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“You are the dead. Remain exactly where you are and don’t move until you are ordered!”

—Big Brother
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Doctor Kevin Doyle tied off the last stitch in his old friend’s hand, then inspected the sutures he’d installed on his head earlier. “Well, that should do it, Ambrose. Make sure you book another appointment at the desk on your way out. And don’t forget to take your antibiotics.”

Ambrose Sawyer rolled his eyes but didn’t argue with the good doctor. “OK, Kevin. Sorry I had to come in on such short notice. When should I come back to take these stitches out?”

Doctor Doyle answered while he cleaned the wounds with antiseptic. “Well, head wounds usually only take a couple days to heal. But that chunk out of your hand was between two joints, so that will take a while longer. Better give it at least a week or so.”

Ambrose got up to leave, trying to avoid putting too much pressure on his recently sewn leg. He thought he was going to make a clean getaway without having to explain his injuries. Most citizens in Hell knew all about Smokey’s victory by now. He avoided going to the hospital because he didn’t want his buddy to give him a hard time about what happened. It had been his foolish mistake of dragging one of the Hellions into his home that had caused the damage to himself. Ambrose regretted that decision enough already; he really didn’t need to be lectured about it.

“So that was a pretty nasty infection, Ambrose. Why didn’t you come see me sooner?”

Ambrose sighed as he put on his coat and hat. “You know why I didn’t want to come here, Kevin.”

“Was it because you were too embarrassed? Honestly, Ambrose, what in this Hell were you thinking? You’re lucky those kids didn’t kill you!”

Ambrose rubbed the lump under his hat as he remembered the painful incidents. “Yeah, I know.”

“Look, I understand what you’re going through. I lost my wife too, remember? You have a fair pension from working at Hell’s hydro plant now. Things could be worse. There are plenty of people who suffer a lot more. Just try to enjoy the rest of your retirement, OK? You can’t let those Hellions get to you.”

Ambrose’s hand went from the swollen bruise on his head to the stitches where the chunk of his hair had been. “Well, they finally got what they were after. Maybe they will leave me alone now.”

Doyle studied his pal, not really sure what to say. “Maybe they will, Ambrose. I sure hope so.”

Just as Ambrose was about to leave, both friends heard the front glass doors smash to pieces, along with a few panicked screams. All the hospital lights flickered at random, and a gust of wind blew down the hallway, sending papers and other small items streaming past the doctor’s operating room.

Doctor Doyle ran out to see what was going on. When he saw Roy and Eddie Campbell floating towards him, he slowly backed inside. Ambrose knew that something Hellish was going on since the explosion, but the expression on the doctor’s face worried him deeply. As Hell’s leading physician, Kevin Doyle had seen many atrocities, so it usually took a lot to spook him.

When the Campbell boys entered the room, Sawyer understood all-too-well Doyle’s sudden fear. The doctor despised this family, much like Ambrose hated Lilly Kubrick and the Hellions. Of course, Kevin could never say or even think how he really felt towards them. He had to keep his mind clear for his family and the hospital’s sake.

Both brothers revolved in the strobing lights a few times after their grand entrance to let the fear sink in. Finally, Roy thought. Sorry about the front doors. I would have called to make an appointment, but my mother told me she’d already tried that.

Doyle decided to speak rather than think his response. He never felt comfortable having internal conversations with these Demons since the last incident with Mazzy Campbell. Just one uncontrolled thought could be the death of him. “I assume this is regarding your sister’s condition since the birth of her child? Your mother told me she didn’t think it was an emergency, so I told her I would check on Stacy as soon as possible—”

Emergency? What in Hell is more important than our sister?

“This hospital has been overfilled with victims in critical state since our Lord and Master increased random beatings—”

I don’t give two drops of piss how many Pigs are suffering. Maxwell can keep them crawling in ‘til they pile up to the roof for all I care.

“I was only following the Dark Lord’s instruction to repair his property. I was informed that was a top priority—”

Roy Campbell levitated Doctor Doyle until his head hit the ceiling. Suddenly, everything that could be used as a weapon in the room spiraled around Kevin in deadly proximity. A large syringe stopped its cycle and pointed directly to his left eye. Oh, I understand now. It’s all about priorities, thought Roy. So, would not losing an eye be considered a high priority right now?

“Ahh, yes! Indeed, it would be, Master!”

So, I suggest you get your priorities straight and forget about the Lost Souls.

“Umm, forget, Master? In what sense?”

Now a scalpel stopped spiraling and focused on the doctor’s scrotum. In the sense that if you don’t get your wrinkled ass to see my sister right now, I’m gonna cut your balls off at the knees.

Doyle looked down at the knife as it made cutting motions near his genitals. “I see your point, Master.”

Roy’s agitation towards the doctor had whipped the air in the room into a frenzy, causing the cap on Ambrose’s head to fly off. Eddie Campbell took immediate notice of the incident and laughed in their minds hysterically. Hey, Roy! Look at the lid on old man Sawyer here!

The distracted older sibling released Doyle. The unexpected fall from that height caused his knees to buckle, so he fell backward and landed on what the Demon had described earlier as a rumpled rear. Roy responded internally with a frustrated tone: What? I don’t give a shit about that right now!

Eddie continued to chuckle uncontrollably at the state of Ambrose. What happened to you? Did Smokey take a little too much off the top or something?

Ambrose rushed to help Kevin Doyle get back onto his feet. Out of anger, Sawyer thought to himself, That Demonic punk! Making fun of me when it’s him that’s thirteen years overdue for a haircut!

Eddie Campbell pressed Ambrose against the wall telepathically, then drifted in closer to the man. What the fuck did you just say about me?

Sawyer kept his eyes cast down out of respect, but said sarcastically, “I never said a word about you.”

Eddie flung Ambrose across the room so hard that he almost went through the opposite plaster wall. The assault caused all his stitches to bust open and bleed out profusely. Doctor Doyle ran to his friend’s aid, wrapped his hand in a dressing to stanch the flow, and then ordered him to press it against his head. He spoke calmly to Ambrose, “One of my staff will fix you back up. I must go attend to Stacey Campbell right away.”

You hear that, Eddie? Sounds like the doctor here finally got his priorities straight. I guess we can leave this shithole now and wait for him to come pay us a visit.

As the Campbell brothers left the room, every object that was animated earlier dropped to the floor. Yeah, let’s get the fuck out of here, Roy. This place is depressing.

