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Chapter one: Doomed
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It was a beautiful day; the sun was shining. The grass was green and the breeze was keeping things cool enough to not make it unbearably hot. What I was doing was just walking. That was all that I was doing. Something that I had been doing every day since I could stand on my own. 

Yet that is all it took for me to be given the death sentence. To be fair I was carrying something. I had just gotten a basket of apples from the local market. It was a nice day out I thought it would be a perfectly find activity to do. I got them for making a pie. I was invited to a picnic for all of the local nobles, and I wanted to bring something as a curiously. 

It was going to happen that afternoon, so I wanted to have everything on had for tomorrow morning to make it as fresh as possible. For my only crime of walking with a basket of apples, I was put to death. A great over reaction if you ask me. I started to know something was wrong when I got closer to the empty streets of my estate. 

There were a few houses there, but everyone was out to work at this time. When I came across a man in good health, I was a little suspicious, but he was young so maybe it was his day off. Still made me a little suspicious. But since I was so close to home, I decided to ignore it. My family was in the public eye ever since I could remember. 

They were a baron and baroness respectively. I was set up to marry a viscount from a family that we did not really like. At one of these courting parties, I found a very lovely lord that I took an interest in. His family was well liked and decently well off with affairs in farming lands. 

He worked as young boy in those fields, so his physique was well toned. His attitude was downright gorgeous making him the love of my life from day one. Normally working in the fields was below us but they were new money people and his father once worked in the same fields. 

They had gotten lucky with the farm he worked for being handed over to him as the couple did not have any kids and were dying. After the couple had passed my future father-in-law married up and had several sons making it easier to work better. They got deals from high families as their crops were of a reliable quality. 

My father was friendly with him with is strange for most higher class to be with the lower class. Turns out he had been meeting the high class for a while. They had gotten gifts of money, but the status came from my mother in laws family. Soon their sons didn’t have to work anymore but only one quit. 

I loved the eldest son who had been kind and quick whetted all night. We danced and he treated me really nice. Going down the ranks was not particularly the smartest move, but I managed to get my father to give him a chance. He was the eldest son so we would be getting 50% of the inheritance unlike that third son of the other family. 

All six of us had a good enough time that I was engaged the following harvest season. He took me to where he helped out during this time and I wanted to do it every year from then on. There was nothing like watching the love of your life work his muscles swinging a sickle from side to side. 

It was a bit of an upset to the viscount’s family but at least I knew my husband could defend my honor if it came to that. It felt barbaric seeing him out working and me enjoying it. Considering it looked like he enjoyed it too I was not going to complain. His parents paid for the wedding where we had cake and lots of guests. 

My parents paid for the house that it was hosted at. There we had our first kiss and consecrated the marriage. I don't think that kind of happiness could have ever come with the status or money that the other marriages would have given me. And it wasn't like I was marrying a commoner. I was still a countess after all. 

It was several years after the marriage with our youngest making it to the age of ten and the youngest just passing one year. That was when it happened. I would have liked more but eight seemed like the perfect number for the house. Like it was meant to be. 

There was a couple after our youngest that were planted but non ever grew to the point of delivery. I blame it on the fact that there was a bit of weather, and the crops did not make it grow very well that year. It was upsetting on the both of us making another difficult to have. The last try leaving me in bed for a very long time. 

My husband didn't want to remarry so we stopped trying. Still, we got four boys and two girls out of it. The girls being the oldest. When I delivered my first, I thought he would be disappointed since the doctors say there was some tearing, meaning that I might never be able to have another. 

Instead, he was overjoyed to be able to have both a child and a wife still. Not to mention he started talking about getting a pony for the infant to teach her how to ride. It was so cute him planning the future for the three of us. Thankfully it wasn't as bad as the doctors thought at the next one was a boy. 

Then we had another boy. Next was twins, a girl and a boy. Oh, I was very happy to have a couple I could teach how to bake and sew with. The younger one has been corrupted by her older brothers. I have to get her a couple pairs of pants just to save on the dresses she was ripping. 

It was barbaric but hearing them laugh I just didn't have the heart to tell them otherwise. We had plenty of room to run around and she did have enough strength to get us the big bags of flower or sugar when we needed it. Something that was helpful when the boys were off doing other things. 

