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My father always said if you ever fear something, stare it right in the face and tell it No, that it wouldn't hold power over me.

"Well, Dad," I thought as I stared up at my best friend Suzie, and my husband stared down at me as I died. They had poisoned me, put something in my drink, now there were smiling as I died.

That's right, my best friend and my husband.

I knew something was odd between them.

Suzie was always jealous that I had got Ted. He was wealthy, not rich, wealthy. There was a huge difference. He couldn't buy multi-million-dollar homes, a super yacht, or anything like that, but he never had to struggle for money and was well taken care of financially.

When we got married, he treated me like a queen, taking me abroad and buying me anything I wanted, and everything was fine.

The sex was horrible from the start. Ted was a one-minute man and not even a good one-minute. 

Sure, some of us ladies could put up with a one-minute man for all our years for a good reason. Maybe they were good with their tongue, they liked using toys, or we liked being cum dumpsters. 

There are many reasons why a woman would stick with a one-minute chump.

Mine was his money and his good looks. Suzie wanted the money. She was constantly poking her head into our marriage and blaming me for his shortcomings.

So, after two years of marriage, I didn't even think about the two of them being together. One, because I did everything Ted wanted, in bed and out of it. 

I was the perfect trophy wife. I even got the enormous breast implants he wanted me to get. They looked ridiculous on me. I was thin, like a runway model thin, and he made me get implants the size of beach balls.

Suzie was flat as a table. Usually, there was something a little puffy ness or a sign that the breast tissue wanted to develop, then said fuck it.

No, with Suzie, there was nothing. Plus, she was a prude. Oral sex was not a thing, public sex, not ever. She was the definition of the prude.

The coldness of death started to creep in; I could feel it. I had felt it for the past thirty seconds. I watched Ted tip his glass back as he downed his scotch.

"She's finally going," Suzie said.

"She's a fighter," Ted smiled.

'You have no fucking idea,' was my last thought as my eyes closed and I died.

For moments, there was nothing, absolutely nothing, and then it felt like I was being pulled downward.

Then it stopped.

"Get up," a voice said in the darkness.

I woke to see a small black figure looking down at me.

I was lying on the ground, charred ground.

"Hell," I nodded.

"Yeah," the little creature said.

I stood up and looked down at the small thing. It looked like one of those cherub angel things from one of those old paintings, but without the angel wings, its skin was dark black with tiny dark black wings.

"Lead the way," I said.

"Oh, you're one of those," it said as it walked.

Hell wasn't what I thought it would be. There were no lakes of lava or towers with people screaming and yelling. It looked like Manhattan, but the ground was charred, and the buildings were smoking as if a fire had gone through the whole city and burnt it to a crisp.

"You see what you want to see," it said as if reading my thoughts. 

"Some see a small town, others see mountains, and fields, but all of it is burning."

"What do you see?" I asked.

The imp-like thing turned to face me. "You don't want to see what I see," it chuckled.

I bent at the knee. Looked it straight in those black eyes. "Yes, I do, I want to see it all."

"Hey fellas!" it yelled as others like it came running out of alleys and buildings. "We got another one of them."

Thousands of creatures surrounded me. They all looked the same as if someone put a picture in a copy machine and hit infinity.

"Listen broad," one of them said. I didn't even know which one was talking and which one was the one that greeted me.

"We get one like you every minute, someone that think they can hack it down here," one said.

"Or take over," another said.

"Or they aren't scared, or they won't scream," another said.

"Only a select few have ever done it," one said.

"Then I will be part of them, now fucking show me!" I yelled.

"You asked for it," one said as it grabbed my hand.

I yelled and screamed as images filled my head, images I couldn't understand, bodies, so many bodies. So many voices were crying and screaming and begging. Millions of people being torn apart just to be put back together.

I fell to the floor on all fours.

"See," one of them said.

"Is that all you got?" I said as I took a deep breath. "Again!"

