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The Conclave from Hell 

By Thomas Miller

Author’s Note & Legal Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction.

The characters, events, and institutions depicted within these pages are entirely imaginary and not intended to reflect or defame the Catholic Church or any real individuals. The story is a product of creative storytelling, born from a love of religious history, horror, and speculative fiction. It is not meant to mock, slander, or criticize any faith, tradition, or belief system.

While elements of Catholic ritual and setting are referenced, they are used purely for narrative atmosphere and thematic depth. This novel is not a theological statement—it is a horror thriller designed to entertain and provoke thought. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or deceased, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Reader discretion is advised.

—From the pen of Thomas Miller
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Chapter One – The White Smoke Rises
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The bells tolled twelve times.

Thick clouds rolled over Rome like a funeral shroud, choking the morning sun and casting St. Peter’s Basilica in a strange, sulfuric hue. Tourists scattered in confusion as pigeons dropped dead from the sky, their wings twitching in the cobblestone gutters. No one could explain it. The Vatican press secretary called it a freak coincidence. The cardinals called it an omen.

The Pope had died only days earlier, slipping into the arms of eternity beneath the towering crucifix in his private chapel. They said his face was peaceful. They lied.

Behind closed doors, whispers spread of his final moments—of screams no one could explain, of shadows that moved where light should’ve lived.

The Conclave had begun.

One hundred and twenty cardinals gathered inside the Sistine Chapel, sealed in by tradition and by smoke. A new Pope would be chosen. A leader for a fractured world. A shepherd for a crumbling flock.

But something else had been invited in.

And it would not leave quietly.

Father Aloysius Schmit sat quietly in the corner of the chapel, his hands folded tightly, knuckles white from the grip. He was not a cardinal—only a priest. An old one. Unimportant. A relic of a simpler time. He had come not to vote, but to serve—to guide the cardinals in prayer, to refill chalices, to keep the silence sacred.

He had seen much in his years: corruption in collars, politics behind pulpits, and greed disguised as God. But never... never this.

A draft moved through the chapel, despite the thick marble walls and shuttered windows. The flame of the sanctuary candle flickered as if caught in a storm that didn’t exist. And the scent—he could never forget it—was of wet ash and copper.

Outside the chapel, the Sisters of Perpetual Mercy prepared tea and tonics for the aging cardinals. They were silent women, disciplined and dutiful. But even they had begun to whisper among themselves.

“Sister Agnes,” one whispered, pale hands trembling as she poured rosewater, “his skin was... blistering. Like sunburn. But we’ve not seen sun in two days.”

Sister Agnes crossed herself and clutched her rosary. “Keep your eyes down. Evil loves to be noticed.”

Meanwhile, Cardinal Bellardo of Spain collapsed during the second vote.

Convulsions overtook him. His mouth foamed red. They carried him out draped in papal crimson.

A stroke, they said. But Sister Marie, who had bathed him just an hour earlier, wept silently as she whispered to Father Schmit, “There were marks on his chest, Father. Like claws.”

Schmit said nothing. But in his breast pocket, the pages of an ancient rite trembled like they were afraid.

Back in the chapel, murmurs began. They spoke of curses. Of forbidden texts. One cardinal awoke screaming in Latin, naming names that hadn't been uttered in the Church since the trial of Pope Formosus.

That night, while the world waited for white smoke... black tendrils of something unholy slithered along the frescoed ceiling. No one saw them—save one.

Father Schmit looked up.

And he knew.

Lucifer was in the conclave.

And this time... he wasn’t there to tempt.

He was there to choose.
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They had sealed the chapel with tradition—but tradition couldn’t hold back evil.

On the second night, the cardinals locked inside began speaking less of votes and more of visions. The incense burned too thick. The air was heavy. Time seemed to slow.

And then, he arrived.

No one knew where he came from, or how he passed the Swiss Guard. His robes were immaculate—black with crimson trim, a color no cardinal had ever worn. His smile was kind, but his eyes were colorless, like stone under ice.

He called himself Cardinal Malthus. He claimed to be from a forgotten diocese, appointed in secret by the late Pope “for this very occasion.”

They accepted him.

They always do.

Father Schmit met him in the hallway outside the chapel, where the old priest had been lighting candles before the crucifix. He didn’t see Malthus enter—but the moment the man passed, the flame of the candle died in Schmit’s hand.