Doyle cautiously escorted the Demons down the hall at a safe distance to make sure they left. As they exited the broken entranceway, the lights stopped flickering, and the spiraling wind created a sudden vacuum as it followed the boys out. When it felt safe to do so, the doctor thought to himself, Thankfully, Scott and Cathy were out on house calls. No doubt they would have harmed them instead to get to me.

The secretary hiding behind the front desk got up and started to readjust herself in a vain attempt to look professional. Doyle turned away from the shattered doors and spoke to the disheveled clergyperson. “Please clean up this mess and see to it that somebody looks after Mr. Sawyer.”

“Yes, Doctor. Are you going somewhere then?

“Ah... yes. Please hold my calls; I must pay a visit to the Campbells’ estate.”

***
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Kevin Doyle rang the front doorbell at the Campbells’ place. The summoning chime eerily resembled the bells from the Church of Satan. It wasn’t long before the immense wooden doors opened to reveal the Campbells’ oldest son, Roy. Doctor Doyle? This is a pleasant surprise. What brings you to our humble home?

“Ah, hmmm... I believe your twin sister hasn’t been feeling well since the birth of your niece. I have come to check on her condition.”

Well, how good of you to stop by. Especially with all the trouble that’s been going on in Hell lately. You must be a very busy man.

“Umm... yes, quite busy, Master. But this is more important. I have my... umm... my priorities— you know.

Ah... yes. We all have those—what did you call them? 

“Priorities, young Master.”

Right...

Roy Campbell drifted in reverse to let the doctor inside. Doyle tried his best to make himself comfortable by hanging his overcoat and hat onto a bone rack near the front entrance. He picked up his medical bag, then proceeded to follow the Demon farther into the Hellhouse. Roy guided him into a vast lounging area that had an extra-tall ceiling for family comfort. When they entered the room, Doyle noticed that the Lady of the House, Mellissa Campbell, was deeply involved in a telephone conversation.

“No, my Lord, I certainly did not send the boys to fetch the good doctor.”

Kevin could hear the Ultimate Ruler of Hell yelling accusations from the other end. It was clearly obvious He was upset by what had just transpired at the hospital. Mellissa responded calmly-but-sternly. “Of course, I don’t condone their behavior. But you can understand their desperation when they were so concerned for their sister.”

More screaming from the phone.

“I’ll remind Roy and Eddie that this type of conduct will not be tolerated. And yes, we will pay for any damages, obviously,” promised Mellissa.

The tone from the receiver was calmer now, and barely audible from the doctor’s position. Mellissa Campbell tried to change the subject by making small talk with the Dark Lord, asking polite questions about his wife and kids. After she felt like the situation had been defused, Mrs. Campbell concluded the conversation and hung up. She took a long sip of wine to calm her nerves, then rose from her favorite armchair to greet the doctor. Mellissa gave her son Roy a sly smirk that confirmed to Doyle that she was in on the whole thing. He assumed that she probably masterminded the entire plan.

“I have to apologize for the boys. I hope they weren’t overly dramatic in your place of business?”

“Nothing that cannot be repaired, my Lady. That is very generous of you to cover the destruction.”

Mellissa Campbell put on an expression of mock confusion. “Did I tell you I was going to pay for that?”

Doyle could hear Roy laughing in his mind. Clearly, Mrs. Campbell had no intention of compensation. She had only told their Ruler that to get back into His good favor. Kevin felt burned, but could do nothing but absorb the cost. The money lost would be extensive but preferable to insulting a Demonic family. “Umm... so... please explain some of the symptoms your daughter has been having since the birth of her baby.”

Mellissa Campbell covered her eyes with the palms of her hands, then shook her head desperately. When she uncovered her face, she looked close to tears. “I don’t know what’s wrong with her. All I can tell you is that she’s dreadful!”

“Please, try to explain, my Lady.”

Mellissa looked at her son momentarily for support, then said, “Well, first of all, she hasn’t eaten or drank anything since Sofia was born.”

Doyle pondered this.

Blood-born Campbells rarely ate or drank much of anything because they didn’t need to burn many calories—with exception to the man of the house, Thomas Campbell, who drank excessively, but only because he enjoyed it. Still, it was unnatural for the girl to go this long without any kind of sustenance. The doctor pulled out his pen and pad to take notes. Demons were a lot harder to diagnose, so he didn’t want to overlook any details. “I see your concern, Mrs. Campbell. Is there anything else you can tell me?”

“Oh, yes, there is much more, doctor. She rarely even speaks and hasn’t left the house. She’s totally incapable of raising her own daughter. And every night, she gets worse. On the rare occasion that she ever sleeps, I fear that she will not wake up!”

Mellissa broke into tears now. Doyle could almost feel for her. As evil as this woman was, she was still a mother. He could almost identify with her from the way he felt towards his own kids. “Yes, this is deeply troubling indeed. I should see her right away,” said Doyle.

Mellissa led the doctor upstairs and down the hall to the girl’s bedroom. He couldn’t help but recall all the horrible memories of his last encounter here. Doyle was hoping to not have to deal with this diabolic family for quite some time. He definitely hadn’t been expecting a return here so soon. Stacey’s mother rapped lightly on the girl’s door and warned the unstable Demon of her approach, “Stacey, I have brought the doctor here to see you.”

Silence. 

“OK, sweetheart. We’re coming inside now.”

Doctor Doyle was concerned about Mellissa’s cautious proceedings. If she was scared to upset the Demonic girl, then what chance did he have? Kevin was extremely leery of following Mrs. Campbell inside, but had no choice. He relaxed slightly when he saw the state of Stacey. She was pathetic! Her head drooped down more than usual and tilted to one side. She looked like she barely had the energy to levitate herself and hardly spun around. The doctor counted a full minute internally before she completed a full rotation. “I don’t want to alarm you, my Lady, but her situation doesn’t look good. Do I have your permission to examine her?”

“Yes, of course, do what you must. That is why you are here.”

Doyle cleared his throat and cautiously moved forward. He set his medical bag near her dangling feet, then took another reassuring look at Stacy’s mom over his shoulder. Mellissa nodded her head to continue, but her expression gave away her uncertainty for his safety. Kevin Doyle took a calming breath and reached into the medical bag for his stethoscope. He inserted the ear tips, then carefully unbuttoned Stacey’s blouse. Again, the doctor’s mind raced back to the last time he had attempted to innocently examine the Devilish girl. She had turned it into a sexual encounter that nearly caused him to ejaculate in front of her whole family. Surely, she didn’t have the strength to cause another scene like that. Well, hopefully...

