 
         They had sex twice in a row without him so much as taking a breather before he lay next to her, holding her. She stood and took him by the hand.  
 
         “Ok” she said. “I’m afraid the break is over, but now you know what you have to look forward to.” She walked him into another room. There was a group of men standing in a circle, all of them naked and stroking their cocks onto a group of women, who were going around the circle blowing them while some were being fucked from behind. Bruce wasn’t sure what was happening here, but he wasn’t sure he wanted to be a part of it.  
 
         “Get in the center of the circle,” Melissa said. “and get on your knees.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 17 
 
      
 
         Karen’s shivers went away as soon as the man fired up the sander and pressed it against her body. Clumps of her muscle and tissue went flying as she screamed. He ran the sander up and down her back and along her buttocks. Gorn stood by, laughing and enjoying the show. The man ran the sander down her leg and up the other. Soon he went up her front side.  
 
         He paid special attention to her vaginal area, which sent a special jolt of fiery pain throughout her entire body. It felt as if someone had lit her body on fire from within her own head and watched it explode. Every movement made it worse. Screaming made it worse, there was no forgiveness and no reprieve. When he ran the tool over her face, her screams were temporarily silenced. By the time he finished, she had no idea how much of her was left. By the looks of the amount of bloody sludge lying on the floor around her, she guessed there wasn’t much.  
 
         “Such a great show,” Gorn said, clapping his hands as he walked in the room looking her up and down. “You are a tough one. I don’t recall seeing a lady put up with so much. Look at you.” He gestured to the mess on the floor. “Now you know what it is to be truly naked.” 
 
         “Please,” she pleaded. “I just want to see my husband. No more of this. Please.” 
 
         “Oh we’re just getting started, my dear. You’ve already shown how much you can withstand.” 
 
         “How am I not dead?” 
 
         “We told you, there is no death here. I can piece you back together just like this.” Gorn clapped his hands again and just as quickly her shivers were gone as she looked down to see her naked flesh covering her body once again.  
 
         “Thank you.” 
 
         “You won’t be thanking me in a second.” 
 
         The doors swung open and a group of naked men came walking in. Except, unlike her previous tormentors, these men all were burned to a crisp. Their bodies were blackened and charred, but their penises were long, hardened knobs. They immediately surrounded her as tears ran down her face. Many of them were holding long, sharp rods. One man held a rod up to her and it shocked her. She twitched, but was helpless to move away, as another shocked her as well.  
 
         Soon, they were all shocking her, some were just poking or stabbing her with the rods. One inserted the rod into her asshole and shocked her, sending a burning pain through her whole body. One of them put a dried, crusty hand around her breast and squeezed as it rubbed its dried-up cock along her stomach.  
 
         She cringed as he leaned in and licked the side of her face. The things circled her while they each poked and prodded her with their electric rods until another man came walking into the room. This man holding a large gun in his hand attached to a long hose. The others all cleared away as the man squeezed the trigger and a plume of fire unleashed from the gun.  
 
         The flame covered her body from head to toe. She screamed as she felt her restraints break loose. As she fell free, she took off running, but the fire clung to her, feeding on her naked flesh. She even tried to stop, drop, and roll but that only made it worse. The fire was spreading into her hair, onto her face and all over her body. Her flesh sizzled and popped as she rolled around crying out for it to stop.  
 
         “Good! Good! Enjoy the pain!” Gorn called out. “Don’t fight it.”  
 
         She tried to ignore him as blisters formed and popped on her flesh and her skin melted right off her bones in places. Her eyeballs popped right out of her skull as her whole body twitched and trembled. Her screams grew hoarse as her vocal cords burned up. Gorn knelt down and waved a hand over her, putting out the flames.  
 
         “T-thank you,” she whimpered. “Please help me.” 
 
         “You keep asking me that,” Gorn said. “There is no help here.” 
 
         The scorched men picked up her burned body, which ached with every movement, and pulled her apart. Her limbs easily snapped off with a crispy crackle until her torso was a helpless stump, just lying there. Each man knelt over her and took turns urinating on her face. The acidic urine burned her scorched flesh as it rained down on her. She could see again since Gorn had waved his hand, but the urine in her eyes stung.  
 
         One of the men knelt down and snapped off her lower jaw. The men laughed as she screamed, trying to form words, but none would come. Her burned and dried up tongue flopped around in the open. Another man squatted over her and defecated into her mouth. The shit was long and clumpy. She choked on the brown clumps of shit as she tried to turn to her side, but was unable to generate enough movement.  
 
         She gagged and coughed until she managed to turn her head enough to throw up. A mix of vomit and shit ran down her neck and shoulder as she gagged. The smell was so acidic and raw, it made her throw up again. Karen continued to dry heave long after her stomach was empty. Melissa appeared just a few feet away and bent down onto one knee next to her. 
 
         “Look at you,” she said. “You’re disgusting. Rolling around on the floor in your own vomit and in some strange guys shit. It’s no wonder your husband loves me.” She looked at Karen and ran a finger over her charred torso. “Plus, you look gross. What’s he going to do? Stick his dick in one of your burned up stumps? Maybe Gorn will heal you. Maybe he won’t. Either way, you got a lot more pain to go, sweetie. I’ll make you a deal. I’ll send you home right now. Just say the word. You’ll go home, back in one piece, but you’ll be alone. Or you can keep going. This is the one and only time I will offer you your freedom.” 
 
