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The shiny plaque on the wall, just to the right of the door, designated this office as belonging to the Manager of Inhuman Relations. The plaque was highly-polished brass. The letters spelling out the words were flames.

In the office a small woman with her hair in a bun sat behind a large, polished granite desk. She wore a pair of rimless glasses tipped down on the end of her nose and a perpetual scowl on her lips. She wore the glasses like that so she could stare over the top of them and demonstrate disdain for the souls dealt with.

There was little furniture in the room, just her desk and a single stool where souls would sit while they learned their fate in hell. The office was dark, lit only by a green-shaded banker’s lamp. It was also hot in the office. It was always hot, but it was a dry heat. A dry heat made her horns itch.

Agnes Neville, demon first class, stared at the four-foot stack of files on the left corner of her desk. She rubbed her temple, trying to ease the pain behind her left eye, and then she scratched at the base of her left horn to sooth the itch which was an almost constant irritation.

Outside the office to the right of the door was a row of tall stools lined up along the wall. Each stool was occupied by a single soul awaiting their meeting with Inhuman Relations to explain their deficiencies if they were acting as demons or learn their punishment if they were freshly reaped souls just arrived in hell. They all tried to sit quietly as they waited, but that was hard because the stools were extremely tall, hard to mount and made from a very hard, rough wood. The stools were also heated to remind the souls of just what they had to look forward to.

To the left of the door was a small desk with a large demon sitting behind it. On the desk there was an intercom connected to another one on Alice’s desk. Farther along the wall was a row of large demons with whips in their hands who would be escorting the freshly judged souls to their determined place.

“Mabel Kline,” Agnes called from inside the office. 

A slender blonde woman struggled down from the first stool in line, straightened the hair shirt she was wearing and tentatively entered the office. She briefly brushed back a lock of wayward hair and tried to compose herself for her meeting.

“Sit,” Agnes said.

Mabel settled onto another uncomfortable stool and tried to remain calm.

Agnes spent a minute thumbing through a thick file folder from the top of the stack, and then she fixed Mabel with a withering stare over the top of her glasses.

“Mabel Kline, demon second class, you are way behind quota on reaping souls. Too many miscreants are escaping a timely capture. This is not acceptable.”

“I'm doing my best, but my quota is just too high.”

“Mabel, we gave you special consideration. We allowed you to serve your two-thousand-year term reaping souls instead of being tortured. You're going to have to pick up the pace and meet your quota or your demon status will be revoked and torture it will be.”

“It's not fair, you kill a cheating husband and you get hell.”

“Fair? Agnes said. “This is hell. Did you expect it to be treated fairer here than you were on Earth? Besides, the fact he was a serial cheater is what got you the assignment as a demon instead of torture. Otherwise, you would be working under your former husband hand polishing hot rocks for two thousand years.”

“But I have to reap twenty percent more souls then any male demon,” Mabel said.

“Again,” Agnes repeated, “you expected better treatment in hell? Didn’t you have to do twenty percent more work for the same pay as a man on Earth? 

“Killing is killing, Mabel, so you're in hell. You might get a “thumbs up” from some people for killing a cheater, but it's still a sin, and sins bring you here.

“Just get your numbers up,” Agnes said. She pressed the button on the intercom and said, “Escort this demon to her assignment.”

With a dismissive wave of her hand, Agnes sent Mabel off to reap souls. A demon entered and used his whip to urge Mabel back to work reaping souls.

Agnes glanced at the sign above the door where the demons had exited. Upper Management had installed the sign to remind her of the remaining length of her term. Centered at the top was the word “Term”. Below that it read “Year 1,287, Day 342” in glowing green letters. Agnes sighed.

She took a deep breath and reached for the next file in the stack. Damn, she thought, a computer would make this job so much easier. But, she knew, making a job easier was not the point of working in hell, even for a demon in middle management.

Agnes opened the next file on the stack and called, “Bruce Hitchcock.”

A man in his later years entered the office. He was tall, carrying more weight than was healthy and walking with a slight shuffle. Even in hell he carried himself with a certain confidence.

“Sit, Bruce,” Agnes ordered.

He settled on to the stool as smoothly as he could, trying to display his command of the situation.

“Where is this? Why am I here?” he said.

“In hell? Because you're a sinner,” Agnes said.

“Hell?!”

“Yep, and looking at your file, you're here for a long time. Looks like a five-thousand-year term.”

“Five thousand years? Not eternity?”

“We don't do that anymore, can't afford to. Unfortunately, hell has limited space. When it was created the thinking of Management was that humans would, for the most part, live respectful, productive lives adhering to the rules. There was only enough space created for those
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