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From the journal of Victor
Veil…






January 10,
2020.

I write today with good news. Great
news, really. Construction on the structure is finally complete.
The building stands mighty and new, all alone, in a field well
beyond the reach of any neighboring ears. My research into the land
development of this great city has paid off, for I need not fear
that area of the city getting built up anytime soon. That means I
am alone out here. Surrounded by the mystique of old New Orleans,
imbued with its spirit. Here I will make my stand – my contribution
to the modern world!

Now begins the interior rebuild of my
house. It seems funny that I should knock out the walls the
contractors just erected. But should anyone ever get suspicious and
refer to the blueprints of the building, down at the county office,
they will see nothing out of the ordinary. And neither did the
builders before they left. As the only eyewitnesses to this project
thus far, the entire crew sees this place only as an extravagantly
built house.

But alas, now the real work
begins. Decades of planning and research will come to fruition
within the year, as long as I stay diligent. I must be careful. And
I must begin to think beyond just what this place is capable of and
remember who I am building it for.

Myself, and my
subjects.

But there is still so much to do. My
Fun House requires occupants, not just tricks and games. I work now
from all sides. I must remain focused.






March 29, 2020.

The basement is finally complete. The
woes of logistical error that I have endured to make even this one
level of my Fun House a reality! But every sleepless night was
worth it. It is a marvel of ingenuity and creation. It is true to
my memory of the early days at the fair, stepping into the dark,
and experiencing a true fun house for the first time. I believe my
life path was set that day. And that is what the basement is – an
ode to my past.

But I have only just begun to build
out on the ground level. And there is still so much to do, inside
and out. I worry that I’ve taken too much on at once. For there is
no risk until someone steps foot inside the completed Fun House.
But once they do, everything is different from then on. My life is
at stake. I cannot afford error!

Forgive me if I do not write for a
while. There is still so much to be done.






June 18, 2020.

It is nearly complete now. And I have
begun staffing. It is a delicate thing to hire employees capable of
the things I desire, and yet with enough sense to look the other
way on some of my more devious tactics. The interview process must
be thorough. I go again tomorrow to cherry pick from the new
releases down at the city jail. Then to the foreign affairs office
to find the stout and dark sort of men from the African continent
that I need. I will find my staff. My players. My actors. It is
only a matter of time.

Diligence! It’s all that is needed in
this life!






July 30, 2020

I installed the last camera this very
afternoon! There is not much else left but to test the place in its
completed state! The fifteen men I have hired to operate the Fun
House are perfect, I fear. Almost too perfect. Their potential
comes with its own inherent dangers. But I’m confident that the
surveillance system I have installed will cover and murmurs of
dissent. Murmurs, I hope, that will not come for a very long time.
I am certainly paying them enough money!

Now the Fun House breathes.
Later, but very soon, it will live.






August 19,
2020.

This blasted vent system!
It pains me at every turn! But without it, half the Fun House is
registered incomplete. Perhaps more than that, even. Still, I work
long hours into the night, trying to fit the air ventilation
system just right,
only to find I must redo large sections of it!

It will be done, though. All of it, in
time, will be complete. I can’t give up just because something is
difficult. And not something so important as this ventilation
system…its capabilities are the very heart of this Fun
House!






September 6,
2020.

I have been out in the city
while my staff works. It has been a long time since I have joined
the ranks of my fellow man, and so there is much reacquainting to
do, customs to familiarize myself with. But my God – the women!
Beauties, all of them. I was almost overcome to offer a tour to a
fair looking group of college girls, but stayed my hand, remind
myself how long I have worked for this. If I only get one chance,
and by God I hope that is not the case, then I will make it count!
I will find the right women down to an exact tee of what I am looking for. They
are out there, I know. Fate holds them for me. Waiting.

So, tonight I masturbate alone.
Tomorrow? Perhaps I find and the girls of my dreams. There is no
way of knowing when. I must be patient. And as always,
diligent.






October 31,
2020.

It is Halloween! I go to
the city this fine evening to continue the hunt. But before I go, I
will remind my staff to be ready. Ready! Because if this is the
night, if the Gods bless me on this most haunted of evenings, then
we must be ready to execute! I admit, my patience has grown thin,
and I do not wish to wait much longer for the maiden voyage of my
Fun House. I will find them tonight.

