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Tales of Six

Episode One

Glory Days
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Six groggily slipped out of her dream state during the alarm Bells from the Church of Satan, then slowly slipped her middle finger inside herself. She had been dreaming all day about her first murder victim and didn’t want to let go of the erotic feeling the memories had brought her. The aroused Child of Satan was privileged enough to have her own room on the grounds of The Church of Satan, where the Children were raised, as a special reward for being in the official gang of six for the Hell’s High Priestess, Lilly Kubrick. But that never gave her much time for privacy. Six knew damn well that the rest of Hell (especially the Hellspawn that resided so close to the Unholy Temple) would be in full swing soon and expect her Hellish services. Still, the presently horny Hellcat hoped she would be left alone long enough to flick her bean while she reminisced within her demented thoughts...

Remembering her First Kill!

Six let out a soft moan while she pushed her finger in past the knuckle, right to the hilt.

She never thought her First Kill could come soon enough. Six had been in Lilly’s gang for over a year now, and although she reveled in the fear from the extreme mayhem she was causing, bullying and beating up Lost Souls just wasn’t enough for her. Bludgeoning her victims with her bare fists and then having to spare their lives could only be described as the same feeling it would be to yank her middle finger out of her moistened vagina just before getting the job done. 

So goddam frustrating!

Six pulled out and stroked her clitoris vigorously as if to bring the point home.

But then, last night, The Bells from The Church of Satan rang out. Not the same chime that was presently ringing to awaken Hell, nor like the chime that was used to gather Devils, Demons, and Children to Black Sabbath― oh no! This was the damning chime that was only used to alert Hell that someone was attempting to escape. Therefore, a Demonic Posse would need to be formed to track down― (and kill!) the runner or runners.

The Satanic Child slowed her self-abuse momentarily, savoring this moment and not wanting to get off quite yet from only remembering the sweet sound of the death-bringing tolls. Her heart was pounding furiously in her chest now, just as it had been when she’d heard Hell’s warning. Six’s steady gyrations on her sex slowed nearly to a stop now that she remembered the hopeless fact at the time that a Demonic Posse only consisted of Devils and Demons. Only one Unholy member from each Royal Family.

Just as soon as Six’s excitement escalated from hearing the Death Toll, realizing this fact destroyed all hopes of her involvement in The Hunt and the eventual kill. 

But wait!

All hope was restored again when Six soon found out a whole herd of Pigs was attempting to make a convoy straight out of Hell. It was quickly decided that a second Demonic Posse was needed for The Hunt, and twelve Children of Satan were also added to the mix for good measure.

Six forced in both index and middle fingers now, stretching herself with ecstasy as she recalled the realization that she now had a slim chance to commit murder.

The wild herd of runaway Pigs was Hellbent on their escape in their horse-drawn carriages. Did they think there was safety in numbers? Was it the sufferer’s plan to hopefully get a few survivors to the finish line and be safe within The Shield of New Hope? That’s what it looked like, and all of Hell at the time had to respect their boldness and ingenuity. Most definitely, this maneuver was unprecedented and temporarily threw off the Dark Lord and the Hunting Parties. It even appeared that they might have a chance to get away. . .

But then the Campbells assured everyone that no escape would happen. They would head them off at the pass, destroy their means of transportation, and then await The Hunters so they could claim their traditional prizes. 

But how was this possible?

Nobody asked because nobody ever questioned the Campbell’s abilities. The only thing that surpassed their superhuman feats was their ability to keep their abilities secret. So, with no questions asked, the two Campbells from each Posse elevated themselves into the clouds and created a blinding flash of ball lightning that caused the overcast to glow temporarily. True to their word, when the Hunting Parties soon caught up to their prey near the outskirts of The Field, they were all cowering beneath the twin spiraling Demons amongst the wreckage of their failed escape.

The grand leader of The Posses, Lilly Kubrick, approached the puzzling scene and surveyed the carnage of toppled transports and slain horses. She shook her head, then half-congratulated the defeated Souls sarcastically. “Nice try, assholes.”

The conquered Pigs could only weep uncontrollably and said nothing in their defense. 

“Well, shit,” continued the Hell Priestess disappointedly. “This kinda takes the fun out of it. Tell ya what. I’ll give you idiots another chance again on foot.”

The failed escapees looked at each other with flickers of hope and uncertainty.

“I won’t give you a third chance,” warned Lilly.

That was all they needed to hear. The desperate Souls bolted towards their possible salvation and never looked back.

“Are you sure that’s wise?” asked Lilly’s little brother, Maxwell, who was in charge of the second Posse and his gang of six Children. 

Lilly scrutinized Max with her yellow goat eyes and a slight smirk on her angelic face. “Sure, why not?” replied The Priestess. “We all know now that the Campbells won’t let them escape,” however, the fuck that was possible! Lilly wondered. “So, how about we just let our little minions get some exercise this time. Since they’re already here.”

Maxwell eyed the hopeful dozen Children momentarily but didn’t need much convincing. He still gave his goat-shaped head an uncertain shake, though. “Sure, fuck it,” Max finally decided. “There’ll always be more stupid Pigs for us to hunt down.”

Lilly gave Six an almost motherly smile, then commanded her right-hand girl. “Leave a few meals behind for the Coopers, then heap the rest of them downtown on display when you’re done.”

Six went back to town on her clit with both slickened fingers now. She was utterly soaked downstairs, thinking about the grateful cheers from all the Children after their Masters decided to release the hounds of Hell.

Without warning, Lilly Kubrick unclasped her crescent-shaped, stainless steel weapon and fired it directly at one of the runners. It whirled past the pursuing Children and cracked the closest runner in the back of its head. 

Maxwell looked at his older sis accusingly.

“What?” defended Lilly. “I can’t just let them have all the fun. . .” 

Six nearly climaxed when she remembered the sound of Lilly’s toy when it penetrated the back of her intended victim’s head. She recalled it sounded a lot like a smashed pumpkin at the Benedict's farm, only this time there was a loud crack when it cracked open the Pig’s skull. 

The runners divided into separate groups after The First Kill. They must have decided then that their only chance of survival was to fan out and hope that some of them might be able to outrun their pursuers. The Children chasing them separated themselves into smaller groups, knowing that any escape would greatly displease their Masters. 

Six broke off from her group of six, along with Rachel and Shiela in tow, to track down a young family that consisted of a mother, father, and a preteen girl. Six, being the sadistic Child that she was, automatically decided that her victims would suffer more if she slaughtered their child in front of them, so she put on an extra burst of speed to surpass the couple and tackled their helpless daughter. The moment they both hit the ground, the mother and father instinctively gave up all interest in escape and ran towards their only child. Unfortunately for the protective parents, Rachel and Sheila soon caught up with them and took them down with Hellish efficiency. They held their prisoners down at knifepoint, craning their necks in Six’s direction so they would have a good view of what was about to come. The twin captives cried out for mercy, begging and pleading to spare their daughter’s life.