         Karen grunted something as Melissa laughed.  
 
         “Oh, I guess I should fix your mouth.” She touched Karen’s face and her jaw was back.  
 
         “Fuck you, cunt,” Karen said. “I’m going to keep going. You’re not going to win.” 
 
         Melissa smiled wide.  
 
         “I was hoping you’d say that. It’s fun watching you suffer. I can’t wait to see what Gorn has planned for you next.” 
 
        Gorn appeared next and put his hand on Karen, healing her entire body in a matter of minutes.  
 
         “Aww you healed her all up, I figured you’d leave her a little fucked up,” Melissa said. 
     “She’ll need to be intact for what’s coming. Trust me, she’s still plenty exhausted.” 
 
         Exhausted was right. Her body was whole, but Karen felt like she’d been hit by a train. Every last inch of her ached. She could still feel the fire on her body, and the sander ripping her flesh away from earlier. It was like everything she felt here stuck with her long after it was over with. There was no end to the pain.  
 
         “So what is next?” Karen asked. 
 
         “Next,” Gorn said, “is the river of blood!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
         The men came over and dragged Bruce into the circle as Gorn looked around at them and smiled.  
 
         “So you wanted pleasure,” Gorn said. “Well, here you go. More pleasure than you know what to do with. For them.”  
 
         Bruce counted at least a dozen men in the circle, maybe more. One of them forced him to his knees while the other shoved his cock into Bruce’s face.  
 
         “You better get started, they can be a tough crowd to please. Hahaha!” 
 
         Bruce pinched his mouth shut and pulled his head away. The other man punched him in the stomach trying to get him to take the penis into his mouth but Bruce refused.  
 
         “Bruce!” Gorn yelled. “You suck his cock or I’ll remove your lower jaw and won’t put it back. Then you don’t want to know what they might put into your mouth. Suck it good, too, make him mooooaan!” Gorn laughed again as Bruce slowly opened his mouth and the shaft slid inside.  
 
         He closed his eyes as he wrapped his lips around the erection and tried to think of Melissa or anything other than the huge cock in his mouth. He sucked it up and down as the man fucked his face. He pulled away at one point and threw up before going back to his sucking.  
 
         “How many trials do I have left?” Bruce asked.  
 
        “All of them!” Gorn answered.  
 
        Moments later, Melissa appeared behind the man whose cock he was sucking. She was standing behind the man, also naked and rubbing his chest.  
 
         “What’s wrong baby? You don’t want to be with me?”  
 
         Bruce took his mouth away to answer.  
 
         “I do. But I’ve literally gone through hell for you. How much more do I have to go through?” 
 
         “Oh honey, you’ve barely gotten started. But you make me so hot watching you.” She stepped out from behind the man, spread her legs and began playing with her pussy right there.  
 
         “Get back to work Bruce!” Gorn ordered. So he did. He sucked while watching Melissa. He felt himself getting slightly aroused as the sight of her massaging her own clit and moaning. That arousal was short lived when another man came up behind him and slid his cock into Bruce’s ass. Bruce grunted, wanting to stop and protest, but he knew it was useless.  
 
         The other torments had all been about pain, this was about humiliation. The man behind him slammed his asshole hard. Bruce felt himself stretching and tearing as he continued working on the cock, feeling it getting harder in his mouth. The man’s cock throbbed and he grabbed the back of Bruce’s head, keeping him from pulling away as the man blew his load down Bruce’s throat.  
 
         He could hear Melissa cumming too, but it did nothing for him as he finally pulled away and spit out the man jizz before throwing up yet again while still being fucked from behind. The man behind him let out some grunts and came in Bruce’s ass, knocking him over after thrusting so hard. When they were done, all the men rotated as Gorn shouted “Next!”  
 
         Bruce repeated the cock sucking and ass fucking, throwing up two more times, including when the man came in his mouth again. By the time he was on the fourth man, his whole body ached from vomiting so hard. His asshole felt like it was gaping open as blood oozed out with each thrust of every cock. The fifth man reached around with a knife and slashed his stomach open. This time, Bruce threw up blood onto the other man’s cock. They all laughed as the man pulled his intestines free and strung them around behind them.  
 
         Bruce turned to watch as the man shoved Bruce’s intestines up his own asshole. He shoved them in as far as he could go. Bruce could feel them clear into his abdomen. He couldn’t get over the irony of feeling his guts in his guts. Finally, he collapsed as he coughed up more blood. This time, the man he’d been blowing finished by jerking off onto his face.  
 
         Bruce just lay there crying, all the while Melissa kept fingering herself over and over, and cumming repeatedly. When Bruce collapsed, Melissa bent down and pulled his intestines out of his asshole and strung them over into her pussy.  
 
         “That’s it, Bruce,” she said. “Gut fuck me, fuck me with your guts.” She said as she thrust her hips against his severed intestine over and over. Bruce looked on with both awe and horror as she came on his greasy internal organ. One of the men pulled it out of her and wrapped it around Bruce’s neck. Gorn stood there laughing as he watched the scene unfold. The man tightened it around Bruce’s neck until he couldn’t breathe, but kept pulling. Since he couldn’t die, Bruce wondered how long he would sit like that for. After several minutes with no air, he finally passed out.   
 