Not to mention she had the agility to get down the pans that we needed when hosting. There was some good coming out of her being a wild child. I was grateful that she did respect etiquette rules when needed and turned into a proper lady as she grew up. Our eldest turned into a painter. 

I was a bit jealous of her talent but her picture of us as a family having a picnic in the sunset will always be hung above the mantel. We even paid an expert to paint her in afterwards so it can be a family portrait. With the boys, their father took care of most of that. They could read and write as well as they work every harvest. 

They did complain at a young age, but when they started fencing or wrestling at school and out classing their opponents suddenly the work didn’t seem so bad. With every family comes at least one disappointment. We had a, confirmed bachelor on our hands. 

He wasn't too much trouble as he worked like he should and was still very kind. We had a bit of trouble getting him into a marriage but under the table we found the perfect match for him. As long as they had at least one child they could say she was now barren and that would be the end of it. 

They both took other partners but managed in public to be a perfectly happy family of three. We did have others that we could highlight such as our genius who went off to university and studied. He started working for the king developing faster ships for trade around the world. He did very well for himself. I really would have had it all. 

Unfortunately, I had to learn all of this after I was gone. Like I mentioned before I was put to death when my eldest was only ten years old. Long before any of them got to grow up. I really should have gotten someone else to fetch the apples or at least took a busier street.
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Chapter two: Death of a demon
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We had a few house workers to keep things clean and tidy. One of them could have done it very easily and probably would have made a smarter choice about where to go. I just had to want to talk to the farmers and ask them about the harvest. 

I was at least well known enough that there was an uproar with most of the classes to get the perpetrators drawn and quartered for their crimes. There was really a Shakespearian level of drama around my death. And it was not one of the funny ones where everything turned out mostly ok. 

I was caught off guard as most people would be with a handkerchief over my face. I’m surprised I didn’t drop anything as I was dragged backwards into the alleyway I just passed by. Walking in heels over cobblestone backwards is not an easy task when you are being pulled off balance. 

I heard him whisper in my ear as we kept going back "Scream and you die." 

Dying was something that I was not to keen on doing so I kept my mouth shut. I pulled through a near by door. There was a board on the floor to complete the frame that cause me to drop my apples. I fell back into the perpetrator. With him still pulling me I couldn’t stand on my own anymore. 

Then I started to be unhappy with the kidnapping. We had the money to pay for whatever ransom they wanted. More likely my husband would come find me with a few of his friends carrying long swords dressed in chainmail. They were part of a group that relived the old times. 

Thankfully the swords were dull enough that they didn’t hurt each other. We did have a sharp one in the sitting room that he knew how to use in case someone ever broke in. As soon as I could talk, I would ask if the apples could be fetched for me. It was the least they could do. 

I was pushed very roughly into a room that had a few candles that could be lit and a desk. There was a mattress in the corner, but it looked diseased. I had seen stables nicer than this place. Although considering what they were doing I could see why the accommodations were atrocious. 

"We heard your family has a very nice sum of coins hidden away. What I want you to do is write him and give us at least half. Any less and you go home with a few scratches. Non of it and you don't go home at all. The faster he gets us the gold the less hurt you get. Understand that?” 

He pulled out a pen and paper slamming it down on the desk not so nicely. I sat down and was going to start writing. This ruffian interrupted me before I could start by slamming the knife down right beside me. 

"This letter will be read before it gets sent out. So, you better tell him where to send the money. Now get to writing." 

I nodded and got to the opening but then I got a little stuck, "Where do I tell him to send the money? I just want to make sure I don't get it wrong." He huffed before turning around in the door. 

"Right here, Tompson’s shipping company." I nodded and got back to writing. I don't think I had ever written faster in my life. I had the exact location and if this letter went out right now, I could be home for tonight. I wonder if brownies would be acceptable to bring instead since apples were out of the question now. 

I was done in just a couple of minutes. Sealed in the envelope and even addressed to my home. I used a bit of code to say that I was alright, my husband didn't have to panic too much. He could really be an idiot when he panics. I did not like the way the perpetrator smirked when he left the room. 