"She's tough," one said.

"I said AGAIN!" I yelled.

This time, two touched me, and this time, I felt the pain, not just seeing the images, but feeling each of their pain, the torture, the burning of thousands of souls, all on me.

"AGAIN!" I yelled as I started laughing.

This time, more touched me.

I laughed louder.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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The one thing I realized about being down here was time. Time did not pass as it did in what was known to me as the mortal plane. 

My torturers kept showing me images of Ted and Suzie and many other things in my life that I had done wrong, but it only fueled a fire that raged inside me.

"This her?" a voice said in the dark room that had become my chamber.

It was a room from when I was in the system, where kids who didn't have parents spent their time, going out of it into strangers' homes, only to be sent back if they didn't fit the norm.

"Yes sire," one of those fucking imps said.

I wanted to strangle all of them and rip out their purple-black tongues.

I looked up out of swollen shirt eyes. I hadn't slept in years. They only let us sleep briefly before waking us again to repeat the process. I felt my body being torn apart, my skin flayed, and then put back together.

"Look at me," the voice said.

"Why?" I asked.

"She still has some fight to her," the voice said. "Bring her to my chambers."

"Yes sire," the nearest imp said to me.

I heard the footsteps leave.

"You are being called upstairs," one of them said.

"We should clean her up," another smiled.

"Yes, that should be fun," another said.

I cringed as they walked toward me.

I swear I was going to chop them to pieces one day.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Sire," one of them said as I walked into a large office room.

It was the room I was first promoted to when I worked in journalism. I remembered how excited I was when I stepped into this room. Now, it was the opposite.

In front of me stood a giant demon, his horns curled back against his head, and his eyes were a dark yellow. He stood taller than my five-foot-eight frame, much taller.

"I hear you haven't been broken," he said as he walked toward me.

"No," I said, defiantly staring at him.

"Why?" it asked. "Because of them?"

He touched my skin, and images of Suzie and Ted putting my body in the dirt and pouring acid onto my face, hands, and feet before covering me up filled my head.

I felt the acid on my skin and heard the shovels throwing dirt on me. I felt and heard it all.

I saw Ted lie to the cops that I left the house in a hurry, and I was cursing him out because of how late he worked, and then he lied to my co-workers.

Suzie said I was scared of some bikers I was doing a piece on at work. They had it all covered, the cops were sent in a different direction, and even if they found my body, they would think the bikers did it to me, not them.

I roared angrily as his touch left my skin.

"Good," he said, staring down at me. "Some break so easily, but you have potential."

He lifted me by my neck until I stared into his scaly face. "What are you willing to sacrifice for your vengeance?"

"Everything!" I replied as I looked into those eyes.

"We will see about that," he threw me to the ground. "Go," it said.

The imps came for me and took me away. Now, I became a torturer. They wanted me to torture the others.

I didn't hesitate at all. I tortured anyone they put before me: old people, young people, children. It didn't matter for years; I did what they wanted from me.

When I first felt my head and felt the first signs of my horns growing out, I knew it; this was how humans turned into demons.

My skin flaked off, and my scales started growing. That's what he meant by sacrifice. I was losing my humanity, but I didn't care; it only pushed me further.

I heard things when I was amongst others like me; something big was planned on the mortal plane, but I didn't care. All I wanted was them. I wanted them to know I was coming for them.

"With me," a female demon said, leading me away from the man I was torturing.

"Yes mistress," I said as I quickly walked behind her.

"One final test and then you will be sent to the mortal plane to exact your revenge," she said. "You do know the rules, right?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered.

"Here," she said as she opened the door to my first house.

I remembered it as the first time I was sent away. I was six, one day I lit a match and burnt the house down. They sent me back and said I was damaged goods.

"Who is that?" I asked, staring at a man quivering in the corner.

"Pumpkin?" the man asked. "That you?"

I recoiled. I remembered
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