Six glanced over her shoulder momentarily with a sly smirk while she relished in the mother and father’s ultimate misery, then turned back around to look down at her victim. The not-so-innocent little Piggy squirmed beneath her captor, squealing in absolute terror. The now sexually sensitive Hellchild ground her dampened sex on top of the soon-to-be slaughtered Piglet to get off somewhat, but mostly to counteract its defensive movements. While she rode the mounted Pig, Six contemplated how to dispatch the adorable girl in front of her parents. 

I need to do it slow, Six contemplated, to draw out their suffering.

Six stared her victim down through her elongated bangs, thinking. . . She looks around twelve years old, Six figured. The same age I was when I got my second six tattoo. The regretful Child pouted ever-so-slightly and secretly came close to tears. I was so stupid and trusting back then! She raged in her mind. Six extracted her handy butterfly knife from its holster, gave it a quick flick open, and then plunged the blade deep into the young girl’s soft, supple neck. The formally frantic Lost Soul instantly gave up on her struggle momentarily from the shock, then immediately began its trashing afresh when her dying body switched over into full survival mode. She was unable to scream now; her gurgled pleas only came out in sickening coughs of purple blood. Six continued to stare her victim down while trying to hold the blade in place. She felt in her despicable soul the desperate need to ensure the Pig wouldn’t bleed out too quickly, to make sure this family suffered to her utmost capacity.

Six secretly imagined she was killing her former naivety while she reveled in the tormented screams emitting from the traumatized parents behind her. Just for show, she twisted the knife a bit, causing the now convulsing girl to gag and spit blood onto her tormentor’s face. The Hellish mount licked the corners of her mouth to taste the coppery-flavored liquid that had just recently given her a morbid facial. For her own satisfaction (and to further torture the mother and father), Six imagined the slightly opened neck wound was an ejaculating penis and tried to coax more of the slick warm fluid into her open mouth and protruding tongue. The murderous Child squeezed and teased her own small breasts as the blood trickled down her slightly exposed cleavage.

Six was close to climaxing now, remembering all her attuned senses at the time like she was reliving this pivotal moment. She reveled in the memories of the sharp tang of blood mixed with the smell of piss and shit when the dying girl evacuated her bowels. She vividly recalled the feel of the fresh warm urine when it emptied from the girl’s bladder and began to soak Six’s crotch and saturate her anus. 

Six took one last look over her shoulder at the screaming parents who now begged for death, not wanting to live for another second in this Hellish world after what they were being forced to witness. The merciless Child gave the mother and father a final Satanic satisfied grin, then raked the knife across the girl’s throat so deeply that it nearly decapitated her. Knowing that the gruesome show was obviously over, Rachel and Shiela mercifully began to cut the grieving witnesses down. The devastatingly bereaved parents didn’t try to defend themselves, but they couldn’t stop themselves from crying out in anguish and pain until they were both heaps of butchered flesh. In an act of pure depravity, Six continued to stab the dead girl beneath her in the eyes and face, mutilating the once beautiful creature's facsimile just for badness. 

She was close to climaxing now. So goddamned close!

―But just when she was about to orgasm, she was shockingly disrupted by none other than Shiela and Rachel, who just barged in through her bedroom door. It was an embarrassing moment, only to be made more awkward because she was past the point of no return. Six now had to ride out her uncontrolled orgasm in front of these two imposing Children. She panted in uneven breaths and cringed her face while the pair stared at her contortions for a few ticks. Then, they both burst out laughing.

Thank Satan I have the covers over me, Six reasoned. At least I can try to deny what the fuck just happened here―

“Did we show up at a bad time?” asked Rachel sarcastically.

Shiela busted out in laughter again.

“Shut the fuck up, Shiela!” shouted Six, just before she tossed her sweat-soaked pillow at the usually bashful girl.

“What?” defended Shiela meekly. “I never said anything. . .”

Six hauled the covers off herself and yanked down her short-skirted robe shamelessly after she realized the jig was up. “Duh. . . I know!” accused Six in a mocking mongoloid type of voice. “You never say anything.”

Shiela blushed from the accusation while Bobby Cut let herself into the room. “What’s going on?” she asked to address the obvious elephant in the room.

“Oh― nothing,” assured Rachel. “We just accidentally walked in on Six while she was trying to crack one off.” She unsheathed her butcher-style knife and made downward stabbing motions. “Probably getting off thinking about the Pigs we whacked last night.”

Bobby Cut nonchalantly shrugged her shoulders, causing her straight, black, bobby-style haircut to bend at the bottom. “So what? I did the same thing last night,” she stated matter of factually and then asked more accusingly than curiously, “Didn’t you?”

Shiela and Rachael glared guiltily at each other, but Shiela blushed much more profusely than the other. Finally, Rachael shrugged and admitted, “Yeah, I totally rubbed one out after my First Kill― as soon as I got home!”

“So― who the fuck are you to judge Six then?” accused Bobby.

“Because Six thinks she’s better than the rest of us,” arraigned Rachel with the point of her blade towards Six. “She pretends like she’s not totally scared shitless to die on a fucking cross―”

With a burst of lightning speed, Six grabbed Rachel by the back of the head with her left hand and pushed the Child’s knifepoint dangerously close to her exposed neck with her right hand. “I could prove I’m not scared to die on a cross right now by killing you― 

“Then do it,” challenged Rachel while she attempted to stare the other Child down.

Six was tempted beyond her own belief to push the knife in. Was it because she was still so pissed off at these girls for fucking up her climax earlier? Or was it because she feared nothing would ever satisfy her again until she spilled more blood? 

She never had time to decide this because her bedroom door flung open wide again, followed by a pissed-off-looking High Priestess. “What the fuck is the holdup? My dad’s gonna be downtown any minute to―” Lilly quickly assessed the intense situation in the room.

The two conflicting Children never moved and continued to stare each other down. 

“Let her go,” Lilly demanded subtlety. 

The command made Six want to do the opposite, so she pushed the knife closer.

“I said let her go!” The Devil bellowed in a Satanic roar.

The Hellish decree instantly put Six back in her place. She relinquished Rachael and bowed her head like a scolded child.

Rachel tightened her jaw and squared her shoulders. She took deep breaths while she attempted to resolve her pride and composer. “I demand satisfaction, Master!” she behested, pointing her blade towards the other insulting Childs’ direction. “I officially challenge Six to a duel!”

Both Bobby Cut and Sheila gasped in unison.

Lilly sauntered up to the challenging Child of Satan. “Put the knife away and shut your fucking mouth,” she ordered. “I don’t have time for this pissing match― bullshit right now!”

Rachel glared over Lilly’s shoulder towards Six in an “I’m gonna fuckin’ deal with you later” sort of look, then obediently jammed her weapon back into its holster overdramatically.