         When he awoke, he was in a room with Gorn and Melissa with several others sitting around a table. There was a large overweight woman lying on the table crying. She had been cut open and her insides spilled about. Each of them had a plate in front of them with a different organ on it. Bruce’s plate had a kidney. Gorn looked at him and smiled.  
 
         “I see our guest of honor is finally awake!” Gorn said.  
 
         “What happened? Where are we now? Are we done?” Bruce asked.  
 
         “Not quite. I thought we’d take time out for a little feast. I also thought you’d be happy to know your wife is enjoying her own set of trials.” 
 
         “What?” 
 
         “Yes, your dear Karen. The one you left behind for our precious Melissa. While you’re going through hell to win Melissa, Karen is going through her own hell to find you. Isn’t that fun? I wonder what happens if you both make it?” 
 
         “No! Karen is innocent! Leave her out of this!” 
 
         “She is here of her own free will. Just like you are. We’ve offered to send her home many times, but she wants you. And here you are going after someone else. Husband of the year, you are.” 
 
         Bruce hung his head, trying not to think of what horrors Karen was going through, instead he looked up at Melissa who was smiling at him. Once again he felt his cock tingling, which sent shivers throughout his whole body. Melissa always gave him strength. He was going to need it for whatever was next.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
         Karen looked out and saw a sea of red appear throughout the hall. Waves and ripples drifted throughout the bloody river as Gorn laughed and pushed her in. She landed with a splash and within seconds, disappeared beneath as the sticky crimson liquid closed in around her. She felt it in her nose and tasted the coppery taste in her mouth.  
 
         She managed to bob to the surface and take in some breaths of air before going down again. Karen tried to swim, but it was so thick, there was no way to swim the way you would in water. Her body drifted downward and soon she felt something nipping at her feet. It wasn’t just a nip, but it was a sharp pain. Seconds later, the pain was in her legs, stomach and nipples. She surfaced long enough to get a breath and let out a short scream before going down again.  
 
         This time she went under trying to fight off whatever the things were that were biting at her. They weren’t piranhas, they were tiny fish skeletons. Thousands of them. They all had huge jagged teeth and were biting and ripping at her flesh. Karen tried to swim and kick at them, but they were too fast and there were too many of them ripping and tearing at her body.  
 
         They began on her face as she felt her nose rip free and clumps of her hair tearing free. She felt herself sinking and sinking as the tiny creatures feasted on her flesh. Unable to breathe, she held her breath as long as she could, but soon that was no longer possible. Against her body’s control, her lungs tried to breathe in and instead took a breath full of thick blood. Her body thrashed and kicked about as she drifted and floated into the never ending bottomless river of blood.  
 
         Part of her wondered if they’d let her quit now, but she knew there was no quitting. The other part of her wondered if they would leave her here forever. She’d spend eternity perpetually drowning at the bottom of this bloody river being chewed on by these demon fish. Trying to do something to get air, she twitched and kicked again, but still no air.  
 
         This was the worst thing Karen could imagine. Drowning without death. She thrust her body upward as hard as she could with all her strength, barely making it to the surface, but she managed to get her head above the river and swim just enough to make it to the other side of the river. Once she hit the bank, she crawled ashore, her body completely covered in the sticky red substance.  
 
         She coughed and gagged until she threw up the blood that was in her stomach, mouth, and lungs, taking a breath of precious air. She gasped in several long breaths as if they would be her last. She didn’t bother to look at herself to see she barely had any flesh hanging from her bones. Just several strands of muscle and tissue. A few clods of hair stuck to her head and her eyes protruded from their sockets.  
 
         “Glad to see you made it,” Gorn said standing over her. “I forgot to mention my little friends. They can be hungry little fellows.” 
 
         “Let me see my husband. Just five minutes. If he wants to stay after five minutes, I’ll get out of here for good,” she said.  
 
         “Well, there’s an idea. But I don’t think so. I have some friends who want to meet you first.” 
 
         “What?” she said, taking rapid, heavy breaths. “Who?” 
 
         “The other clerics of course. You’re my gift to them. Not many have ever made it this far. First, let’s clean you off.” 
 
         He walked her down a long hallway. At first it was hard to walk, but slowly, her skin began to form back onto her body. She was still covered in blood. He took her to a large room with a shower. He pointed to it and smiled.  
 
         “There you go. Better wash off. I don’t want to give the Clerics a filthy gift,” Gorn said.  
 
         “Could I have some privacy?” She asked, doubting he would agree to it. 
 
         “Why? I’ve already seen you really naked. This is nothing.” 
 
         “Whatever.” She got under the hot water and let it pour over her skin. Looking down, she watched the blood rinse off her and wash down the drain. She washed the bloody chunks out of her hair and used the soap along the wall to lather herself up and rinse off. By the time she was finished, her skin actually felt soft again. Something she never thought she’d feel in this place. It made her wonder if anything here was real, but she didn’t want to think about that too much. God only knew what kind of hell these clerics would put her through.  
 