I don’t think he thought through giving my husband my location. They could call the police to come get me right away as well. If that happened and there was a murder at least it would be legal. I was there all alone for several hours with nothing to do. It was torture. It was even more torture to be stuck in the corset that I was. 

I'm sure that it would only have been that day that they needed to get organised and come and save me. It was only early in the afternoon. We did have enough that whatever these ruffians asked for we would make up in a matter of years. That is if they even brought the money. I don’t think that would be happening at all. 

It would still be nice to be home that night. I would have a terrible sleep without my cuddles and good night kisses. One of the things that comes with getting married is sleeping without the person becomes such a challenge. Unfortunately, I would not be so lucky as that night before my blood letting. 

I was told that the messenger had been killed by a runaway carriage in the streets. That was hardly my fault, but I was cut several times on my arms anyways. They weren't deep but they were still scratches that I had to cover up. I was afraid of catching my death with open skin in this room. 

This happened the next day as well. During the night I took off all my clothes to breath a little. Otherwise, I would have died on day two of being away from lack of air. The price of beauty was a high one that I was not willing to pay this time. 

On the second day after hearing nothing from my husband I was given enough grace to write a goodbye letter to him. I was still holding out hope that my prince would come for me. I was right he just needed a little time to send a letter with a small pocket attached to it as an advancement to keep me safe. 

When he showed up to the warehouse holding a sword everyone panicked. I heard the commotion through the door. Someone did come bursting through, but it wasn't my husband. It was one of my captors who had been cutting me the past two days. 

“I told you if we didn’t get the money, you wouldn’t be going home.” He stabbed me right in the gut before my husband could walk through the door and pull him off of me. My corset was laying on the ground a few feet away as I needed a long break if I was spending any more time away from home. 

I head heard of women being able to be saved from them being on. There are so many what ifs that I thought about since that day. How different things could have gone for me. I had gotten very little food or water, things like breathing and even standing was getting difficult. 

Being stabbed I went down hard feeling faint instantly. After my attacker was disposed of, I lay there in my husband’s arms looking at his beautiful face. I reach up and touched it looking into his eyes. My thoughts drifted to my children as my life started dripping out of my body. 

"Please don't take this out on them. Raise them like how we talked about. I know you will do right by them, for me." I smiled as tears started to hit my face. My final breath was full of him. We whispered our final I love you’s before everything I saw went dark. Then things got really, really, hot and not in the good way. 
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Chapter three: Orientation
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I was a little bit surprised to find myself down in hell. I had no idea how long I was down there for. Punishment started immediately which was a little bit surprising. I figured there would be a trial of some sort where you could plead your case. Nope, you were just plopped right into your punishment and started working right away. 

Mine was walking around a grinder for hours and hours on end without any breaks. There were constantly flour and wheat getting into my clothing from it. Really the worst thing that someone can imagine up. They told me it was punishment for things that I did in my youth. I'm going to be honest that could be a number of things. 

I wasn't exactly the best child and even what was acceptable back then wasn't good to do. I still think all this was a put much for my crimes. Nonstop walking in my boots. No breaks from a very tight corset. Not to mention my stab wound leaking and burning making the floor slippery and then sticky depending on how much it was bleeding.

I was on the edge of doing anything I possibly could to make it stop. The first time I saw anyone down there was when I was pulled out of there. They snapped their finger and put me in a classroom full of other people. There was no talking, no warning, no explanation on what was going on. 

They just moved me, the no warning that they do sent shocks through my system. Still, I was thankful for the chance to breathe. It was the first time since I was down here that I felt like I could take a full breath. I didn't really want to since it all smelled like burning but it was better then not breathing at all. 

The classroom that I was put into was a large one. It looked like the how the stories describe one of those one room schoolhouses from the new lands. There was probably about fifty of us in there. Some looking like they were from the next town over. Others looking like they came straight out of a history book. 

Even a few looked like far-off lands I had seen pictures of but more civilized versions of those pictures. It was really weird to see all the different people put in one room. Looked like a costume party almost. I took one of the only seats left right before a demon walked in. His skin was deep red with horns and goat hooves like I had seen at church. 

I didn’t really keep going after I left my parents’ house. Probably something else that was put on my record.  He was holding some sort of small piece of wood and looked over the room with a disapproving look. When he started to talk, I wanted to cover my ears. His voice was like a low version of nails on a chock boards.