“Now. . . like I was trying to say. . .” Lilly took a calming breath. “My Dad is heading downtown to make a public announcement after that shit show went down last night. So, He wants every Demon and Child down there when He makes his little speech.” The Priestess let out a frustrated huff because the two Children were still giving each other death stares. 

***
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The majority of Demons, Devils, and Children gathered downtown in Hell shortly after. They blocked off the heap of slain Souls that were piled not-so-ceremoniously in a gruesome pile to display a show of power. Many of the deceased friends and family wept openly for the fallen but were not permitted to remove the bodies for proper burial until the Dark Lord articulated the justification for this senseless loss of life. When it finally appeared to the Ultimate Ruler that the crowd was at its peak of grieving Pigs and curious onlookers, He began His fateful proclamation with a simple question. “Why must we constantly go through this?” 

Six let out an audible huff from her apparent boredom.

The interrupted speaker gave Six a look that would have killed if it came from a Campbell from the rude interruption. She’s trouble that one, the Dark Lord considered. Usually, I expect a bit of boldness from the Children. But for the life of me, I can’t figure out why Lilly recruited such a brass Hellraiser into her gang of six.

Six stared back defiantly at the pissed-off Devil through her bangs but smartly kept her place.

The Dark Lord cleared His throat impatiently, gave His massive rack of horns a frustrated shake, then continued. “As I was trying to say. You all know that escape from Hell is impossible. It’s been attempted so many times through the generations. Yet― you still get it into your stupid heads that you can just―”

So how did it feel? the floating Demon at Six’s side asked her telepathically.

How did what feel? Six internally responded with another question to her best friend, Mazzy Campbell.

You know, thought Mazzy curtly. Your first kill.

Six allowed herself a slight smirk since the Dark Lord no longer had His attention on her. It was orgasmic. . . she answered whimsically in her mind.

During? Or after?

Six blushed slightly, wondering if Mazzy might have heard something about Rachel and Shiela coming into her room at the worst possible moment. Realizing she probably could have cared less if everyone in Hell knew about it, she answered jokingly. It was both, actually.

Mazzy let out an internal, infernal laugh, then thought, You’re so lucky! Sometimes, I wonder if I’ll ever get to kill anyone. It’s so unfair that both Roy and Stacey got to go to The Hunt. . . 

But they never killed anyone, stated Six. They only fucked up a few horses and flipped over their carriages.

Still, it would have been nice to have been invited. . . Mazzy trailed off with evident frustration and disappointment.

Six took a side glance at the six skulls orbiting Mazzy. She knew the skulls were only specimens the Demon had removed from The Field to intimidate people. This was a secret that only the two girls shared. Six reasoned that most people in Hell assumed the head shells belonged to failed lovers, and she knew Mazzy preferred people to believe that. Oh― cheer up buttercup! Six eventually responded. I’m sure there’ll be lots of other chances for you to be invited on a Hunt. These Pigs never learn their lessons. . .

Mazzy let out an anguished huff inside of their minds. I dunno, she admitted defeatedly. Stacy and Roy made it pretty obvious we could stop any escape. Even if everyone in Hell tried to escape simultaneously.

Six took a chance. So― how in the fuck did they manage to do that?

Mazzy kept her silence while she slowly rotated clockwise in mid-air.

Well, it was a nice try― thought Six briefly but immediately cut off her thoughts when she clumsily remembered the Demon could read her mind.

There was an awkward quiescence, so Six resumed listening to The Dark Lord’s dire ramblings.

“― and if you think there’s a better life for you in New Hope, then you’re wrong,” the disappointed Devil continued. “Do you seriously think that you’d be better off there? I mean, c’mon― seriously people. Most of them don’t even drink there, and they have no recreational drugs at all―”

Mazzy invaded Six’s brain again. I still think you and me should off someone.

Six felt a tingle in her loins from just thinking about killing again, but damn well knew better than to fantasize about it too much. What― we already talked about this! Even if nobody noticed any Pigs go astray― there’s nowhere in Hell that the Pearsons wouldn’t see us.

Oh, I’m not so sure about that. . . calculated Mazzy.

Six’s libido picked up afresh from the bold statement, hoping for a window of opportunity from this new information. Wait― what? Where in Hell could the Pearsons not see us?

Think about it, answered Mazy reasonably. Nobody in Hell knows what the Inner Circle does. If we can find their meeting place, we just found somewhere nobody knows about.

Ya― except the fucking Inner Circle! Six belted out in her baffled mind. Jesus Christ! The Dark Lords’  wife’s their leader― for fuck sake! I think I’m more afraid of her than Him.

Me too, admitted Mazzy. But everyone knows that the Inner Circle only meets somewhere before Black Sabbath.

That’s just one tradition that everyone in Hell knows about, countered Six. I would assume nothing about The Circle.

I wouldn’t assume anything about them, either. That’s why I plan to find out exactly where their meeting place is and if it’s empty when they’re not meeting there.

Six let out another audible huff but ensured it wasn’t loud enough to interrupt the remainder of the Dark Lord’s speech. Well, OK. Good luck with that... she trailed off sarcastically with very little hope.

Well, it’s probably the only chance we got after this shit show went down. I’d be very surprised if anyone ever tried to escape from Hell again.

Six watched as the bereaved loved ones scraped up what was left of the runaway Pigs while they wept openly from the sheer brutality and their sudden lack of hope. While she witnessed the reactions from the extraction of her victim that she mutilated beyond recognition, she realized that Mazzy was probably right.

***
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As per the Dark Lord's brilliant suggestion, while the anguished Lost Souls departed, the duel Posses and the twelve participating Children that formerly formed The Hunt were “requested” (but every request from the Dark Lord was a direct order!) to leave the scene together (another show of power) and reconvene at The Church of Satan for further briefing. The ten Devils and Demons, plus the dozen Children, slowly dredged their way downtown through Hell to The Church with the same thought on all their resolute minds.

“Well, I guess that’s the last fucking Hunt we’ll ever see in our lifetimes,” speculated Maxwell Kubrick somberly.

Everyone in the Hellish gang stared at the two floating rotating Demons accusingly.

Why the fuck are you all staring at us like that? asked Stacey Campbell, who was only three months pregnant at the time but looked like she was already full term because the baby bump swelled out of her frail body like a dampened face cloth trying to conceal a grapefruit.

“Umm. . . because you guys just proved to everyone in Hell that there’s a zero chance of escape,” accused the deaf Demon Christopher Pearson.

Well, what the fuck else could we do? asked Roy Campbell. Just let a bunch of Pigs escape― and run wee wee wee― all the way to fucking New Hope?

That fact shut everyone up. But only for a little while.

“I dunno, man,” injected the blind Demon, Richard Anderson. “Nobody is suggesting that you should’ve just let them escape. I just think maybe you could’ve been a bit more subtle about it. You know― instead of showing everyone how almighty and powerful you are.”

If we wanted to show you how powerful we are, we would’ve killed all the Pigs ourselves.

That shut everyone up again.