         “There you go,” Gorn said. “All nice and clean. Right this way.” He walked her through another hall and into a large bedroom. In this room there were three huge fat men on a large bed. They had misshapen heads with bug eyes. They appeared to be naked, but their flab covered their penises. Karen could barely see their feet. They looked like they’d been bed ridden for ages.  
 
         “Gentlemen,” Gorn said. “This is Karen. She is going to entertain you for a while.” 
 
         “Mmmm, good,” one of them hissed. “She looks so delicious.”  
 
          “I get her first, fool,” another one said. “You killed the last one before any of us got a turn.” 
 
         “I thought there was no death here,” Karen said. 
 
        “Unless he eats you. The last one is still in his stomach in a few hundred pieces. I’m sure she’s not technically dead.” 
 
         “No,” the third one grunted. “But not happy either. Come here… closer. Let me see you.” 
 
         Karen walked closer as Gorn looked on.  
 
         “I’ll let you enjoy your plaything until her next trial, if she makes it, that is,” Gorn said as he stepped out of the room, closing the large double doors behind him.  
 
         Karen took a step closer and decided a couple of things as her mind began to race. The first, that there was no end to these “trials.” She had no doubt at this point that no matter what they put her through, she was not going to see Bruce again if they could help it. Second, there was no way she was going to let these three freaks lay a hand on her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
         “Go ahead, eat!” Gorn commanded Bruce. 
 
         “I-I’m not hungry,” Bruce said.  
 
         “I didn’t ask if you were hungry. I told you to eat!” 
 
         One of the other “dinner guests” sitting next to Bruce, a tall and muscular man grabbed a handful of Bruce’s hair and cranked his head back. Bruce cried out as the man picked up the kidney and stuffed it into Bruce’s mouth. Bruce gagged on the organ which tasted like tar and rubber. When he finally bit through it, thick and viscous fluid filled Bruce’s mouth. It was too much for him to take and after swallowing the first mouth full, Bruce threw his head forward and vomited.  
 
         Gorn and the others all laughed watching Bruce empty his stomach onto the table.  
 
         “Now Bruce, how rude!” Gorn said. “Our host goes to the trouble to serve herself for dinner to you, and you barf her back up like this.” 
 
         Bruce looked up at the woman whose organs they were eating. She was looking up, crying as if her mind were somewhere else.  
 
        “Now. Once again, eat! And I mean everything!”  
 
         The man “helping” Bruce cut into the woman and removed one of her lungs and put it on Bruce’s plate. Gorn shook a finger at them.  
 
         “No, no, no. First, I want him to eat what he threw up. Then he can start on the fresh food.” 
 
         “You want me to eat my puke?” 
 
         “You make it sound so vile, Bruce. I’m only trying to have a nice dinner party here. You’re the one being rude.” 
 
         “Bruce looked at the man next to him who grabbed him by the back of his head and shoved his face down into the puddle of his own vomit. Bruce gagged on the taste of his own acidic bile as he tried to lap it up. He got some of it down, but it came right back up. He made several attempts, but each try only resulted in throwing up even more than he’d vomited in the first place.  
 
         “You’re only making this harder on yourself, Bruce. It’s not like I’m asking too much. Starving children in Africa would love the chance to eat this much. Hahahaha!” Gorn laughed at his own joke as Bruce looked on breathing heavily with his own puke caked to his chin. The man shoved his face back into his mess one more time. This time, Bruce lapped it up more slowly while holding his breath.  
 
         He managed to get most of it down before the man looked at his head. His stomach felt queasy as if it was about to come up again at any moment. He hoped beyond hope Gorn thought it was good enough. It would be nice if someone at least had a slice of bread or a cracker to soak up all the acid in his stomach before he had to start on organs again, but this appeared to be a low carb meal.  
 
         “Well, I guess that’s good enough,” Gorn said. “Go ahead and eat your lung.”  
 
        The man ripped a chunk of the lung away and shoved it into Bruce’s mouth. As disgusting as it tasted, it was a delicacy compared to his own vomit he’d been forced to snack on just moments ago. He closed his eyes and chewed it slowly and swallowed before the man shoved the next piece in, then the next. Before he knew it, he’d eaten the whole thing.  
 
         His stomach was still lurching, but holding strong so far. Next the man ripped the woman’s chest open and cut her heart out. The organ was still beating on his plate, and the woman screamed while he removed it from her body. The man even took the time to cut it up. The woman screamed each time he cut it as if she could still feel it.  
 
         Piece by piece, Bruce bit into each rubbery piece of her heart, blood and vomit smeared on his lips as he swallowed each bite. The coppery taste of blood replaced the nasty bile flavor that previously occupied his throat. It wasn’t a good taste, but it was better than the former. It took him almost an hour, but he got the whole heart down and he closed his eyes again and took a few deep breaths, managing not to throw up.  
 
         He didn’t think he could handle it if Gorn made him eat another stomach full of puke. Thankfully it stayed down. Once he finished, he looked up at Gorn who was clapping.  
 
         “Excellent! See? That wasn’t so bad! You’ll thank me later.” 
 
         “Thank you for this?” Bruce asked.  
 
         “Of course, follow me.” Gorn stood and Bruce followed him. At this point, Bruce didn’t even notice or bother with the fact that he was naked. It was assumed anything he did was going to be painful or humiliating. It was how bad, how long or to what degree that was the question. Bruce just hoped they were close to being finished. He enjoyed watching Melissa masturbate during the earlier trial. She’d been nowhere in sight during the dinner party. He hoped that wasn’t a bad sign.  
 