Wish me luck. Into the haunted night I
go to find my true beloveds!
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The shuffle of feet down Bourbon
Street was constant. As were the shouts from the balconies, where
drunken men shouted down to passing women, clenching beads in their
fist, trying to lure them out of their shirts. It worked,
occasionally.

Emerson Christine was not the sort of
girl to fall for such a measly trade. She was too pretty and too
recognizable for that anyway. So were the four gorgeous women she
explored the French Quarter with that night. All of them,
especially Rachel Tesh, were famous in their own rite. Some, like
Emerson, more affectionately known as Pilot Emerson, were Instagram
famous.

The group of girls strolled through
the night without a care. They’d had a few drinks at Hurricane’s,
and done an interview with Rachel, a segment about the emergence of
influencers in America. Now that the questions and the filming was
over, they could indulge the night.

There was Natasha Kepler, a
gorgeous petite blonde of about 38, who did local television in
Arizona but had rapidly made the switch to full time travel and
outdoor influencer. It was easy to see why, Emerson thought. She
was gorgeous, cute, and sexy all at the same time. In the little
time Emerson had known her, just these last two days in New
Orleans, she had Natasha pegged as the fun one. She knew how to have a good
time, and she didn’t mind indulging in ‘girl chat’, or rather,
pointing out just how hot one of the locals was.

Then there was Talia
Denton, an absolute wild child of a woman in her late 40s. Emerson
hesitated to use the word milf
to describe her, such an unsavory term, but it was
probably most apt. Talia was a lifestyle host out of Nebraska, who
also did daytime tv, but also had a thriving Instagram of over 40k
followers. The dark-haired one, the naughty one, the one always
with something else hidden behind her eyes. Emerson quite liked
Talia.

And Ashley Taylor. She liked going by
Ashley. Every group needed a tall, thin, blonde bombshell. Not that
she was all that top at 5’7, but she was certainly long limbed and
sexy. Out of Indiana she mostly did modeling now but had a regular
gig at WISH-TV. Her Instagram was formidable at over
200k.

Emerson had grown quite fond of the
girls during the weekend. Getting to be interviewed by Rachel Tesh
was cool, she thought, as she’d been a fan of the gorgeous anchor’s
morning show for years. In some way, Emerson also felt like an
outsider. She was gorgeous and dark haired herself, the youngest of
the group all around, but her Instagram was different. She was a
pilot. Mostly private. And she had gained traction not only for her
stunning beauty and bright blue eyes that peered out from a kind
face, but for her talent as a pilot.

Ultimately, she was just
happy to be there as the five of them roamed Bourbon Street. The
atmosphere was electric. Briefly, Emerson’s eyes caught on a store
named Terrance’s
Treasures, and the two large black men
standing out front trying to lure people in. Soon enough they were
past the shop, but in passing, Emerson could have sworn she felt
some strange draft coming from the shop.

“The night is young ladies,” Rachel
reminded them. “I’m older than all of you and I could go for
another round.”

“I’m game,” Ashley laughed. “Or maybe
a ghost tour? I hear they’re better at night.”

“Honestly I thought New Orleans would
be crazier,” Talia Denton remarked. “It’s like either you drink, or
you go on tours. Yawn.”

“Don’t be a downer, Talia,” Natasha
Kepler pulled on her arm. “We’ll find something to excite you.
Promise.”

The five girls were all in dresses and
heels. Their hair done perfectly, makeup flawless. They caught eyes
everywhere they went, with enough cleavage and ass between them to
feed generations. It was no surprise then that when they dipped
into a tiny hole in the wall bar, that they approached immediately
by men trying to buy them drinks. The women, nearly all of them
married or dating, were quick to shoe the suitors away.

Rachel asked the bartender to take a
picture of the five of them. Emerson squeezed in at the end, five
gorgeous faces smiling, five pairs of breasts shown in varying
degrees of reveal. Just after the picture was taken, a man came in
through the open doorway of the bar, holding flyers in his hand,
and talking quite loudly.