During the uncomfortable silence that followed, Six had a lot to consider. Would the other night really be the first and last time she would get to kill anyone? She supposed she could always kill Rachel if she accepted that challenge to a duel. But killing a skilled Child in mortal combat wouldn’t be the same. Six imagined Rachel would put up one Hell of a fight, and it was evident that the other Child had little or no fear since she had issued the provocation in the first place. Plus, Six knew that if she killed a fellow Child over something so petty as getting caught masturbating, she would be shunned by the Evil community. Besides, she knew killing a Child of Satan in good sport would never compare to slowly murdering an innocent Lost Soul.

Six pretended to scratch an itch near her breast and secretly brushed her fingertips across one of her now sensitive nipples. The sudden memory of slashing that little girl's face to ribbons was turning her on, again, hardcore―

Rachel suddenly broke out in uncontrollable laughter. When Six looked back to find out what the fuck could be so funny at such a depressing moment, she saw Rachel staring at her. The conniving, conspiring Child covered her mouth and whispered something in Sheila’s ear. When Shiela looked at Six and began to crack up herself, Six felt her blood boil and was just about ready to fucking lose it. God dammit! raged Six inside her mind. Did Rachel just see me do that little nipple rub thing?

Rachel made an eroticized expression in Six's direction while she made circular motions around her own areolas, which caused Sheila to belt out laughter even louder.

Oh my fucking god! enraged Six internally. What the fuck is up with those two? Like― why the fuck can’t they just leave me alone and mind their own business? Jesus― it’s bad enough they just caught me finger-bashing myself earlier tonight―

Roy and Stacy Campbell joined in with the boisterous laughter at Six’s expense because they were listening in on her thoughts.

Oh no! Now the fucking Campbells know about it? worried Six.

Now Chad and Tommy Cooper started to laugh. Or at least tried to. Their attempts at normal human laughter sounded like wild dogs with their legs caught in restraining traps.

Cock suckers! Six’s blood was starting to boil over. The Campbells must have just told the Coopers!

Six’s world was slowly imploding and steadily getting ready to detonate. She felt like a stupid little kid again with that fresh six tattooed on her left cheek. You look like you have the body of a six-year-old! She could hear her past tormentor's voice ring through her mind like it was yesterday instead of four years ago. The laughter all around her by her present peers blended in together relentlessly with the laughter in her mind from her past so long ago. Six tried to cover her ears to block out the taunting laughter, but it rang in her head even louder from within. She grabbed her hair by the temples, seething, ready to explode―

But just before she snapped, Rachel and Sheila pretended to nudge their way past her and shoved her into a passing Soul. Six was shocked back to reality by the sudden impact with the Pig, but her rage didn’t dissipate. Unfortunately for the unfortunate Lost Soul, Six’s temper had just escalated to the brink.

“Pardon me, my Unholy One!” the Soul belted out for an apology.

Six wasn’t accepting any apologies at the moment. Instead, the rapscallion responded by giving the innocent woman she just bumped into a swift upward kick to the vagina. The shocked Pig woman instinctively cradled her bruised box and fell to her knees in agony. Before the sudden recipient of the Child’s frustrations could even register why she was being so severely punished for such a simple mistake, Six ostrich kicked her square in the face. The fury-fueled force from the blow smashed the woman’s nose to a pulp and sent her flying backward until she landed flat on her back. Six offered no explanations and especially no mercy. She was in absolute kill mode now. She mounted her victim in a heartbeat and began to drive her fists down onto the woman’s face repeatedly. 

The H-A-T-E tattoo on her left hand came down, followed by the H-A-T-E on her right knuckles.

Again, 

again,

again,

and again,

The crowd of Devils, Demons, and Children soon gave up at their laughter at Six’s expense and instead began to whoop and cheer her on, suddenly forgetting their previous worries about never having another Hunt. Six had long ago tuned them out. This was all about her now.  

Left, 

Right,

Left,

Right,

Left, 

Six continued the bloody assault emotionlessly. The claps and cheers slowly died down until they stopped altogether. Everyone that was witnessing this attack was soon coming to the realization that this was no longer an assault. It was becoming a premeditated murder.

“OK, Six, she’s had enough,” suggested Lilly. But every suggestion from the High Priestess was a direct order.

Left,

Right,

Left, 

Right,

The blows intensified rather than receding.

“I said she’s had enough!” commanded the Devil’s daughter this time.

Left, 

Right, 

Left, 

Right,

The murderous Child was oblivious to anything else around her.

All the Devils, Demons, and Children (minus a stunned Priestess and an entertained Rachel and Sheila) beseeched the demented Child to stop this madness.

“C’mon Six― that’s enough!” cried Adam Pearson.

“Jesus!” cursed Mike Anderson. “You’re gonna fucking kill her!”

“Do you really wanna die on a cross over this?” warned Maxwell Kubrick.

Six let out a Hellish scream that came directly from her tortured soul. She suddenly whipped out her butterfly knife and began to slash her unconscious victim across her exposed face repeatedly in wide arcs. Dark streams of blood started seeping out of the fresh wounds.

Lilly suddenly had enough of this. She hoped her friends and colleagues could have talked some sense into Six, but clearly, the mentally fragile Child had gone into full retard-kill- mode. The Priestess marched dutifully to apprehend her disgraced soldier. Six caught the coming approach from her Master through the side of her bangs and pointed the blade threateningly at The Priestess to ward her off. The defensive Devil stopped in her tracks. She was completely thrown off by this sudden threat from someone who was supposed to be one of her most loyal minions.

Six snapped out of her blacked-out rage. She had just now realized what she had done― was still doing now! But she came to this realization too late. Lilly looked back and forth between the knife pointed at her, to the butchered Pig lying in a pool of blood, and then back to Six, who continued to point the blade desperately at her while panting heavily with her face covered in the victim’s blood.

The shock suddenly disappeared as soon as it had started. Lilly kicked the knife out of Six’s hand and then hauled the demented Child off the possibly fatal sufferer like she weighed absolutely nothing. The persecuting Priestess drew Six in close enough that she could see right through her bangs and directly into her merciless eyes. Lilly paused here for probably only a second or two, but it seemed like a lifetime. She looked deeply into Six's troubled eyes that were always so (shamefully?) hidden behind her overgrown bangs and was tempted (by Satan?) to kiss this tortured Child to ease her obvious (but questionable) suffering. Lilly knew that word about this unjustified brutality of a Lost Soul would soon spread all over Hell and eventually reach her father. Instead of cramming her tongue through Six’s slightly parted lips (like she so desperately wanted to!), she commanded her disgraced underling condemningly. “Start marching your ass to The Church― right now! You got some serious fucking explaining to do...”

***
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Oh Hell yeah. I knew this one would be trouble, justified the Dark Lord, while He scrutinized Six with His yellow goat eyes and twisted the long, pointy, greying beard under his chin. “What’s the matter?” He finally questioned the bold Child, “Didn’t you spill enough blood last night?”