"Welcome to orientation you flesh bags. Today you have won the sinners lottery. With another human war happening there is an influx of deaths. Because of this and you all having some of the lowest sins; you have been chosen to be torturers. You will be given a demon form to join our ranks, or you can choose to go to the flat lands.

A land on nothingness where you just stand there for the rest of time. Those who wish to go to the flat lands you may leave at this time." 

There was two men that stood up from the front of the room and walked out. The demon watched them go before continuing. 

“Wonderful. The rest of you will be given a demon form and sent to torture chambers all over the underworld. You will work with a senior demon who will show you the ropes. You will also gain access to your files about your lives on earth if you wish to look at them while you are on the job. 

If you have children or a partner, you can put in a request to get updates about them. If you wish to go back to your punishment that I can also be arranged. You can raise your hand now for it." 

There was one man in the back of the room who raised his hand looking like a cat who got the cream. 

The demon didn't even look surprised. Just snapped his fingers and the man went up in a column of smoke. Not to lie but I was a little stunned that anyone had done that. There are only two possible things that I can think of going through his head to have done that. One being that the demon was bluffing. 

Some sort of if you are willing to be punished then you will get to heaven sort of test. The second possibility was that he liked his punishment in a round about way. I did hear about some people liking that on earth. I didn’t think that it would be the same down here. Still, you never know what could have gone through his head. 

We all filed out of that room and into a hall that had a big metal box with a couple of flames on the top of it. There was a red flame when someone walked in and then a green one when the door opened. Not only did we get a demon form, but we also got a special power to go with it. 

When I went through my sight was completely different. There was a mirror for us to look in and everything about me was different. My ears sharpened, same with my teeth. My eyes now looked like something you would see on a cat. My fingers could turn into black claws then back again at will. 

My feet grew into cat paws as well; they stretched out and made my balance move forward. It always felt like I was about to take off running when in this form. I tested out my special power at it was changing into a shadow and moving around on the walls and the ground like that. 

I could go under and over things even moving instantly through other shadows. It was wonderful and felt very freeing. We were also given different clothing that were so much more comfortable. Mine was a black and purple dress that was tight around me but not unmovable or suffocating. 

There was no pinching or pulling that I felt with anything else I have ever warned. Same with the boots. All purple and black and very gothic style of design. Turns out after getting up to speed on my new job there was a lot of time to read. 

I did put in the request to see what my children were up to since I had been gone which I found out was twenty years. It turns out that there were only a couple things on my record to get me sent down here. I didn't think that it was that bad but since I wasn't punished for it anymore, I really couldn't complain. 

I got to read about my kids too since I had been down here. That is how I learned about their lives after my passing. I was proud of how my husband raised them. What was even more impressive is that he didn't remarry. He mourned me for the rest of his life which he was still living.

I couldn't see his file which was unfortunate but maybe I can do something to get him into heaven. Or at least to the flat lands. The twenty years that I was down here did not feel like twenty. It felt more like ten-fold that. When I was living, I remember being unable to sleep for a couple days in a row.

I hated that feeling as everything got more cold and it was hard to focus. The same feeling followed me down here except for the cold. I didn’t know if that made my punishment better or worse. It almost makes time feel like it slowed down to nothing when you don't sleep. 

When I was down here sleep is a thing of the past, getting tired is still very real thing. I figured it would be two hundred years that I did. In this new job that I am in I could follow the flow of time a lot easier than I could when being punished. I was still working all the time, but I didn't need to sleep. 

I could still get tired and needed to take a walk to fix it. Later someone explained to me that was called getting bored. A little annoying but easily fixable. There were a few more good things that come with the change in sensory. 

Such as getting to see evil people being punished and eating food not only from home but all over the world and throughout time. Human demons who were seen as lesser to hell born by obvious reasons. Because of this we kind of had our own community where language didn't matter and we sort of bonded over life. 

This was where food came into play. I found a lot of berries recipe’s that the natives from America and India had. Not to mention some dried meet that was offered up as well. Hard to chew but very nice with added spices. After five years of this I did miss the surface and wanted to find a way to get back there again. 