         “Where is Melissa? Am I almost done?” he asked.  
 
         “You actually are. Only a few more tests to go, Bruce.” They walked down another hallway and then up a long flight of stairs. They wound up and around until Bruce’s legs grew exhausted. There must have been five hundred steps at least. He looked down, but there was only a dark mist the steps disappeared into. When they reached the top, the other side led to a ledge where it was so hot, Bruce thought it was going to burn the flesh off his body.  
 
         “Next, is the sea of lava,” Gorn said. “Jump in and swim across and you’ll have completed this trial. There is no death. Remember. Only pain.” 
 
         “Are you fucking kidding me? I’ll melt into nothing the instant I jump in!” 
 
        “I can chain some rocks to you and throw you in, if you’d rather, then leave you there. How does that sound?” 
 
         Bruce hung his head. He was starting to feel like there was no end to these trials.  
 
         “I won’t win, will I?” he asked.  
 
         “Whatever do you mean?” 
 
         “You keep sending me through trial after trial. I’ve gone through more pain and suffering than I could imagine, but you keep piling on more and more. This never ends does it?” 
 
         “Oh Bruce,” Melissa said from behind him. He turned to face her. Immediately the hairs on his neck stood on end.  
 
         “There you are. I was wondering if I wasn’t going to see you anymore.” 
 
         “I thought you loved me.” 
 
         “I do. Fuck, Melissa. You know I do. Look what I’ve been through for you.” 
 
         “Then complete the trials so we can be together. Only a few more.” 
 
         “Jesus.” 
 
         She reached down and touched his cock, stroking it enough for it to get hard, sending electricity through his body and then taking her hand away.  
 
         “For me? You’re almost there, then I can finish that for you.” 
 
         Bruce smiled wide, and then dove in. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
         One of the large things lunged for Karen. As big and fat as he was, he still moved rather quickly. In his left hand was a large knife.  
 
         “Aww, hold still, little one,” it said. “I’m only gonna cut you up and eat ya!” 
 
         “We want to play with you for a bit first!” 
 
        Karen turned and tried the door but it was locked. There wasn’t much room between the bed and the door, enough room for them to reach her. The next swipe, the knife got her leg, making a small cut. She cried out as she tried to circle around the bed.  
 
         “This one is feisty! I like her.” One of them said.  
 
         The wall was too close to the bed on the far side and one of them managed to grab her and pull her close. She tried to pull away as he leaned in and licked the side of her face. Karen tried not to throw up as she felt bile rise up in her throat when the thing ran his tongue up and down her body.  
 
         The other creature leaned in with the knife and poked it at her, just enough to draw blood, but not enough to do any real harm. She tried to wiggle away, but got one hand free. The thing poked at her again; this time, she slapped her hand at the knife, to her surprise, knocking the knife away. All three of the things looked shocked at her outburst and strength.  
 
         “Great job! Get the knife!” one of them screamed. Karen dove for it herself and rolled across the bed. She got it! One of the things lunged at her again, but this time Karen lunged forward and plunged the knife into his throat, or into the lump of skin where his throat should have been. The thing gagged as blood gushed and sputtered from the opening. Karen tried to pull the knife free, but so much fat closed in around her hand she had to put her foot up on the thing’s head to pull it free.  
 
         The other two creatures began screaming as the injured one howled and gurgled. She circled behind them and stabbed them each repeatedly in the face. Karen made sure to gouge all three of their huge, bug eyes and slash their throats. She knew they wouldn’t die, but they wouldn’t be licking or grabbing at her either. Once they were suitably disabled. She went back to the door. Using the knife, she wedged it in between the doubled doors and using it as a pry bar, jimmied them until they popped open.  
 
         Soon Karen was standing in a long hallway covered in red carpeting. She looked around, but there was no one there. Turning to her left, she padded down the corridor. There was another set of double doors on the right. Behind them she heard screaming. She stopped and opened the doors to see a woman being torn apart by a group of men with hatchets. She lay on the bed, screaming, while one of the men raped her as the others hacked away at her body and limbs. They didn’t even look at her or notice she’d stepped inside.  
 
         Karen closed the doors and moved to another room. This one a man was tied to a chair. He was surrounded by a group of women who were vomiting into his mouth. His mouth was wide open and he was readily swallowing each woman’s stomache contents. Karen felt herself getting sick so she closed that door and moved on.  
 
         Looking through some other nearby doors, she found more people going through other various torments. At this rate, she’d never find Bruce. Why anyone would want to summon these monsters was beyond her. Once she had Bruce and was back home, she’d be more than happy with her totally vanilla sex life. For now, she had to think. Everything here was a sick game to these Clerics.  
 
         She got to another room and this time found a Cleric watching a group of men pissing on another man who was being skinned alive. She came up behind him and put the knife to his throat.  
 
         “Hi,” she said.  
 
         “I wouldn’t do this if I were you. You know I can’t die.” 
 
         “I know. But you can feel pain,” she said. “So tell me where I can find my husband Bruce or I carve an asshole where your eye used to be.” 
 