Doyle rubbed the bell of his instrument with his hands to ensure it was body-temperature. He didn’t want to shock or surprise the Demon, even in this weakened condition. With that job done, he placed it on her bony chest. The beating of the monster’s heart was slow, less than half the speed of an average human. Hmmm... perfectly normal for a Campbell, he thought.

The doctor had to follow her slow spin to time the beats. When the girl’s back blocked her mother’s view of him, Doyle felt the flat probe guide itself towards her breast against his will. It made small circles around her areola until her nipple perked up. The doctor’s heart began to pound in his chest as he heard her start to moan in his mind. Are you going to insert your thermometer now? Do I get to choose where you put it in?

Doyle tried frantically to pull away, but the metal appeared to be stuck to her bosom like she was magnetized. What in Hell was going on here? Was this crazy bitch just putting on an act this whole time to play sexual games? He tried not to flatter himself by thinking so. In fact, he was trying his damnedest not to think about anything at all. As he began to turn back into Mellissa Campbell’s view, the object he had been pulling on suddenly became unglued. Kevin yanked the tool out of his ears and threw it into the bag in disgust. He wanted to leave the room, suspecting that this was all a trick, but needed to be sure she was not seriously ill before he left.

The humble doctor reached under Stacey’s overgrown bangs and placed his hand upon her forehead. Her temperature was less clammy than expected, but he suspected she was just flushed from the recent erotic confrontation instead of having a fever. Satisfied now, he turned towards her mother. “Mrs. Campbell, I am convinced your daughter is not physically ill. Instead, I believe she is suffering from a serious mental disorder.”

Mellissa Campbell cocked her head. “Whatever do you mean?”

Doyle stared at his pad to read his notes.

-lack of appetite

-depression

-anxiety 

-inability to care for a newborn child

-exhaustion

-agoraphobia

“I believe Stacey has postpartum depression,” Doyle diagnosed.

Stacey’s mom appeared to be even more confused. “Depression? Are you telling me she’s just sad? She looks ready to die!”

Doyle considered the diagnosis. He was well-versed in physical and psychological afflictions from the vast library he’d received from the First and Second Legs of Hell to study his practice. He had seen many cases of postnatal despondency with Damned patients. It was pretty common for new parents in Hell to worry severely about their offspring’s future in this Infernal Region. This would be the first case of a Demon having the “baby blues” he had ever heard of, but he was still wholly sure of his decision. “It’s much more complicated than that, Mrs. Campbell.”

“Explain.”

“Umm... well... a hormonal change in the body, plus the stress of being a new mother, can sometimes cause a complete breakdown. I also suspect the death of the baby’s father might have caused her situation to become more severe.”

Mellissa began to nod her head, seeing sense in this. “So how do you help her? Is there some type of medication that can fix this?”

“In cases where I detect a risk of suicide or harm to a newborn child, I prescribe antidepressants. Most cases are usually resolved with psychotherapy.”

“I’m sorry, psycho— what now?”

“Psychotherapy, my Lady. Basically, it’s just medical counseling.”

Mellissa Campbell paced the room now, trying to absorb all this new information. “So, you’re saying you can repair her predicament simply by talking to her?”

“I believe so. Once we get to the root of what is distressing her so much, the condition is usually reversible.”

“And this has worked with other patients, with the same ailment?”

“Yes... most often.”

Mellissa seemed to relax somewhat, deciding to put some faith in what the well-respected medical man had just explained to her. “So, where do we begin?” she asked.

“Ah... well— since I’m already here. We can start her first session right now. The first step is trying to get Stacey to bond with Sofia—”

I already love Sofia! Stacey defended.

Mellissa cupped her hands over her mouth, causing Doyle to rephrase the suggestion.

“Of course you do, young Lady. That’s why I think spending more time with her will make you better.”  

I want to get better... please help me... Stacey Campbell’s thoughts broke off into what could only be described as wailing.

Doyle couldn’t believe what he thought he was hearing. First, he was surprised that a Demon raised in Hell could suffer from a similar affliction as a Lost Soul. But this was unfathomable! Indeed, he’d never suspected in his wildest imagination that such a beast was capable of... crying?

But indeed, it was sobbing!

“Umm... that’s it, young master... just let it all out. You’ll feel much better after.”

Doctor Doyle gave Stacy some time to weep and compose herself. Her mother wept nearby and occasionally stroked her long, greasy black hair to console her.

I think I feel a bit better now... Stacey reassured them after she finished crying it out.

Mellissa Campbell continued to cry, but she was also smiling.

Kevin was sure they were tears of joy now. The doctor was also relieved by the positive progress. “That’s the spirit, little Lady! You’re already on the road to recovery. Now, if you’re ready, I would love to see your beautiful daughter again.” The words he used were exaggerated, but he did have to admit that he was curious what state the child was in.

Very few Damned citizens had ever seen an infant Campbell. They usually stayed indoors for most of their formable years and focused on their personal studies. It wasn’t until much later that they would attempt to fit into society. Doyle also assumed that it took some time for them to get over the trauma of having their necks broken at birth.

Stacey seemed to liven up at the invitation. Doyle counted thirty seconds per revolution now. Average Campbell speed! Mellissa was ecstatic; she laughed with alleviation. The hopeful mother even shared a smile with the doctor.

Stacey drifted by them, seeming eager now to show off Sofia. She’s in her playroom with the sock monkey Annabella gave to her. She never goes anywhere without it.

Doctor Doyle followed both mother and Demon, then questioned, “I beg your pardon? She is playing with what exactly?”

Now it was Stacy’s mother that provided an explanation. “A sock monkey. Annabella Kubrick gives one to all newborn Demons after they are born. They’re absolutely adorable!”

Kevin tried to understand. He’d read about many animals that once existed in the First Leg of Hell before it was ruled by The Beast. Monkeys were considered to be evil because they resembled people. They had even convinced the unfaithful that they were genetically related to them somehow. He had studied various breeds of the tricky simians but had never heard of ones called “socks.” Doyle shrugged his shoulders, then entered Sofia’s recreation area.