I did find a couple ways the but with the rules quickly changing about one of them my choice was clear. I put in my application and then given a wait time that riveled anything else down here. The only thing worse than punishment was doing paperwork. Something that we got even a few humans to do just cause of how boring it was. 

Although sometimes I wondered if there was only one person doing it all. I was so willing to wait for it though. In the meantime, I was working to make sure that my husband went to heaven since most of my kids had their ticket already printed. Turns out I got lucky to intervein in their lives. 

Sometime most didn't get to know about their kids until their kids could tell them about it down here. Some human demons pulled their kids out of their punishment for "interrogation". I think it was pretty funny that management let us do it. Still, I didn't even want my kids to see me like this. 

At least on earth I could look human to blend in. Maybe I could even get a hug before going to work. That is if I got up there in time. 
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Chapter four: “Haunted” hospital
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Getting out was easy. All you have to do is just make a run for it. Getting in, that was the hard part. There was a gate around the grounds with barbed wire at the top. Plus, the security guard walking around the grounds with a flashlight. Not to mention the fines that come with getting into this place. 

Thankfully we were small enough to get through a little hole in the fence to get in. Getting into the building was also difficult since there were locks on the door and the doors themselves were locked. But there was a vent system that we were able to get into. Just the little door, on the other side there was no vent shafts to crawl through. 

Even if there was, we were too heavy to actually walk it. With two flashlights and a camera we were going to walk around and do our very best not to get caught doing it. I would say that we did good at that part. We would just have to hold the footage a few years till the limitations expired and we couldn't go to jail for it anymore. 

We were minors while doing it, well, as minor as seventeen can be. The whole time we were there we were on edge not from the possible ghost but from getting caught. There was someone besides us making noise the whole time we were there. 

I really wanted to investigate it, but I was also worried about the guard outside seeing the light from our flashlights.  The story with the hospital was there wasn't enough money coming in to keep things open. One day everyone just up and left things moving to a new hospital that was taking people.

I'm sure there was some gradual leaving before the end but the way things were left it sort of seemed to be all at once. All the doctors got jobs at some place else, and all the patience were moved to the newest hospital that just opened up a few weeks before. There was another more interesting story of why everything was left there. 

A disease went through the hospital, no one knew what it was, where it was coming from or how to stop it. The doctors there were ones that were just there to make them comfortable and send samples to the lab to make sure that no one else got sick on the outside. That's the reason why it got haunted. 

Cause there was so many that died in a painful way in these beds. I'm sure the same is true even if the disease wasn't what killed people, but it makes it much more dramatic. Plus, I feel like if there was something like that, they would have knocked the building down and burned it all to make sure the disease was gone. 

But one can fantasize about the creepy and disturbed. Once you got inside the building you wouldn't see anything that would indicate there was an epidemic. I expected some form of disorder, but all of the disaster around just looked like normal abandoned building mess. 

The things I were expecting was like wards plasticed off sections or trash filled with gloves and gowns and things like that. But there was nothing, it was empty. The trash was full of random garbage from before they shut the place right down. This was back in the early ots, so it had been a while. 

There were a few pretty old computers that was no longer functional, but it was fun to see what offices were there and what you just had to guess they’re for. Things like beds, monitors, trays, instruments and all of that stuff was basically untouched. 

Either the people before were extremely careful and respectful or it was all put back to where it should be after they shut the building down. Why they don't just remove it I have no idea, but it is still here and so is everything else inside it. There were even kids toys in the children’s wing. 

Something that was just one hallway. The hospital wasn't very big being four stories’ tall and a U shape, so every floor had three hallways. Plus, the main lobby which was just open. Back to the kids wing it was all bright and colourful. Or as colourful as paint can be when it was faded by what feels like a few decades. 

Windows on the doors were broken which tossed out the idea of the explorers being respectful out the window. There was also graffiti on the walls that were actually pretty wholesome and fit the kids wing. It was cute walking around and filming all of it. My favourite was this glitchy cartoon looking character. 

Clearly someone with talent came through on this one. We climbed up the stairs and started at the top of the hospital and just started going down from there checking every room for ghosts. It was cool to walk around but we were on a mission to find a soul that was lost in this maze of medicine. 