Six shrugged her shoulders nonchalantly and fixed her gaze on the Ultimate Ruler, completely unintimidated. 

Lilly Kubrick gave her minion a sharp jab in the side with her elbow to entice the Child to speak up. Shockingly, Six never even flinched. She only continued to stare down the Dark Lord through her elongated bangs.

“Not much of a talker― is she?” asked Alex Kubrick, almost amusedly.

Lilly could tell her dad was in one of his rare, good moods. She considered the chance that she might be able to use this scarce opportunity in Six’s favor. “Oh no― she’s usually not this quiet,” the Priestess mused. “I can barely ever shut this one up. I think you got Six confused with Sheila― she’s the quiet one.”

Alex unleashed a throaty, Hellish laugh. He found the joke quite amusing because He knew Lilly knew damn well that He knew every Child of Satan in Hell like they were His own children. He had to admire Six, in a way. The only Child the Lost Souls feared equally (or worse?) was the possibly more formidable B.B. He finally let out a deep sigh. “The Pearsons and the Andersons informed me that that poor innocent Pig is in pretty rough shape. I’m still waiting on the good doctor to update me on her condition.”

The statement was addressed to Lilly, but Six answered. “She’ll survive.”

The Dark Lord addressed Six now. “Oh! I’m sure she will. But that’s not exactly the fucking point now. Is it?”

“Isn’t it?” asked Six, rather snarkily.  

Lilly gave Six another sharp jab in the midsection with her elbow. She didn’t like the way Six was handling this possibly severe situation. Her tone was all wrong. The Priestess knew her father’s good mood could quickly go sideways if He thought He was being disrespected.

“So, that’s it. Is it?” He addressed Six. “You think just because you didn’t kill that woman, I won’t sentence you to die in The Field? You think I’m that predictable?”

“Go ahead and kill me if you want,” said Six, dead seriously.

This time, Lilly kept her elbows to herself and turned to stare at Six, mystified. What the Hell is she trying to prove? she wondered. Is Six really that fearless? Or does she have some fucked-up death wish?

Her internal question would have to be temporarily unanswered because Six had clearly called her dad's bluff. “Alright― whatever― fuck it,” He gave up.

Lilly was expecting a death sentence to prove a point. Instead, He shocked her by saying, “I supposed one more sliced-up Pig at a time like this isn’t really gonna make much of a difference.” He pointed a long, warning black fingernail towards His eldest daughter. “But you better keep a short leash on this one! I gotta fucking-funny-feeling she has absolutely no control over her god-dammed temper.”

Lilly nodded her head with understanding just before Six turned about face and began to march angrily out of The Church of Satan. The High Priestess fumed while she attempted to follow Six’s pace. She wanted desperately to lay into Six because of the blatant disrespect towards her father but didn’t want to disrespect this Unholy place in the process. As soon as the attending Campbell opened the grand wooden doors and they were finally outside, Lilly let Six have it. “What the fuck was that back there?” 

“What the fuck was what?” returned Six, without even turning to face her Master while she began to bolt down the immense concrete staircase.

“You can’t just talk to my father like that!”

“Apparently, you can,” stated Six, staring straight ahead while conversing down the stairs. “I just did.”

Lilly had just enough. She caught up with Six, grabbed her by the bottom of her robe's sleeve, and then hauled the brass Child around to face her. Again, that burning question in her mind came up. “Are you really that fearless? Or do you just have some fucked up death wish?”

“Pick one.”

Lilly gave up and rolled her yellow goat eyes. “I really don’t need to put up with this crap from you― ya know? I could replace you with someone like B.B.―”

“Sure! If you could even understand what that bitch is ever saying.”

Lilly let out a frustrated huff. She knew Six was right. The only ones that could make any sense out of B.B. was the other Black Faced Children in her gang. They all had that fucked-up ridiculous accent they shared from listening to that horrid rap music.

Six assumed her Master’s sudden silence concluded this conversation, so she turned around again and all but ran down the remaining stairs. She was in a complete rage over her present situation. How dare they scold her for doing her job and stating the obvious facts? If anyone should be getting bent over the Dark Lord’s knee― it should be Rachel and Shiela! Those immature little cunts are the ones that started all this! Six fumed inside her mind.

As if to make matters worse, a pathetic mob of Lost Souls was crowded at the bottom of the stairs to beseech the Dark Lord’s forgiveness. The majority of the population clearly didn’t want to be punished for one careless act by several of their brethren.

“Praise the Children of Satan!” proclaimed one that was practically blocking Six’s way. He was smart enough to move aside slightly, his eyes averted out of respect. “May their Unholy cruelty continue to keep us in line,” the Pig continued his admiration.

“Fuck off!” Six screamed within inches of the dirty Pig’s face. She grabbed Lilly by the wrist and dragged her through the gathering mob.

Lilly winced slightly from Six’s surprisingly powerful grip when her nails dug in. “Hey― simmer the fuck down!” Lilly ordered. “They’re just a bunch of sorry Pigs― they’re no threat to us.” 

Six refused to let go. “It’s my job to protect you, Master,” said Six, almost a bit too sarcastically for Lilly’s liking. Still, she decided to let Six play the hero if that’s what this was. The now-humored Devil girl was starting to think it was endearing. Maybe this is just what Six needs right now. Lilly considered. Perhaps this little escapade will remind her what her main focus should be― doing her fucking job! Lilly was almost turned on, guided by the adorable, would-be hero.

The partitioners were relentless. “We’re not worthy! We’re not worthy!” they chanted while they fell to their knees in absolute respect. 

Six was in no mood for this shit. The frustrated Child took a sharp right turn at the first intersection because there appeared to be fewer gathering Souls crossing the bridge that overlapped Damnation Street. There was only a scattered Pig here and there, but one particular Soul came barreling towards the Hellish pair with his righteous praise. “Bless the Priestess!” he proclaimed. “For she truly is the mother of all Children!”

Six’s eyes widened by the sudden proximity behind her bangs. You’re getting too close for comfort, buddy, Six considered. She allowed herself only the slightest smirk. Not on my watch...

Lilly instantly picked up on Six's sudden change in mood. She had seen that sadistic little smile cross her lips a dozen times before she unleashed a Hellish punishment upon her victims. “Six― no!” Lilly warned, but it was already too late. Six suddenly clotheslined the poor bastard with such an unearthly force that he couldn’t stop himself from flying backward, head over heels, right over a short dividing wall and down towards the street below.

“No!” Lilly cried out while she watched the man fall to a most certain death. The surreal situation appeared to be happening in slow motion to the shocked Priestess. But the reality finally set in when his fall suddenly stopped with a gruesome splat on the pavement below.

Six looked over the edge with that same sadistic (but even more satisfied) smile while she watched the Pig's blood pool around its fractured skull. 