“Cold fingers for a holy man,” Malthus said, his voice like honey on rusted metal.

Schmit narrowed his eyes. “I don’t know you.”

“No one does, Father. But I’ve been here longer than most. Just... watching.”

He passed by like smoke through wood, and Schmit felt something old and primal curl in his gut. Not fear—recognition.

He dropped his lighter and it shattered. The crucifix on the wall bled from its eyes.

Later that night, Sister Marie crept into Schmit’s quarters. She had blood on her apron, and her mouth trembled when she spoke.

“Father,” she whispered, “Cardinal Penetti is dead. The others say he choked in his sleep. But... I found this.”

She unwrapped a cloth to reveal a host—blackened, as if burned, yet cold to the touch. Embedded in the wafer was a single tooth.

Father Schmit crossed himself, his voice hoarse. “The sacraments have turned.”

She nodded. “This isn’t a conclave anymore.”

“No,” he said, rising to his feet with a weight he hadn’t carried in years. “It’s a crucible.”

Somewhere inside the chapel, Cardinal Malthus sat alone beneath Michelangelo’s The Last Judgment, staring at Christ’s outstretched arm.

“They always paint Him rising,” Malthus murmured, smiling. “But they forget... He once descended, too.”

His breath fogged in the warm air.

Then he whispered something only the painting could hear:

“And I shall rise in His place.”
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The vote was called again the next morning. The cardinals, weary and ill, filed back into the Sistine Chapel like the walking dead.

They prayed.

They wrote their ballots in silence.

Then one by one, they placed them on the golden plate and tipped them into the urn.

Father Schmit stood behind the altar, his heart beating like a war drum. He watched Cardinal Malthus carefully. When the black-robed man submitted his ballot, the candle beside the urn went out.

A low rumble echoed through the marble.

The urn rattled.

And then—it screamed.

A high, piercing shriek erupted from within, loud enough to make one of the sisters faint in the corner. The cardinals leapt back. Two fell to their knees, clutching their ears.

Smoke began to pour out—not white, not black—red.

Then came the sound of tearing flesh.

The urn burst open.

From it, Cardinal Alvarez's severed head rolled onto the chapel floor, his mouth frozen in a silent scream, eyes burnt black, and a communion wafer lodged in his throat.

Screams followed. One cardinal vomited. Another fled toward the chapel doors only to find them sealed shut, as tradition demanded.

Above them, the painted angels wept blood.

Cardinal Malthus only smiled.

“Shall we proceed to the next round?” he whispered.
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Chapter Two – Blood in the Smoke
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The chapel stank of burnt flesh and old incense.

Cardinal Alvarez’s head had been removed, the floor scrubbed with holy water, and the red smoke dissipated into the stonework like it had never existed.

But the silence left behind was deafening.

Some of the cardinals refused to re-enter the chapel. Others demanded the conclave be suspended. But the rules—those ancient, unbreakable rules—held fast.

No one leaves.

No one speaks to the outside world.

Not until a new pope is named.

The Swiss Guard stood stoic at the chapel doors, their faces pale beneath their helmets. They’d heard the screams. They’d seen the red smoke. But orders were orders.

And besides, the Church had weathered worse... hadn’t it?

In the dim corridors of the Apostolic Palace, Father Schmit walked swiftly beneath flickering lamps, his worn black shoes tapping like whispers against the marble.

He found Sister Agnes in the small infirmary, tending to a convulsing cardinal with blood streaming from his ears.

“What in God’s name is happening?” she hissed through clenched teeth.

Schmit closed the door and locked it.

“This isn’t just a sickness,” he said. “It’s infestation. Something got in with the smoke. Or maybe it was already here, waiting.”

The lights flickered. The walls groaned like something breathed behind them.

Sister Agnes crossed herself again and again. “This is holy ground.”

Schmit’s voice dropped to a whisper. “Lucifer walked holy ground before. That didn’t stop him.”

By
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	Cardinal Hesse of Warsaw, a man whose parish burned down during Mass... with the doors mysteriously barred from the outside. His hands bore faint scars he said came from trying to save the children.

	Cardinal Malric of the Congo, once excommunicated, now reinstated with no explanation. His eyes were yellow-ringed. He did not blink.

	Cardinal Ventresca of Sicily, a soft-spoken man who claimed to hear the Virgin’s voice in his sleep. But it wasn’t the Virgin who whispered anymore.
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