The doctor couldn’t believe what he was seeing. The baby Campbell was orbiting the room in hysteria, with Demonic trinkets flying everywhere. Doyle focused on some spiraling wooden blocks with satanic engravings on them. They arranged themselves to spell the phrase   F-U-C-K- Y-O-U then broke apart to cause havoc elsewhere. Kevin couldn’t concentrate on anything for too long. When he was amazed by something, his attention was soon distracted by different objects that were even more perplexing. An abacus! Could the recently delivered child be capable of counting already?

No... impossible! But wait! Clearly, those were numbers and words being scribbled all over the walls with a pencil, guided by invisible hands. The confounded doctor was speechless. He removed his glasses and cleaned them with his shirt involuntarily, not trusting his own eyes. He focused on the only thing that had not strayed too far from the Hell-spawned offspring when he replaced the spectacles. Surely, this must be the sock monkey.

Doyle laughed out loud when he realized his earlier mistake. “Ah-hah! I understand now! A monkey made out of socks! Very clever...”

Kevin nodded in respect to the ingenious construction of the fabric animal. The toe and heel parts of the woolen foot coverings resembled the anthropoid’s paws and face. The black buttons for the eyes were also a nice touch; their beady appearance suggested all kinds of trouble. Sophia Campbell must have noticed the doctor’s attention on her favorite toy because it began to do a little jig. It was quite an impressive show; the Demonic baby’s control over the thing made it appear to look quite lifelike. It almost seemed to Doyle like it had its own personality. Sophia giggled empathically with sheer delight while she played with her best friend.

Sock Monkey!

Doyle reeled in disbelief. “My dearest Ladies! I could have sworn she just thought the words Sock Monkey.”

Mellissa Campbell, Sophia’s proud grandmother, beamed with pride. “You understood her thoughts correctly. Sophia, say hello to Doctor Doyle.”

Sock Monkey waved at Kevin to get his attention, but Sophia’s thoughts spoke in his mind. Hello, Doctor Dum Dum.

Doyle shook his head, still unable to digest the absurdity. “This is remarkable! Verbal thoughts at such an infantile age?”

Mellissa nodded, but her expression was unsure. She spoke, as if mystified herself, “I believe a newborn Campbell’s brain explodes telepathically when they have their necks broken. Their ethereal thoughts reach out instinctively, probing everything. After they assess the world around them, the process is reversed, absorbing information like a tiny sponge.”

Doyle looked in the direction of the speaker, fascinated with the explanation. “Most extraordinary, my Lady. I’m overwhelmed by Sophia’s advancement. Umm... even though she didn’t pronounce my name quite right.”

Mellissa Campbell snapped out of her trancelike state and frowned at the doctor. Her attention stayed on Doyle, but she said in a hard-nosed tone to her granddaughter, “That was no mistake! That was very rude! Sophia, apologize to the doctor this instant!”

Sorry... Doctor Dum Dum.

Mellissa tsked audibly and threw her arms up in surrender. She clenched her fists and appeared ready to scold the child once more. Mellissa’s mood suddenly changed when she heard Stacy guffaw in their minds. This was the first time the Demon had shown any sign of amusement since her baby’s birth, so Mellissa decided to let her deviant granddaughter’s behavior slip.

Doyle didn’t need to be a mind-reader to know what Mellissa was thinking. “That’s all right, my Lady. I have developed quite a sense of humor growing up in Hell, you know. One must learn to roll with the punches here.”

Sophia Campbell decided to challenge the doctor’s patients by taunting him further. She was rather turned off by his smug attitude, so she was determined to humiliate him. Sock Monkey leaped in Kevin’s direction. He executed a full triple-gainer with half a twist before landing on his shoulders. Socky’s tail flapped against Doyle’s back while he slapped a drum solo on the doctor’s bald plate.

Sock Monkey, Sock Monkey, Sock Monkey, Sock Monkey! Sophia sang along with the humiliating beat.

The abashed doctor reddened with shame, but kept his emotions intact. Stacy Campbell was in hysterics now, so he would have to chalk this one up to emotional healing for the formerly distraught Demon. After the Campbells all had a good laugh, Mellissa finally spoke up, “All right, Sophia, that’s quite enough.”

Socky sat down on Doyle’s neck. He slid around to face the doctor and gave him a long smooch on the lips. Kevin took the gesture as a peace offering until the mischievous doll bitch slapped him across the cheek. This had the entire audience (minus Doyle) in more stitches than Ambrose Sawyer. They all laughed until it hurt. Kevin’s pride had sunk to an all-new low, but he controlled his temper, knowing the jokes at his expense were therapeutic for his patient.

Deciding the victim of his hilarity had enough, Sock Monkey vaulted backward into a double backflip to return into its Master’s loving orbit. Doyle adjusted his messed-up hairline, then straightened his crooked glasses to collect the rest of his dignity. The Campbell family continued to laugh at his obvious discomfort, but he wasn’t really paying much attention to them. He couldn’t stop thinking about how advanced these Demons must be in their later years, now that he knew how fast they progressed. What secrets do they hold? I wonder...

Stacey Campbell picked up on the internal question immediately. If you knew everything we know, your head would pop like a zit.

The foolish doctor scolded himself for letting his internal monologue slip. He had long ago learned to think around these Demons without really thinking. It was a delicate game that was almost impossible to play with them, but there was a trick to it. Somehow, they could hear the words that he thought introspectively but could not picture anything he imagined.

He was attempting to wipe his proverbial slate clean when he heard a clamor heading towards Sophia’s playroom. It sounded to the confused doctor like childish laughter and hurried footsteps. Indeed, this was a peculiar and unexpected ruckus to be found in the Campbells’ home. Who could possibly be running towards them with such glee? To answer his question, the door flung open. Smokey and Sam were practically tripping over each other to be the first ones inside.

Mellissa Campbell looked somewhat disappointed, but not very surprised to see them. “Seriously? This is the third time you’ve been here this week! Shouldn’t Hellions be off causing trouble in Hell someplace and not playing with babies?”

Sam looked a bit thrown-off by the question. Indeed, their reputations would be destroyed if this information got out.

Smokey spoke up to defend them. “Baby or not, she’s still a Demon. It’s always our first duty in Hell to serve our Masters. Besides all that, it’s fun to play with Sofia. She’s fuckin’ hilarious!”

Mellissa Campbell shook her head. It was a pretty solid excuse, she had to admit. “I know Sofia loves having you over here, but it’s not a good time right now. The Doctor is here to try and help Stacy right now.”