***
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Six tried to forget her immediate past and instead attempted to steel her nerves for this clear and more present danger. There was no point in analyzing where exactly she crossed a line or what she may have gotten away with before she was sentenced to Hell’s Penitentiary. There was no point in regretting any of her decisions, and she most definitely didn’t want to recall the disappointment she caused her Masters after she was marched directly back to The Church of Satan to face more serious charges after so narrowly escaping a possible severe punishment. But most of all, Six never wanted to relive the humiliation of being stripped down, with her minuscule breasts exposed (which she was always so self-conscious of!) and being flogged publicly downtown in the center of Hell. The healing scabbed-over wounds on her back itched her immensely while the cell doors for the main range slowly clanked open. But she couldn’t scratch at them because she was carrying an armload of her personal belongings, and most importantly, she did not want to show any sign of weakness in front of her new cellmates. Six had learned long ago that first impressions can sometimes last a lifetime. 

“Come on in, New Meat!” one of the cellmates taunted her from inside her new home.

“Yeah― we’re all waiting for you!” coaxed another.

The last remark brought on a bout of laughter that Six imagined came out of every cell on the block. After the hilarity died down with an eerie echo from the immense cement chamber, they all egged her on in unison.

“New Meat!” 

“New Meat!” 

“New Meat!” 

“New Meat!”

Six inhaled a much-needed calming breath, then exhaled a more relaxed one, feeling some comfort from the fact that all the mocking voices were at least female. Although there was no segregation in the penitentiary between Lost Souls and Evil citizens, the previous Dark Lord had long ago decided to separate the two sexes. It was speculated that this wouldn’t really affect the number of rapes. It was more of a means to eliminate all the unwanted pregnancies that were a significant inconvenience and a slight strain on Hell’s correctional facility.

The frequency and volume of the invitations and catcalls intensified.

Six swallowed a sudden lump in her throat and stepped towards the mock welcoming committee, realizing that her hesitation might be mistaken for fear. The moment she stepped inside, though, she immediately regretted her decision and pretty much every decision she had made until this very moment. Upon her entry, she saw that every prisoner was out of their cell and standing behind the handrails along the halls in the three-floored open area. They all cussed obscenities while they spit, threw used tampons, handfuls of feces, and toilet paper balls saturated with piss at her. The easily-tempered Hellcat wanted to attack everyone, but she tried to control her disposition, knowing in this frenzied state, the sheer number of her opponents could tear her limb from limb if they made a group effort. Instead, she took mental pictures of the faces that were tormenting her and filed them into the internal revenge list for later. Oh! She would definitely remember that chick who just stepped right up to her and dorked on her face. And her first victim would surely be that cunt who just smeared an open hand full of shit across her face.

Six picked up her pace, not caring if it made her look weak. The smell and the taste of all the disgusting body fluids were making her physically ill, and she knew she wouldn’t look brave if she barfed right here in front of everyone. She assumed the cell at the end of the hall with the two awaiting guards was her cell and put on a burst of speed. Did the Dark Lord possibly know about this ritual and arrange for her to be put in the farthest cell? Most likely, Six considered. She believed she had caused the Ultimate Ruler quite an embarrassment by her recent actions that landed her here for six months. It was apparent that Lilly's father was taking her punishment quite personally. He had even decided to whip her six times Himself. . .

The disgraced Child rounded the corner to her cell and backed against the inside wall for support. She breathed heavily despite the sickening smells that were wafting from her body. When she finally opened her eyes behind her piss-soaked, shit-caked bangs, she immediately noticed that her cellmate was lying on a bunk reading a magazine. Clearly, her new bunkie had decided not to engage with the welcoming crowd. Smart move, considered Six. It would’ve been easiest to kill you first if you’d done any of that shit to me.

Six’s new roommate continued to read her magazine, ignoring her like she wasn’t even there. 

“So, where the fuck is the closest shower in this dump?” Six asked her, immediately noticing the three sixes tattooed on the fellow Child.

The elder Child never even looked at her. Instead, she flipped to the next page in her magazine and then warned Six. “Slow down there, princess. You don’t wanna try to go into the showers yet. That’s the first spot they’ll try to gang up on you. You’re better off washing up as best as you can in that sink over there until you find some protection around here.”

The information benefited Six, but not in the way the other Child imagined. “I’m not trying to get all this shit off me in no god-dammed sink. So just tell me where I can find the  fuckin showers already.”

Now, the Child finally put down her mag and looked directly at Six, suddenly impressed by the Fresh Meat’s boldness. Or stupidity? “Fine, it’s your funeral.” The girl sat up to give the directions. “Go out the door you just came in and make a left. You’ll go through another main gate that takes you to a cross-section. If you turn left, that will take you to the showers. If you turn right, that goes to the cafeteria. If you go straight, that takes you to another range.”

Six nodded slightly to show that she understood the simple layout of her new surroundings, then headed out of her cell and made a left.

“My name’s Tiffany by the way!” the bunkmate called out in mock friendship.

“I don’t give a shit!” Six responded while she wiped a bit of shit out of her eyes.

“Can’t say it was nice knowing you,” muttered Tiffany under her breath. “Stupid bitch...”

***
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Six was surprised at how hot the water from the shower head was. She had to adjust the temperature slightly because the scalding flow was too scorching on her recently flogged back. She didn’t back off the heat too much. She still needed a decent degree to cut through all the foul debris that covered her. While the disgraced Hell Child worked away at cleansing herself, she considered how lucky she probably was to have such a luxury as hot water here. But not overly surprised, though. She eyed the extra bundle of the standard-issued prison garb she was issued upon her indoctrination, conveniently encased in a waterproof sack. They knew I would need this after my little welcoming party, assumed Six. This isn’t their first barbeque―  

“That’s a good poppet. Make sure you get yourself nice and clean for me.”

Six was suddenly aware of the presence behind her but chose to ignore it.

“Make sure you get all the important bits in between.”

Now, Six turned slightly (more out of annoyance and curiosity than fear) to scope out the speaker. She merely caught a glimpse of an overweight, middle-aged woman with a teenaged girl latched to its waist.

“You want me to send lil Sweet Pea over here to give you a hand?” The other woman offered.

Six said nothing and continued with her purgative ritual.

“I guess she’s not much of a talker,” quipped the rotund woman to her younger companion.

That statement got Six’s attention now because it reminded her of her first confrontation with the Dark Lord. She fumed from the fresh reminder of her past humiliation but remained silent.

“Everyone here calls me Momma,” Sixes antagonist continued. “That’s right. Just be good to Momma, and Momma’ll make sure everyone else here is good to you.”

Six immediately picked up on what this fat broad was putting down. So, this must be the top dog in this range, she considered. This is supposed to be that so-called protection I’m supposed to seek out. But at what cost!

As if answering Six’s internal question, Momma replied. “Of course― I always like to break in my own girls first. And, I might need to get you to do the odd job for me here and there―”

Oh, I’m sure! Six continued to think internally. I’m sure you’ll expect me to do all your little dirty work― and lick that fat pussy! “Fucking gross,” she accidentally said out loud.