“Opening night! Opening night!” he
shouted. Emerson thought he looked like a squirrely man, a mild
beard, lively eyes. “Opening night of the best and only Fun House
in New Orleans! Only one group gets in! Only one group comes
out!”

The girls giggled. The man turned his
face to them at the bar, as if he were seeing them for the first
time and smiled.

“Ladies, looking for
something off Burbon? Itching for a real haunted experience? Indulge
yourselves in the wonders of my Fun House. Free admission of
course, and even a horse and buggy ride to take you
there!”

Emerson covered her mouth, checking
her fellow traveler’s reactions. It was Natasha Kepler who opened
her pouty mouth first and said: “You’re not going to kidnap us are
you?”

“My dear, how could you say
such a thing!” the man was theatrical and spoke with his hands. “I,
Victor Veil, am the most up worthy gentleman you’re like to meet in
this city! But if you are afraid
to enter the Fun House, you need not
enter…”

“Ooohhh,” Rachel teased. “Are you
chicken, Kristen?”

Emerson reached out and
took one of the flyers. On the cover was an outlandish-looking
building, with a massive sign over the entrance that read FUN
HOUSE. At the bottom: Will you dare
enter?

“Talia said she was bored,” Emerson
smiled. “I say we take a little ride.”

A hopeful look came into
the man’s eyes. His name is
Victor, Emerson reminded herself. He looked
harmless enough. But she could not help but notice that when all
the girls agreed to take a chance on the Fun House, the way his
face filled with color, like a child on Christmas Eve.

He’s awfully
excited, Emerson thought.
I wonder if it’s his.

Emerson and her new friends followed
Victor out onto Bourbon Street, down to the corner, and the five of
them loaded into the back of a carriage drawn forward by two
horses. Victor took the wheel.

And off they went into that Halloween
night.
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Emerson did a double take
as the horse-drawn carriage came out from below a canopy of old
oaks and Spanish moss. There, up ahead, was the building she’d seen
on the cover of the flyer. But it was so
much larger in person. All of the girls
paused in their revelry when it came into view. It was quite
convincing.

“When you enter the Fun House, the
games will begin!” Victor Veil proclaimed as he brought the
carriage to a stop outside of the building’s tall double doors. “Be
warned! Nothing is as it seems it seems inside the Fun House! You
will have to work together to escape this maddening
place!”

Emerson giggled and said: “Is it a Fun
House or an Escape Room?”

“Perhaps it is both, young lady!”
Victor shouted, offering his hand to each girl and helping them
down the small steps leading from the carriage to the ground. “Only
by entering will you ever know it’s secrets!”

Talia laughed suddenly and loudly.
“Okay I take it back,” she said. “New Orleans isn’t nearly as
boring as I thought it was.”

Emerson and the others laughed with
her and took the wide steps up onto the large front porch of the
house. Victor Veil gave them all one last mysterious look, before
opening the door and ushering them inside. Beyond the doorway was
complete darkness. Emerson went in first. The others came
behind.

When the door closed behind them, the
sound of a lock sliding into place echoed with the black
room.

“What the hell,” Ashley laughed in the
dark. “The front door is locked.”

“It’s an escape room,” Rachel said
from somewhere to Emerson’s left. “The only way out is through.
Everybody look for a light switch!”

The girls set about in the dark to
find the walls. Emerson walked carefully forward with her arms out
in front of her, feeling in every direction for some sign of a
wall. The room was larger than one would have guessed. Eventually,
in a quick flash of blinding light, the switch was found and
thrown. It was Kristen who had located it.

The five women were in a large square
room. The walls were painted in strips of black and white, and the
ceiling was a mirror, which made the entire place feel strange and
lopsided. The girls looked at each other, excitement blazing in
their eyes, just the right level of drunk to be enjoying a touch of
the absurd. Emerson went to a small circular table in the center of
the room where an envelope waited on the table. She opened it and
pulled out a letter.

It said:

Four walls you see, but not
all are true,

Look closely now, one hides
the view.

Behind the lie, secrets
confide,

Find the false, and what's
inside.

“How fun,” Emerson’s big
blue eyes blinked slowly. She was starting to feel a tad bit more
drunk than she’d anticipated. “It is an escape room. Listen to this.”
She read it aloud. The other girls quickly separated and tapped in
their high heels over to the black and white walls. Emerson watched
them scamper and giggled: they all wanted to be the one to crack
the first room.