Sam loomed up to the spinning Demon to size her up. Her head tilted to one side. “Well, she’s looking much better. What did he do? Dope her up or something?”

Mellissa let out a frustrated huff. “No! He didn’t drug her! He’s attempting to use psychotherapy.”

Samantha whirled around, scratching the blonde hair behind her skull mask. “Huh? Psycho— what now?”

Stacy’s mom looked up in despair, then explained the subject like she was some kind of expert on it now. “It’s a form of medical counseling. Stacey has postpartum depression.”

Sam stared at Mellissa vacantly through her skull sockets, seeming even more perplexed by the definition. Smokey twirled his finger in small circles around his temple in a “cuckoo” motion to explain. Samantha finally got the hint. She began to nod her head in affirmation. “Ohhh... I get it now. You mean she went crazy.”

Mellissa scowled at the young Hellion. “My daughter is not crazy. But you’re definitely sending me in that direction! I really don’t have time to explain this to you right now. We’re very busy.”

It’s OK if they stay, mother, thought Stacey.

Mellissa crossed her arms sternly to say no, but caved in. “Very well... unless the doctor thinks we should be alone?”

Everyone that wasn’t pivoting in the room stared inquisitively at Doyle. He had to be crucially careful to control what he was thinking. These were the Hellish delinquents that had recently assaulted his friend Ambrose standing in front of him. He felt nothing but animosity towards them, but had to remain neutral at the moment. It took all his self-control to finally speak in their favor: “If that is what the young Master would like, then I think it would be best.”

Yay! Sophia loves Sam and Smokey! Let’s play! thought Sofia.

The young Hell kids gave each other fist-bumps. “OK, cutie,” said Smokey. “What do you want to do?”

Umm... Smokey, kiss Sock Monkey!

The baffled youth shrugged in acceptance. “Uh... sure. Whatever...”

Sock Monkey jumped at the invitation. He lifted Smokey’s skull piece, then planted a cotton peck on his mouth. The woolen primate looked back in the direction of its Master, awaiting new orders.

Umm... now, Sam, kiss Sock Monkey!

Samantha let out a whoop, then peeled back her faceplate. She closed her eyes and puckered up innocently like it was her first kiss on a date. When Socky smacked one on her lips, Sam wrapped her arms round Sophia’s doll in a loving embrace. She pressed her face in dramatically, then shamelessly began to pretend like she was making out with it. This got a laugh from everyone but Doyle. He always felt disgusted whenever he saw Children in Hell use foul language or degrade themselves in this fashion. Sophia Campbell seemed to enjoy the spectacle the most. She cracked up with amusement at the depraved performance.

OK... now Sam, kiss Smokey! Sophia dared.

Both Hell kids blushed behind their skull coverings and looked awkwardly at each other through their bone disguises. Samantha punched Smokey on the arm in defense to end the awkward moment. The receiver of the blow rubbed his throbbing muscle. “Hey! What the fuck was that for?”

“Just in case you were thinking about it, perv!” Sam defended.

Smokey gave Sam a shove that nearly knocked her over. “You’re the one that was grinding on that monkey, ya weirdo!”

Mellissa Campbell could tell the situation was getting heated. She knew all-too-well how much these two kids hated to love each other. “That’s quite enough out of you two! If you don’t behave in this house, I’ll have Roy toss you out the fucking window!”

Both kids looked at the nearest glass pane in the room. They didn’t take the threat too seriously, but would still not chance it. They faced Stacey’s mother sympathetically, then spoke almost simultaneously, “Sorry, Mrs. Campbell.”

Sophia continued to shriek with delight. There was nothing she enjoyed more than making people feel like they were out of their comfort zone. It was always a young Campbell’s intuition to prey on weakness. Eventually, they got bored of this as they got older. It was way too easy to control things when everyone’s heads were open books. Sam and Smokey, sitting in a tree. K-I-S-S-I-N-G. First comes love, then comes marriage. Then comes a baby in a baby carriage! Sophia taunted.

Samantha tsked out loud. “Give it up, Sophia! Don’t be such a geek.”

Smokey grabbed a Demonic plaything that drifted by. He spoke matter-of-factly as he pretended to examine it. “Yeah, no shit! Children of Satan can’t get married to each other anyway. We are only allowed to marry Demons.”

So, Smokey can marry Sophia?

“That’s very sweet, kid. But I’ll be long-dead before you get married.”

The statement from the doomed Hellion broke Samantha’s heart. She still felt guilty from the harsh words she had thrown in his direction when they last vied for supremacy. Clearly, Smokey had taken her statements as fact and accepted his fate on the cross. She had only told him he had no chance of marriage to spite him. Sam didn’t honestly believe that he couldn’t land a Demon someday. He was hard to look at, no doubt. But perhaps someone in Hell would look past his grotesque deformations and appreciate the twisted soul within. Besides, a lot of Demons were blind anyway...

The awkward silence dragged out.

Samantha was determined to help Smokey find a soulmate after the way she treated him, but had no way to console him at the moment.

The baby Demon must have been spying on their thoughts. Smokey will have lots of fun with Sofia before he dies.

The crestfallen Hellboy tossed the trinket he held to mask his emotions. It drifted away to follow its original course. Watching the thing hover gave him an idea. “Hey, Sofia! Try to pick me up!”

OK!

The Demonic baby focused all her mental capacity on the gravity that held the Child down. Slowly, his feet left the ground. “Unholy shit! This is fucked up! Sam, you gotta try this!”

Samantha clapped with excitement. “Lift me up now!”

The young Campbell dropped Smokey like a bad habit, then began to elevate Sam. She yelped with delight and braved a somersault in midair.

Mellissa Campbell panicked from the bold maneuver. “Are you two fucking nuts? Sophia is too little to be trying something that advanced! She could drop you at any moment or make your eyes pop out!”

The warning broke Sofia’s concentration, causing Samantha to touch down. “God be damned!” hollered Sam. “Has anything like that ever happened to somebody?”

“Well, not to my recollection. But it’s probably not a good idea to be testing her powers at this age,” said Mellissa.

“I hear ya!” agreed Smokey.

Doyle imagined how good it would feel to see the freakish kids’ eyeballs shoot out of those hideous masks. He noticed that Smokey’s skull was uglier than usual. Like it had been cracked in half, then stitched with wire to keep it in one piece. Kevin was starting to regret his earlier decision to let them stay. Their obnoxious behavior and creepy appearance were very unsettling.