         “They’ll find you first, you know. They’ll rip your pussy open and shit down it.” 
 
         “Good. You won’t be, though.” Karen felt herself shaking as the rage built inside her. Having this monster under her control, all she wanted to do was tear him apart with her bare hands after all the things she’d endured at this place.  
 
         “Hahaha, you don’t scare me, little girl. Gorn scares me. You and your play knife are nothing.” 
 
         Karen screamed as she thrust the knife into the Cleric’s eye socket. He cried out as black fluid poured out. She threw him to the ground and climbed on his chest screaming as her rage took over. She drove the knife into his face over and over screaming.  
 
         “FUCK. YOU. AND. YOUR. BULLSHIT. GAMES. FUCK. THIS. PLACE.” She screamed with every thrust.  
 
         Finally the Cleric put up a hand as it coughed up a mouthful of blackish sludge.  
 
         “Please,” he said. “No more. I’ll tell you.” 
 
         She held the knife inches from his throat.  
 
         “Go on,” she said.  
 
         He held his head up a few inches and coughed up more black sludge.  
 
         “Last I saw, he was at the sea of lava. They told him he had to swim across.” 
 
         “What the fuck? Lava? Why?” 
 
          He laughed a pained laugh before coughing up some more.  
 
         “You don’t get it, do you? He doesn’t want you. He wants Melissa, his special prize. His dead girl. You’d be best to go back to your old life and move on from this place. There is nothing here for you. Nothing good will come of this. If you keep pursuing this, you won’t like what you find.” 
 
         “I’ll decide that, thank you. Where is this sea of lava?” 
 
         “You follow the hall all the way to the end, you’ll find a flight of stairs on the right; take the stairs. It’s a long way up. By the time you get there you’ll probably have to go into the lava yourself. I don’t know that anyone has ever made it across. Still, just go home. I’ll even send you home if you want.” 
 
         “No, thank you. What is it you people want with my husband so badly? What is so special about him?” 
 
         “What makes you think we want him? He wants to be here. I’ve watched many of his trials. They’ve offered him many chances to go home to you. Every single time, he’s chosen her.” 
 
         “Liar!” Karen said as she pressed the knife to his throat. He put up his hands and shrugged.  
 
         “No need to believe me. Go to the river. Face him yourself. You’ll see it in his eyes. Your husband is gone. Whoever he was before is gone. Melissa has gotten ahold of him. She never loses. Whatever she wants she gets. That girl is something else.” 
 
        “Has any woman from the outside ever stabbed the shit out of you then held you at knife point like this?” Karen asked.  
 
         “I can’t say that they have.” 
 
         “Ok, so I’m not your usual girl either.” 
 
         “That’s a fair assessment. I’d like to be there when you run into Melissa. That should be an interesting confrontation.” 
 
         “Interesting won’t be the word for it.” Karen stood and backed away through the doors. Once she was in the hall, she turned and ran as fast as she could. It took a while, but she finally reached the stairs. She began up the stairway and couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of dread and hoped beyond hope that the Cleric had been wrong.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
         It only took seconds for the molten lava to melt the flesh off Bruce’s body. He couldn’t even scream, as he felt it oozing down his throat and boiling his insides. His eyeballs exploded as he tried to make his way across the fiery lake. He imagined he was little more than a skeleton, yet all of him hurt, and he was still conscious. He was able to see still, though things were dark and fuzzy. He wasn’t even sure how he was still moving or could feel pain. His nerve endings should have burned off.  
 
         In the center of the lava lake, there was an island of rock. He reached the island and climbed out. Smoke lifted off his bones as he crawled atop the shiny stone. Rolling onto his back, his vision cleared up. Raising his hands before his face, he watched the skin slowly appear. He was still in great pain and the heat was still intense all around.  
 
         When he stood, chunks of his skin were melted to the rock and stuck to it. Once he decided he’d had enough of a rest, if you could call it that; he jumped back in. Under the lava, he screamed once again swallowing a mouthful of the painful liquid which melted almost every part of him. He fought through the pain, taking small breaks. It was a good thing time didn’t exist here, because he must have been taking forever.  
 
         This was by far the hardest task he’d been given. Every part of him was endlessly on fire and every movement felt like it was his last, yet he fought through it. He kept going though, motivated by the hope this was his final task. He imagined he’d finish the trial to be rewarded with a naked Melissa at the end to make love to him. If his cock were still attached, it would be erect with the wild thoughts he was having.  
 
         The distraction worked. Before he knew it, he reached the end. He climbed out of the lava and onto flat ground. There was a group of men there who pulled him free and out of the lava. Moments later, he was back in the halls, lying on a couch with his flesh returning and the pain subsiding. He felt excited at first. He had done it! As his vision cleared, he saw Melissa sitting across from him, but the clearer his vision grew, he saw it wasn’t Melissa; it was Karen.  
 
         “Karen? What are you doing here?” he asked.  
 
         “Are you kidding me? I came here for you. You have any idea what I’ve been through?” 
 
         “Did they make you go through the trials?” 
 
         “Yes! Pretty much every form of pain and humiliation you can imagine, I went through just for you.” 
 
        He looked around and saw Gorn and Melissa standing on either side of the couch. Karen was sitting on the seat across from him. All of them were still naked. Modesty didn’t exist in the Halls of Dolor.  
 