“What was that, poppet?”

Six regretted nothing, so she repeated herself. “I said you’re fucking gross.”

Momma was speechless. None of the other girls on this range had ever spoken to her this way.

Six turned off the faucet and then turned around to face her tormentor. She deemed herself clean enough for now and didn’t want her back exposed to a would-be attacker.

Momma mistook the action as a show of respect. She eyed the new girl up and down to size her up. She was immediately turned on by Six’s nearly flattened chest, the thin patch of pubic hair that came with youth, and the tightly closed labia that came from a noticeable lack of sex. She knew all too well from experience that many of the Children from The Church of Satan practiced abstinence in hopes that their virginity might land them a marriage to a Demon. The aroused woman was temporarily distracted by the Child’s appearance but soon composed herself. “So, do you wanna be the mommy or the daddy?

Six cocked her head in confusion. “You already said that you’re the Momma.”

Momma feigned mock confusion. “Oh― that’s right! I did say that!”

There was a moment of annoying silence, so Six broke it up by saying, “So...”

“So...” Momma idly caressed her little Sweat Pea subconsciously. “So, come on over here so I can stretch Daddy’s little cunt!”

The girl attached to Momma burst out in shrill laughter.

Six wasn’t amused. “Get the fuck out of my way.”

Momma pretended to be genuinely concerned. “Look here, poppet. We can either do this the easy way or the hard way.”

Sweet Pea at Momma's side stopped laughing abruptly.

Huh, Six just realized. That little treat of the week must have learned things the hard way. “I already warned you, Momma. So get the fuck outta my way before I move your fat ass. You clearly don’t know who you’re fucking with.”

“Oh! On the contrary, Six. I know who the fuck you are.”

“Then you should know that you shouldn’t be fucking with me.”

Momma gave Six a broad smile that exposed her blackened teeth. “Oh, I get it. You think you’re a badass because you were in that Priestess’s gang. Well, that lil Devil bitch ain’t here to protect you now, is she? In here, you’re nothing! You hear me? I’m a killer... and you’re a clown.”

Six unconsciously brushed one of the sixes tattooed on her cheeks, feeling a bit clownish in appearance suddenly. “I’ve killed before,” she stated meekly.

“Oh, you’re talkin’ bout that defenseless little kid you slashed up beyond recognition, huh?” quipped Momma.

Six’s eyes widened with shock behind her still-soaked bangs, but nobody registered it.

“That’s right, poppet. We hear all about everything that happens on the outside. But you wanna know what?”

Six chose not to respond because she was sure she would be told the answer anyway.

As if on cue, Momma continued. “Nobody on the outside gives a shit about what happens in here.” She gave that black toothy smile again, but a lot more menacing this time.

The falsely defeated Hell Child pretended to let out a long, hopeless breath. “All right, let's just get this fucking over with.”

“That’s more like it, poppet,” said Momma with what Six believed to be general relief. “I really didn’t wanna hafta hurt you.” She approached slowly with her little satellite in tow. “We don’t like to hurt people― do we, Sweet Pea?”

Momma’s little bitch nodded uncertainly.

“We don’t need an audience for this,” stated Six, then headed towards the lavatory for more privacy.

Momma shoved Sweet Pea away from her with a force that nearly knocked her down, then followed Six hurriedly while she wiped her salivating stink hole.

The humorless Hellcat put on her most murderous grin while she opened the cubical door and then squatted with her legs spread open on top of a lidless stainless-steel toilet.

Momma continued to lick her moistened chops while she knelt before her victim and rolled up her robe sleeves as if planning to penetrate the girl in front of her right to the elbow.

Six let out a soft moan and ran her tattooed fingers through Momma’s greasy, yellowed, graying hair, tantalizing at first, then without warning (and with a burst of Satanic-fueled steam), yanked the woman’s face directly into the rim of the latrine. The sudden impact completely destroyed the bridge of Momma’s nose beyond all repair. The remorseless Hell Child allowed her victim to pull back slightly a few ticks so she could register what just happened, then drove her face into the crapper between her legs a second time. The second shot rimmed out what was left of Momma’s ill-kempt teeth, and then the third shot on her forehead knocked Momma out cold. Six was immediately disappointed by the lack of the other woman’s consciousness. She wanted this fat, girl-raping piece of shit to suffer a lot more before her demise. In desperation, Six grabbed hold of Momma’s greasy locks again and plunged her head into the toilet.

That did the trick.

Momma was still quite stunned from the unexpected attack but immediately flailed in response the moment her bashed-up face came in contact with the frigid water. The fat cow bucked like a mule and thrashed with the superhuman desperation to spare her own life, but it wasn’t enough to overcome Six’s Hellish genes and pent-up rage. Eventually, Mamma’s struggle slowed after she had no choice but to inhale the water. Six continued to hold the woman’s head down for good measure, then allowed the lifeless body to slump onto the slickened bathroom floor. 

Six stood up and looked down upon the dead woman, who stared back at her with inert eyes. She flexed her hands in a show of power but felt devoid of the satisfaction that usually came from murdering― or even nearly killing someone, for that matter.

No, this just wasn’t right.

In frustration, Six began to stomp on Momma’s head like a child throwing a tantrum. The Child's bare heels made short work of the woman’s cranium between the hard-tiled floor, but when the skull shards started to slice up Six’s feet, she snapped out of her blacked-out fury. She looked down again upon Momma and now saw a bloody mess where her head used to be and a trail of thick blood snaking its way down the sloped floor toward the main drain.

That’s more like it, relieved Six with that rush she typically felt after doing mayhem. She shrugged off the gruesome scene of violence as if nothing happened and then casually strolled over to the bundle of fresh clothes she had tossed on a wooden bench earlier outside of the shower. The recently incarcerated girl was feeling a lot better now. She even whistled a classic Driftwood song while she dawned her standard-issued prison robe and slippers. She was just about to leave and go back to her cell but decided she should search Momma’s body for any contraband that might be useful here on the inside. After all, she was supposed to be officially in survival mode for the next six months and shouldn’t waste this opportunity.

Upon a quick inspection, Six pocketed a pack of smokes, a box of matches, and a very impressive-looking homemade prison shank. That’s a nice shiv, Momma, thought Six, then reconsidered. She must have taken that from one of the other girls. There’s no way that stupid cunt could have come up with anything this clever―

Sweet Pea finally poked around the bathroom corner to inspect what she had already assumed had just happened. Her doe-like eyes scanned Momma’s mutilated body, looked up at Six, then back down towards her cruel Momma. A beaming smile slowly crept in across her colorless lips. The liberated girl ran towards Six and wrapped her arms around her would-be hero and hopefully soon-to-be new pimp. She could barely imagine what it would be like to be in a one-sided relationship with this toned, beautiful young girl instead of that fat, smelly, sickening sack of shit that was lying dead on the floor.