Emerson turned around and made for the
wall nearest her. She was quite alone over here, with the rest of
the girls separating to the other two walls that were not the
exterior one they’d just come through. Emerson had the back wall to
herself. She adjusted the straps of her blue dress, making sure her
breasts would not fall out as she knelt down to feel along the
baseboard. It was intricately carved with strange designs and
shapes. She ran her fingers along it slowly, feeling for anything
that might act as a lever or a button.

When she fell abruptly through the
floor into pitch darkness, not a one of the other girls even
noticed.
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From the journal of Victor
Vail…


October 21,
2020.

I write feverishly now, for what I
have witnessed must be catalogued beyond just its video
evidence!

I found them. The women of my dreams.
The ones meant to walk the halls of my Fun House. I knew I would.
And my goodness, how beautiful they are! Each and every one! I am
so full of excitement and anticipation that I must log these things
now before a new intoxicating emotion takes its place!

I recognized them immediately. Each
and every one of them. It was like a dream – like fate sending me a
care package. Rachel Tesh, Ashley Taylor, Pilot Emerson, Kristen
Kepler, and Mrs. Talia Denton! Mine! ALL MINE!

I watched them for a long time.
Trailing them down Bourbon until they stopped in at a bar. I waited
for the show of machoism to pass and then made my mood. Having
overheard one complaint of her boredom, I thought a straightforward
approach was in order. It worked! And quickly I showed them away
from the bright lights of that debaucherous place.

Upon dropping them at the front door
and ceiling it shut with the five inside, I quickly made for my
viewing room. This is accessible through steel cellar doors I have
installed on the west side of the property. Down I went to a room
already lit with many screens. Quickly I sent notice via walkie
talkie to my entire staff – the time has come! We are
live!

And then I settled into watch what I
relay to you now.

Emerson the Pilot was the first to go.
She tripped the motion reader within the baseboard and a classic
trap door swallowed her up. The slide I concocted to take her down
to the lower level was soundproof, and with the trap door closing
within a second of it opening, it wasn’t for another few minutes
that the other girls even realized she was gone! Emerson screamed
the whole way down, but the amusement in her voice was undeniable.
She was having fun. She was enjoying my fun house. I wondered how
much longer that might last?

Before joy gave way to
ecstasy.

The slide swirled her down to the
basement. Lights of every color lined the slides downward,
spiraling trajectory, and by the time it spit her out onto a
landing pad of foam, I could tell she was quite disoriented. Never
mind the gas I had pumped into the foyer while they searched for a
way out. Now, she stood in total darkness, reeling, until I
triggered the lighting display within.

Emerson staggered back at what she
saw! A hall of mirrors, laboriously modeled after some of the
greatest in the history of the traveling carnival. Staring back at
her was a thousand other Emilies, eyes like blue fire, her red lips
whispering a thousand sighs. Licking my lips I waited for her to
make her first move. The other girls were still fumbling about in
the foyer while their dear friend stood thirty feet below in a mad
house!

“This is different,” I
heard her say into the maze. Then, with her arms outstretched, she
ventured forward. She learned quickly that what appeared to be a
wide starting space was merely a hallway. Her hands met glass, and
she turned to quickly for what she assumed was the correct way and
bopped her precious, pretty nose. She was startled but laughed it
off. Eventually, snaking this way and that, redirecting herself
multiple times, Emerson came to a fork in the maze. Above the
mirrored fork was a sign that read: Which
way is out? Which way is through?

She thought about it a moment. I could
see her electric blues in concentration. Emerson took a breath and
made her decision, taking the pathway on her right-hand
side.

Oh how happy am I to report that she
chose this way!

The maze evened out. Became less
unpredictable. Filled her, I hope, with some false sense of hope.
She might have become excited at the prospect of completing the Fun
House before her friends did, and perhaps this is what drove her to
push on so recklessly! Finally she came to a door that was not
mirrored but made of strong wood and oak.

Another sign read:
Through.

I could tell she didn’t
quite know what to make of that. But if she was considering turning
around, she didn’t show it. Besides, I doubt
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