         “Wow, I can’t believe you did that,” he said before he looked away and then looked at Karen. “But, you shouldn’t have.” 
 
         “Why? Because of her? You want her? She’s not even alive. I hope you know that. She is the one who put you through all of this.” 
 
         “No. It’s just the rules. I’m almost done with the trials.”  
 
         “What is wrong with you?” she asked. “We were so in love. You couldn’t keep your hands off me before. What changed?” 
 
         “Maybe he met a real woman,” Melissa chimed in. 
 
         “I didn’t ask you, bitch.” Karen said. 
 
         “Like you said, I’m dead and your man wants me more. You should have seen the stuff he let us do to him too.” 
 
         *                                                    *                                   * 
 
         Karen was ready to cut Melissa wide open. She’d arrived at the lake and found Gorn and Melissa there. At first they were going to throw her in, but instead Gorn decided to have Karen meet Bruce at the end. She was sure they had some kind of fucked up game in mind. No doubt he was about to reveal it.  
 
         “There is only one way to settle this,” Gorn said. “I am going to allow true death temporarily. Bruce, you have to decide who you want to be with for eternity.” Gorn held out a long knife as Bruce walked up and took it. “Just kill the one you don’t want to be with. She will die permanently. Then you will be with the other. This will be your last trial.” 
 
         “Really? My last one?” Bruce asked.  
 
         “Yes,” Gorn said. “You have my word.” 
 
          “Bruce,” Karen said. “I love you. I know you love me.” She was trying to convince him, but she could see in his eyes, her husband was no longer there. Her husband’s usual loving expression had been replaced by this longing, this hunger she had never seen. This wasn’t him. If this wasn’t possession, she didn’t know what else you would call it. She stood as Melissa stood next to her and winked.  
 
         “Choose wisely, Bruce, your choice is eternal,” Gorn said.  
 
    *                                     *                                    * 
 
         Bruce couldn’t believe this was finally it. This was his chance, but it meant he had to kill Karen. He didn’t want to hurt Karen. Couldn’t they just send her home? He just wanted the chance to be with Melissa, and to be happy. But, if he killed Karen, she wouldn’t be in any pain either. She’d already gone through a lot of pain and suffering just to find him. That would be over. He’d be putting her at peace.  
 
         Or he could kill Melissa and go back to his life. Go back to normal, how things had been before. Then it would be as though none of this had ever happened. Why not just do that? He barely knew Melissa. Did she really love him? What would happen to Melissa’s soul then? Did it matter? But wait, what about all the trials he’d gone through. All of that would have been for nothing. All the eating puke, being pissed and shit on, literally swimming through fire, all for what? He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He counted to three and then thrust the knife forward.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 23 
 
      
 
         The knife entered her chest, and Bruce stabbed downward, ripping and tearing away and her flesh. Her still beating heart shown through her ribcage as her eyes went wide and she gasped out of shock, pain, and disbelief. She touched the wound, then reached a bloody hand up to Bruce’s face and touched the side of his face.  
 
         “Bruce…I-I’m sorry you couldn’t love me…” she said as she collapsed in his arms. He picked her up and carried her over to lay her on the couch. Her body shook and trembled before it went still. Once it was still, he kissed her on the cheek, stood, and turned to Melissa, who stood smiling, and took her into his arms.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 24 
 
      
 
         Karen woke up in the attic, she was naked, with dried blood on her chest and hands. She jumped awake with a scream and looked around.  
 
         “Why am I not dead?” She asked herself out loud, but she didn’t ponder the point for too long. Gorn was a liar and manipulator. No doubt Bruce and Melissa were in their own little hell and as far as she was concerned, they deserved each other.  
 
         It took her a few minutes to gather her thoughts before she climbed down the ladder to her bedroom and threw on a t-shirt and shorts. She came back upstairs with a bottle of lighter fluid, lit everything inside the trunk on fire, and watched it burn.  
 
         Later that night, she took all of Bruce’s belongings, piled them into a barrel outside and set them on fire. She sat, wrapped in a blanket, watching his clothes and art supplies burn. One by one, she threw his paintings into the fire, the last painting being the one she’d wondered about. The one he’d painted over in black. Now she knew who that woman was. He’d painted a portrait of Melissa, his precious dead girl.  
 
      


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
         Bruce’s trials were, in fact, over. He hung from the walls of the Halls of Dolor nailed to a wooden frame. His blood had been smeared across his nude body like some grotesque form of paint, and occasionally a Cleric would walk by and shit or piss on him. Either that, or they’d pull a tooth, or cut an inch off his cock or do some other horrible act as he hung there helplessly.  
 
         He wished he’d have killed Melissa, he regretted killing his wife, not knowing she was still alive and well in her home. Had he “killed” Melissa, Bruce would have been returned to his home with Karen and they’d have lived happily ever after. But this story doesn’t have such an ending. He chose his precious dead girl and there he hung. Blood dripping from his wounds feeding the plush, red carpet of the halls.  
 
         Melissa was still with him also. She hung right next to him. They were living works of art. Gorn kept his promise, just not how they thought, as was Gorn’s way. Their screams filled the halls regularly. Gorn would come by and taunt the ill-fated lovers from time to time, offering to take them down.  
 