Smokey pulled out a cigarette, then lit it with a match. The thick tobacco smoke puffed through his skeletal teeth as he spoke, “It’s too bad Sophia is too young to hang out with us. I bet she’d be a deadly prankster, like her mom used to be.”

I miss those days... thought Stacey.

Smokey passed his smoke to Sam so she could have a few drags. The Hellish girl took a few hauls, then handed it back. She was clearly in deep thought, but spoke out loud, “Why don’t you come out and raise Hell with us tonight, Stacey? You know, just for old time’s sake.”

Maybe some other time, Sam. The doctor said I need to spend more time with Sofia.

Doyle thought about Stacey’s thoughts for a moment. He had told the Demon that formulating a healthy relationship with her daughter was vital. But in his experience, it usually helped more when postnatal patients who were also suffering from agoraphobic symptoms tried to leave the house first. He knew deep-down that it would be better for her to go outside, but his conscience was torn, knowing what might happen to a tortured Soul out in Hell somewhere if he encouraged her to wreak havoc with the diabolic Hellions. When it came right down to it, he had to follow his moral code and do what was best for all his patients. It would be unprofessional to side with the Demons or the Damned. Knowing this never made his decisions any easier, though.

“If I might make a suggestion, young Master, I believe it would benefit you greatly to remove yourself from the stress of being a new mother and try to enjoy yourself for a brief moment.”

Smokey and Sam looked at each other in eager anticipation, predicting what the injunction implied. Mellissa Campbell’s expression was blank. She had total conviction in whatever the doctor recommended after witnessing her daughter’s speedy recovery so far. It was all up to Stacy now.

The Demon swiveled twice to contemplate the invitation. Umm... well... I dunno... Floyd had a perfect idea for a prank before he died. But I don’t think it would be appropriate to do it without him. Out of respect, I guess...

Doyle cringed internally with turmoil. Again, he fought with his conscience. He was already severely worried, thinking about what Stacey was capable of with only her own deranged thoughts to guide her. Knowing now that she might be performing one of Floyd’s stunts pushed his ethics to the brink of collapse. Floyd was infamous when it came to tormenting the Damned—there was almost a sort of peacefulness in Hell after his demise (which was saying something, by way of comparison.)

Against his better judgment, he chose to follow his duty as a doctor once more. “Hmmm, I think quite the opposite, my young Lady. I believe it would honor Sofia’s father, in a way, to finish something he never got the chance to. It might even give you some closure.”

Closure?

“It means an end to any guilt you may feel and a chance to grieve properly,” explained Doyle.

Mellissa Campbell nodded her head and wiped away a few tears that streamed down her cheeks. She sniffed a few times, then looked up in acceptance to her daughter.

Well, that decided it.

Sophia, be good for Nanna. I’m going out with Sam and Smokey for a little while, Stacey decided.

Both Hell kids slapped each other a high-five with glee while Doyle shook his head, already unable to believe his own words. What horrible advice! he thought.

Yes, most horrible indeed. Thank you! Stacey responded.

Umm... yes. I suppose you’re welcome? thought Doyle. Clearly, Stacey hadn’t picked up on his internal turmoil earlier.  

Smokey opened the window that he feared being ejected from earlier, then flicked his spent cigarette butt outside. “So, what’s this prank Floyd was thinking about?”

I’ll explain it on the way, said Stacey. But first, we have to stop by the Anderson’s place. We have to pick up Mike and Richard.

“I’m sure Mike is down for anything, but Richard hasn’t been out since his piano got taken away,” explained Sam.

But the joke won’t work unless we have both of them!

Smokey contemplated the Demon’s thoughts. “I’m sure Richard will want to help you, Stacey. Everyone in Hell has been worried sick about you since you didn’t come to Liam’s party.”

Stacey Campbell felt a pang of guilt for not attending the boy’s Death Day, but wasn’t going to allow her somber thoughts to drag her mind back into another pit of despair. She was dedicated to honoring Floyd and Liam now. She had an important job to do! The Demon’s newfound sense of purpose fueled her existence. C’mon, gang. Let’s go do the Dark Lord’s work!

As the soldiers of wicked fortune marched dutifully out the door, Doctor Doyle felt more guilty than he had ever felt his whole life. What have I done?

You helped my Mommy, answered Sophia.

Mellissa Campbell looked admiringly in the doctor’s direction. “We’re very grateful for what you have done here tonight.”

Ah-hah! That’s why I feel like shit! Deep-down, Doyle knew he was trying to get into their Hellish grace. Seeing the extraordinary feats these Demons were capable of made him consider they might be able to help his wife. It was their powers that erased her mind. Indeed, they were capable of reversing that process if they ever wanted to. The thought of speaking to Martha Doyle for the first time in years set aside any guilt he felt for helping out the Demonic family. “Well, this was only our first session, my Lady. I’d like to follow up on her condition, if I may?”

“Yes, of course! We have to make sure she is cured. Correct?”

“Most correct, Master. I’m also fascinated by Sofia. I’d be most grateful to see how she develops, if I’m not being too bold?”

Mellissa regarded the doctor for a moment. She understood exactly what he was driving at, and felt a pang of remorse for the man now that he helped Stacey. She doubted very much that her family could do anything to help his fucked-up wife, but she would not deny him that hope right now. “That would be... acceptable.”  

Doyle bowed thankfully, then turned to leave.

“Wait—Kevin.”

It’s Kevin now? No Devil or Demon has ever referred to my first name! “Yes, my Lady?”

“After you repair your hospice, please send the bill to the Campbell estate.”

Kevin Doyle nodded in thankful acceptance, then turned around to leave again. His soul still felt a bit tormented from this new deal with the Demons. He would give anything to have Martha back, but he hoped that nobody in Hell would suffer too severely from his actions tonight.

***
[image: ]


The Goldsteins ate peacefully in their upscale home located in one of the better neighborhoods in Hell. Life on Brimstone Lane wasn’t exactly like living on easy street, but it was safe enough to own glass windows. Walter Goldstein was presently enjoying his chicken dinner. Being the CEO of Hell’s Phone Company was a well-respected job that rewarded his family a bit more than most Lost Souls. He was savoring the delectable meal his beautiful wife, Julia, had prepared for him, but felt a sudden urge to break the silence. “So how was football practice today, son?”