There was one place in the whole hospital that was left untouched. That place was the basement where the morgue and freezer were. Thankfully all the bodies had been moved at this point but there was still blood in the tile and around the drain. It was easily one of the scariest nights of my life walking around down there. 

The top side was fun; this very much was not. There was still the real danger of getting caught and getting sent to jail for trespassing. Something that you could really feel when walking through the lobby. They clearly had a few big windows looking into the front because they were now all pieces of plywood now. 

Not much to keep sound in cause as we were poking around the desk at the front, we heard the guard walking past the front. That was the closest we had gotten to getting caught so far that night. The less real threat was getting a ghost attached to us and bringing it home. 

Because of my age I know it is severally unlikely, but I did think there was a good chance of my dying from a heart attack in there. We were dealing with all the stresses through the night, which was about six hours to get in an out under the cover of darkness. 

What did almost kill me was when the guard came inside when were on the second floor and walked around a little bit. We were hiding on the other side of a desk in the corner of a room with the door mostly shut. There was a barrier that hid everything but my shoes from the door. 

Cassi was a little smarter hiding in one of the cupboards that were in the room. Turns out they were that big or we were just that small. We saw him pass and couldn't see him anymore. Thankfully that scared him enough to get him out of there instead of investigating the noise. Otherwise, we really could have died that night. 

His reaction was very normal considering this place being haunted was very well known at this point. I'm sure I would have ran just as fast if not faster if I thought there was a supernatural entity behind me. There was something that I thought I kept seeing no matter where we went in the hospital. 

There was the ghost of a little girl wearing a medical gown with long black hair over a bloody face. It could be a really cool ghost sighting, but I was pretty sure it was just being sleep deprived. I didn't get a good night sleep last night and no sleep tonight. I was never more grateful to have a day off. 

I was hoping this night would be over fast so that I could go to bed. But that seems to be the problem when you are tired is that time will just stretch out and go on. When I got home, I would be sleeping for so long my family might think I’m dead. Which was a change from my normal no sleeping ever routine. 

I was very happy for the change in pace. I like sleeping it's just hard to do sometimes. Having rain sounds and a fan seem to be the best way that I can sleep. Being just showered after running for your life also helps a lot with it. 

I should have signed up for the track team with how fast I think I got over high school running away from these kinds of places. Problem is that would probably have taken time out of my life when we did these investigations. 
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Chapter five: Normal day at school
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It would seem that the first day or even everyday of high school is exactly the same. At least that is how it makes me feel every year. It is the same routine day in and day out. I get out of bed, go to school, get knocked down a proverbial peg by a teacher or another student. Then go home, clean up, and sometimes end the day going to sleep. 

Some days I felt like I was stuck in a tv show where it was the same day over and over again with only very little changing every time. There was one day where I was almost able to predict everything that happened because I felt like I was just doing yesterday over again. It felt like I was playing a walking simulator all the time. 

I wasn't in control, just going through the motions of what was expected of me. Pretty much coping what everyone else was doing. I did have one thing that broke the weekends up. The light in the dark. The piece of rope to pull me out of the vacuum of space. My one and only friend. 

She turns a lunch into a commercial break from the monotony of life. Managing to make me laugh or at least decompress from whatever the day has thrown at me. It makes the day so much better then before hand. Sadly, most of the time the good feeling didn't last long after the next class started. 

She was the one to introduce me to the world of the supernatural. Ghosts and demons, scented candles and witchcraft. All the way back in the first few months of meeting we made a plan for after graduation. We would go to one of the most haunted places in the world to try and get evidence. 

There was a lot of haunted places around where we live. Going somewhere else and doing the same thing we would be doing over the next few years would be really interesting. The day before our first day of this last year we went to the love witch to get a tarot card reading. Some blueprint to how this year was going to go. 

We did it last year and the year before and it seemed to work. I got bad pulls the past couple times but at least I could prepare for that bad. Hopefully this year would be better than the past years. Our local witch is a character to get to know for sure. She is a bit eccentric but really nice if you aren't being antagonizing.  

She sells things like candle and local made jewellery if you aren't there for all the witchcraft. She also sells cool rocks and things for alters that people build. We have people from the city come down to our small town that mostly keeps the shop running. I don’t think there is a shop there or this one just feels more authentic. 

Either way
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