          “Why am I hanging here?” Melissa would ask him. “You told me I would be a Cleric once I finished this trial.” 
 
         “I did, and you will. I didn’t say when. Time doesn’t exist here, my dear. I figured you knew that by now. These are the Halls of Dolor. Everything is a game and everything hurts. One day I’ll get bored tormenting you, but not today.” Gorn turned and walked away as Melissa screamed his name.  
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Prologue 
 
      
 
         The man ran as fast as he could over the rocks and stones. They bit into his feet, unforgivingly cutting into his flesh. Blood oozed out onto the rocks as the Texas heat beat down on his face. He turned to look, but his pursuer was still behind him.  
 
         “Oh, Billy!” his pursuer called out. “Don’t bother running! Your feet have to be killing you by now!”  
 
         He ignored the taunts and kept running, thinking back to how he got here and how things had gone so wrong. The main road wasn’t far behind but that wouldn’t help. He had to avoid the main road. The sun was burning the back of his neck and the top of his head and the ground was burning his feet. He found some brush and hid under it for a few seconds, hoping his pursuer would pass him by.  
 
         “I see some bushes up there, I know you’re not stupid enough to hide in there,” they said.  
 
         Fuck! 
 
         He crawled out and took off running again. He was gasping for air, his throat dry and side aching. Billy wasn’t in the greatest of shape. At five foot ten and two-hundred-eighty pounds he had more than his share of flab, though no telling how many pounds he’d run off in the last hour.  
 
         He’d tried to explain they’d only been having fun. The whole thing was only meant to be a joke. Things had gotten a little out of hand, now he was running or his life from this fucking psycho. Granted, this wasn’t the first time they’d done this. But it was the first time things had gone this far. No one had ever taken it this personal. Usually, they just went back about their business.  
 
         Apparently, that was too much to ask. That was the problem with society today. Everyone took everything so personal. Everyone got so butthurt over the stupidest things. Some good old boys couldn’t even have a little fun. It sure wasn’t worth him dying over.  
 
         There was a hill up ahead and Billy started up it. Rocks kicked up under his feet as he made his way up the hill, but lost his footing. Looking down below, he saw his pursuer coming toward him. They weren’t moving, though, they were just standing there watching and smiling.  
 
         “Wow! You think you can get your fat ass up there?” they called up. “You want me to come give you a hand?” 
 
         “Fuck you!” Billy called out, but his voice was hoarse, he was sure they heard him, though. “Fuck you, you sick fuck! Just leave me alone!” 
 
         “Leave you alone? Now, why would I want to do that?” They began walking toward the hill again.  
 
         Billy began climbing, digging his fingers into the dirt, pulling himself up as fast as he could, using his bloody feet as leverage, though it hurt to push off them at all. He felt like John McClain in Die Hard with his bare feet being torn to shreds. Billy barely made it to the top of the hill when he found some rocks and figured he’d throw them at his pursuer who was coming up after him. None of them landed. His throws were weak and off target.  
 
         “Is that the best you got? That’s pathetic. Big, tough guy like you. Where’s the real rocks?” 
 
         “Shut up! You have a knife anyway! You already cut my leg!” Billy called out looking at the long slash across his thigh. Deep enough to hurt, but not deep enough to cause any real damage. “How about a fair fight?” 
 
         “You know all about fair fights? Don’t you?”   
 
         Billy hobbled to his feet and worked his way down the hill when he found a large stick. It wasn’t much, but it was something he could use. He grabbed the stick and hid behind some bushes, waiting on his attacker. This was his chance to escape. He waited and waited, but they never came. What the hell? After almost an hour, he crept out from behind the bush.  
 
         The sun was going down, it would be dark soon, but at least it wasn’t so hot. He crawled just over the crest of the hill to see his attacker sitting on a rock, drawing in the dirt with their back turned away from him. This was it. This was his chance.  
 
         Taking a deep breath, he picked up the stick, reared back and charged. He got inches from his attacker’s head and swung with all his might, but the attacker moved out of the way, grabbing the stick and swung him to the ground. They ripped the stick from his hands. His grip had grown weaker than he’d thought and threw him to the ground.  
 
         His attacker knelt down next to him and smiled.  
 
         “Billy, I knew you were stupid, that’s why I sat there. I knew it was just a matter of time before you came for me.” 
 
         His attacker stood and removed their ball cap, revealing her head of long hair. She shook it out, pulled her hair back into a ponytail before looking the cap over, dusting it off and put the cap back on her head.  
 
         “I like this cap, it was your buddy’s,” she said. 
 
         “You’re an evil bitch,” Billy said.  
 
         “My name is Shelby. You killed my family you fucking asshole. You and your stupid band of redneck boyfriends. Now you think I’m the bitch?” 
 
         “We didn’t mean nothing by it ok? No one was supposed to die. Shit just got out of hand. It was an accident. We was just having fun. You don’t gotta take it so personal!”  
 
         She stood, took the stick and struck him across the face. His nose crunched as the bone and cartilage broke while blood gushed from the new injury. He cried out as she knelt back down.  
 
         “Well let me tell you something, Billy,” Shelby said. “Now, it’s my turn to have fun. And I promise you this. Shit will get fucking out of hand.” 
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