Peter Goldstein looked up from his plate to answer his dad. “It went OK, I guess. Our star quarterback is still in recovery from that random beating though...”

Walter pondered this. Hearing about the leading player’s fate reminded him that they were all Damned and could be chosen at random to suffer at any time, same as any other Lost Soul. Until this day, that star pupil from Hell’s High School for the Dammed remained in the hospital with a severe concussion after getting hoofed in the head by Maxwell Kubrick.

Julia Goldstein immediately picked up her husband’s distress, so she questioned her daughter, Patricia, to change the subject. “Did you find a dress for graduation yet?”

Patricia didn’t even bother to look up from her meal to answer her mother. “No... all the dress shops have been closing early every night, out of fear.”

Both parents gave up trying to start a conversation. It seemed everything would eventually remind them that all Hell had broken loose since Angelina Pardy looked at Lilly Kubrick. All anyone that suffered could do now was wait until things simmered down again.

Suddenly, there was a loud rap on the front door.

All four Goldsteins froze—none of them was expecting any company tonight.

After a few moments, there was another loud knock. What was that beating on the door? Sounded wooden, like a stick, or a bat? No... it wouldn’t be a bat. A Demon was recently punished for almost killing a Lost Soul with that style of weapon.

Walter let out a deep sigh, knowing that it would do no good to prevent anything inevitable in Hell. If it was a random beating at his doorstep, he should answer the call to avoid any disrespect caused by keeping his tormentors waiting. Before he could ascend, his brave son Peter stood up and headed towards the door.

“No!” Walter blocked his son’s path and gave Peter’s shoulder a loving squeeze. “I’ll go see who it is. You’re not the man of this house yet, my boy.”

Peter gave his dad a challenging stare until his mother took them both by the hand. Julia gave her son a tearful nod in agreement until Peter lowered his head in shame.

Accepting his fate now, Walter made his way to the front entrance. Even though he knew he might suffer a cruel beating at the hands of an Unholy One, he still took advantage of his higher place in society by looking out the front window. At least he could get a glimpse of what his pain-filled future would have in store.

The scene outside looked grim.

“Well, who is it, dear?” Julia asked nervously.

Walter answered the question quite matter-of-factly, “Looks like Richard and Mike Anderson.” Walter peeled back the curtain farther to inspect the situation more. “Oh... and Stacey Campbell with a few Hellions.”

Julia gasped, wondering what their intentions were, but tried to put on a brave face for her heroic husband.

“Is Maxwell with them?” asked Peter.

Walter did a double-check out the window. “Nope. No sign of him or any of his lackeys.”

But that didn’t assure Walter that the Torturer wasn’t here. It might have been his horns that were beating on his front door earlier, beckoning him outside. “Well, I don’t suppose they’re here because they have some questions about their phone bill.” Walter made the statement jokingly to lighten the mood, but nobody laughed. Instead, the pun only seemed to upset his daughter Patricia. She lowered her head and began to weep silently. Mr. Goldstein could no longer stand to witness his family going through this anxiety. Time to get this over with, for fuck sakes!

At that thought, Walter opened the front door.

Well, it definitely wasn’t Maxwell Kubrick on the other side to greet him, but that was no relief. What stood in front of him now was almost more distressing.

Two dried-out adult-sized corpses.

They stared at him from empty skull sockets. Walter sized them up—he couldn’t recognize their mummified faces because they had obviously been deceased for quite some time now. But the clothing they wore struck close to home. Walter now realized that he was looking at his dead parents. But how was this possible? He had buried them personally in their family plot many years ago.

“Mom? Dad?”

Nana Goldstein raised her bony leg to answer his question and gave him a swift kick to the nuts. The severe impact rattled Nana’s dusty bones and caused Walter to double over in agony. This got a huge reaction from both spectators, inside and out. The Hell-bound fiends laughed out loud while the terrified family within screamed out in horror. The man’s panicked family ran to help Walter, but just before they reached him, Papa Goldstein grabbed hold of Walter’s scalp with his skeletal fingers. He dragged his helpless son out onto the front yard while the rest of the Goldsteins followed in complete despair.

After Walter was hauled out onto the front yard, the door slammed shut behind his terrified family. They ignored the fact they were trapped outside and continued to run towards the distressed father figure. Walter cursed at them for coming to his aid while he rubbed his tender scalp. In his struggle to break free, his dead dad ripped out a generous amount of his mop. “What in this Hell possessed you to follow me outside? All of you get back into that damned house!”

Richard and Mike Anderson idly tuned their stringed instruments, utterly indifferent to the argument.

“We’re not gonna leave you to suffer out here alone, Walter!” defended Julia.

“That’s exactly what you’re going to do, dammit! Now get the fuck back inside!” In his panic to shoo his family back to safety, Walter accidentally knocked his wife over. She looked up at her husband pleadingly with tears streaming down her face.  

Looks like we have ourselves a hoe down, mused Stacey Campbell.

“Did somebody say hoedown?” asked Mike.

“Well, no...” answered Richard. “It was more like a thought, really.”

“Well, howdy! It’s still a great idea, brother!” Mike declared.

“Yee-hah!” yelled Sam and Smokey. The jubilated Hellions hooked arms and pranced in a circle while Richard began to pick a backwoods melody on his banjo.

Mike wasn’t familiar with the tune, but strummed along on his acoustic guitar anyway. “Hey, uh... what’s the name of this song Rich? I don’t think I ever heard this one before.”

“Well, I just made it up now, little brother. I reckon we should call it— umm... Dead Grandma!”

Walter Goldstein couldn’t decide what was worse: being dragged out here by his dead parents or listening to these ridiculous attempts at a southern accent.

Nan and Pop Goldstein began to clap while the Hellions danced about. The sound of their fleshless hands smacking together sounded more like rhythm sticks. The percussion-like sound made the Anderson brothers pick up the beat a notch, enticing Papa Goldstein to attempt the hambone. The self-inflicted drum solo on the old corpse brought the escapade to its highest level. Sam and Smokey stopped dancing to watch the display. They clapped and whistled with glee while they watched the reanimated cadaver.

Now that the Hell kids carried the backbeat, it was the deceased’s turn to be footloose. They hooked arms and copied the same barn-style hootenanny they’d witnessed from the Hellions earlier. The living Goldstein family huddled together in abhorrence, silently loathing the Demons for this disgusting and disrespectful indignity to their deceased relatives.

Mike Anderson was an expert at improv, so he taunted the Lost Souls further by adding lyrics to the already repugnant display. “Dead Grandma, dead Grandma, I thought that you were dead! But you came back knockin’ on my door and kicked my pecker head!”

The long-departed pair kicked their heels as they bounced around the tortured group. Nana Goldstein hiked up her raggedy dress past her hips and twerked her bony ass. The musky stench of rot from her stained bloomers made Peter Goldstein throw up, then his sister Patricia passed out.

With no remorse, Mike continued the song. “Dead Grandma, dead Grandma, why can’t you just behave? Quit dancin’ around like a dirty whore and go back inside your grave!”

Stacey Campbell laughed while the Damned parents tried to console their children.

Richard Anderson laughed out loud as he concluded the bizarre square dance. “Well, that’s all tonight, folks! Bow to your partner!”

The decaying carcasses and Hellions nodded respectful gestures to each other.

“Now bow to the little lady across the hall!”

The performers all turned to Stacey and bent over while the Demons skirt went up in a curtsy. The Andersons stopped the melody to give her a proper ovation for such an ingenious idea and flawless performance. They picked up on the tune again as they began to walk away. Smokey and Sam skipped behind them hand in hand, but Stacey remained so she could escort the stars of the show back to their final place of rest.

Walter Goldstein didn’t know how to feel at that moment. He supposed he should feel... relief? One of the Demons showed some sort of courtesy by returning the dead couple back to their graves. Also, he wouldn’t have to miss any time off from work due to any hospitalization, which would usually follow after most victims had a random visit from the Unholy Ones. But he still had to wonder: What the fuck is wrong with these people?

“I’m not bad. I’m just drawn that way.”

—Jessica Rabbit
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Chapter Two
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Isaac Miller cracked the reins on Clarence, hoping to accelerate the horse’s speed. C’mon, move your lazy ass! He was almost glad he’d ran out of booze again because he wanted to see Saylor King to discuss the most recent performance from his wicked grandson, Jacob. Playing music! Of all things!

Isaac usually warned the townspeople about gambling the most; he had witnessed firsthand experiences from his father’s evil addiction. He still remembered some of the names of the demonic card games. Poker, Blackjack, Euchre... Asshole! My sweet God of Eden, the words themselves were an abomination! Did they not realize they were playing the devil’s hand? Or did they just not care? Clearly, his own dad must have known that what he was doing was wrong. His family rarely prospered from any game of chance. Most of the time, they just went hungry after a significant loss. The only thing he could remember being worse was playing music because music led to dancing. Public affection! With no shame!

Isaac mopped his dampened forehead with his kerchief. He suddenly felt woozy, reminiscing about what the unfortunate citizens of New Hope had done before the last Downfall. A lot of people claimed it was alcohol that paved the road to their damnation. Isaac could not deny this. It was the devil’s water that caused most people to forget their morals and partake in sin. Was that the reason the Millers and the Kings were punished the most?

Yeah... probably.

The Millers’ dried corn was used for mash; their family profited immensely from everyone addicted to the evil stuff. And it was the Kings that fermented and bottled the diabolic cocktail. Most people believed that’s why the Millers and the Kings were wiped out that day. Only Isaac and Saylor were left to tell the tale, to warn future generations about the wages of sin.

So why did most of the remaining survivors continue to drink? The bible teaches to lead by example. Not many of you should become teachers, my brothers, for you know that we who teach will be judged by greater strictness. That passage from the Book of James always chided Isaac because it proved he was a hypocrite. Still, none of the younger generations touched a drop. Did they all honestly believe that the elders were doomed and fated to hell? Or were they just disgusted by the stuff? Whatever the case, most of the town stayed sober. Perhaps he was leading by example, after all...  

Isaac looked skyward at the setting sun. He cursed himself for being too hungover to leave earlier; this was a dangerous game he was playing now. He had to get the liquor and update Saylor before first dusk. Isaac didn’t think his weakened state could witness The Eyes of the Devil again. His hands trembled from withdrawal, but mostly out of fear. Regardless, he still managed to give Clarence’s reigns another loud crack. The horse let out a neigh, then increased its velocity. Isaac relaxed somewhat when he started to smell yeast in the air. This informed him that he was close to his destination and would get his fix soon. It wasn’t much longer until Isaac saw the smoke coming from Saylor’s stack above the treetops on the horizon. What he wouldn’t do for a drink right now and to be able to finally unburden himself with someone that would understand.

Saylor and Isaac had lived different lives but shared a common experience that still bonded them. Isaac had tried to live a good life. He had walked the path of God, got married, and started a family. He only started drinking after he lost his son and oldest grandson. On the other hand, Saylor had dropped out of society at a young age and spent most of her life alone on the outskirts of town. Isaac knew Saylor was a God-fearing person, but most people thought she never accepted the Lord as her savior. Some people even suspected she might be a witch.

Ridiculous!

Well, he had to admit that making hooch and living under The Eyes of the Devil did look a bit suspicious. But there was no way she could be an agent for the devil. His demons had taken away her whole family!

Isaac made the turnoff that led to Saylor’s cabin/brewery. Sometimes he wondered where the main road led. Miller assumed that people had lived farther away from the community back in the day, but nobody ever goes farther than Saylor King’s property anymore.

Well, not since the last disappearance...

As he made his way down the path that led to Saylor’s residence, Isaac found small comforts in the talismans that surrounded her premises. Mostly crude crucifixes to ward off any demons or evil spirits. A witch, indeed? Shows what most townsfolk know. They know nothing about Saylor because they are too afraid of her!

At that thought, Isaac began to cross the rickety bridge overlapping the brook that provided her place with water. He noticed it was in rough shape and would need repair soon, or Saylor would be stranded. Isaac imagined that Saylor could probably care less if she was completely isolated. The aged recluse really didn’t need the money she received from selling her distillates. Isaac assumed Saylor must have already amassed a vast fortune because she rarely went to town. Saylor mainly provided for herself from her gardens, along with a small assortment of livestock. Mostly chickens and rabbits.

Soon after crossing the bridge, Isaac could see a clearing coming up ahead in the canopy—covered path they were presently traversing. Miller counted in reverse internally. Five, four, three, two, one... Clarence stopped dead in his tracks, unable to move a muscle. Yup, right on target.

The horse would stop here every time, consistently incapable of completing the journey. Isaac knew it wasn’t afraid
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