Sweet Pea allowed herself a slight shudder from the horrific memories.

Six was somewhat flattered by the sudden affection. The slightly aroused Child of Satan ran her fingers through the young girl's hair to help soothe her. Eventually, the kid felt comfortable enough to look up to her protector. Being as shy as she was, Sweet Pea hoped her expression alone would show her undying loyalty to this fearsome newcomer. Six felt that familiar growing knot of tension building up inside her bowels. It was that same damn look of innocence coming from this girl below her. That same damn look that had set her off the last time when she slaughtered that young fleeing Pig. The same damn look of innocence she must have had on her face just before...

NO!

She would never allow herself to relive that memory.

Six extracted the razor-sharp prison shank she’d pocketed earlier and drove it deep into Sweet Pea’s abdomen. The stuck victim let out a tiny yelp in pain from the shock and unexpected aggression. In response, Six twisted the blade and shoved both girl and knifepoint into the closest adjacent wall. She ignored the pathetic frantic mewling from the adorable dying kitten and lifted Sweet Pea above her head off the ground. The Hell Child watched morbidly as the life slowly began to drain out of the young girl’s eyes. To her unexpected, elated surprise, Sweet Pea let out one final cough of blood that sprayed Six in the face. She let out a tiny laugh before she slightly parted her lips to drink in the steady stream of blood that was pouring out of the now-dead girl’s mouth.

Six was fascinated by her newly acquired taste for blood. Was this perhaps a sign from Satan that she might be destined to marry a Cooper?

No...

She would not allow herself to even entertain that thought just yet. Every Child in Hell knew that a marriage to a Cooper was the last resort. A final act of desperation to avoid dying on a cross on their nineteenth birthday.

Six finally tossed the dead girl’s body over her head like a useless pile of trash. Ironically, Sweet Pea landed on top of Momma, a morbid picture of mother and daughter finally reunited by death. The amused Child gave a small huff from the hilarious thought, then sauntered to one of the sinks to wash off her bloodied blade and face. She resumed the playful whistling of the old Driftwood song afresh, then peered back at herself at the reflection in the steel mirror above the sink. Perhaps she might enjoy her stay here? Six considered. Nobody gave a shit who got killed here on the inside because The Dark Lord had no concern whatsoever about what happened to these dregs in his society that would usually end up back here repeatedly. That meant she pretty much had free range on her range for her particular brand of demented cruelty. Six put on that deadly smirk again. No, maybe it wouldn’t be so bad in here. Not so bad at all.

After Six was all washed up (again), she dried her face on the oversized orange robe she wore and repocketed her freshly cleansed new weapon. Now, let's go back to our new home and set some ground rules for our smug, little new roommate, Six concocted. What the Hell was her name again? Tiffany, I think? She idly thumbed her blade's sharp side while returning to her cell. 
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The End
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of episode one. To be continued in episode three

Blurry Nights
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Tales of Six

Episode Two

Blurry Nights
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Six stared at the naked reflection of herself in the mirror, feeling like a complete retard. Should I at least do my hair up or put on some make-up― or something? she wondered in absolute confusion. I can’t even remember the last time I was on an actual date. . . 

You look like you have the body of a six-year-old! A taunting voice from her past rang out inside her head. Her mind suddenly grew dark. Now she wanted to put her tattooed fist through the fucking mirror.

No. . . 

That wasn’t a date back then, she reassured herself. That was something totally different.

But still, it was the last time she’d handed over her heart to a Demon. Should she be so trusting again after what happened last time?

The simple answer was yes.

What other choice did she have? It was either trying to land a Demon or getting brutally murdered by the High Priestess in The Field after her nineteenth birthday. Well, she could just die with her dignity. That was supposed to be her plan all along. . .

But that’s only because I never believed I’d be given another chance! Six reminded herself. “Fuck it,” she finally told her more certain reflection. “We’re going through with this shit, and if that bulgy-eyed mother fucker does anything to embarrass me, I’m gonna slice his fancy ass to ribbons.”

Yes, she promised herself at least that much. Demon or no Demon, she wasn’t going to allow herself to put up with any shit from any man. Hell, she really didn’t have much to lose. Either she would marry Adam Pearson or some other Demon or be sacrificed in The Field. If she died a few years earlier to protect her dignity, then so be it.

Six gave a decisive huff and put on some blood-red lipstick. There wasn’t much point in putting on any more make-up because her dark, straight bangs covered half her face. And she definitely wasn’t going to put her hair up because that shit would just make her look weird. Well― weird in the fact that most people were already used to her usually weird appearance, so anything else she might do that was considered normal would seem way out of place for her. The already out-of-place Hell Child decided she should at least dress up a bit. She didn’t want to look like a complete slob on her first actual date with Pearson from wearing one of her usual short-skirted robes that she could never entirely wash the bloodstains out of. But what else could she throw on that might have the slightest bit of class? Not too many options, really. Her only other option was to wear her Black Sunday best, which consisted of a tight-fitting, strapless black dress that barely clung to her overly toned and not-so-curvaceous body.

Six let out a depressed sigh while she looked at what she considered a not-so-impressive reflection. I don’t understand what Adam Pearson sees in me. Carrie was so much prettier than I was, and he dumped her ass on that cross in front of everyone―

He’s just using you to try to dispel all the rumors about him being weak, said Mazzy Campbell into Six’s subconscious.

Six whirled around and searched for the telepathic speaker, knowing that the Demon must be in close proximity to have read her thoughts. She felt utterly exposed now. Not at all from her nudity but from the sudden invasion into her mind. “Mazzy? Where the fuck are you?”

The door to her bedroom slowly crept open, and the floating Demon awkwardly hovered into the room.

“Jesus fucking Christ!” Six wailed. “How fucking long were you hanging out there spying on me?”

I wasn’t spying on you! Defended Mazzy. I just couldn’t help overhearing what you were thinking about when I got to the door.

Six eyed Mazzy suspiciously. Was it really that hard to control their prying minds? Or was her excuse just complete bullshit? When she finally decided that there was no way to find out for sure, she gave up and forgave her best friend for the sudden intrusion. “What the Hell did you mean by that, anyway?”

By what?

“By that shit you just said about Adam using me.”

Mazzy rotated a few clockwise rotations in mid-air, wondering if she regretted speaking her mind― so to speak. Since the cat was already out of the bag, she repeated herself. Well, it’s pretty obvious that he decided to replace Carrie with you to draw attention away from him adopting that Pig.

Six rolled her eyes behind her overgrown bangs, then walked to her closet to extract her Sunday dress. “He never adopted that brat. That’s the stupidest rumor I’ve ever heard!”

You assumed the same thing a few nights ago. 

Six allowed herself a rare naive smile. “Yeah― well, now everyone knows that that kid is getting dropped off at the Church of Satan when he gets outta that hospital.”

So Adam says. . . 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” asked Six suspiciously after she slipped the one-piece outfit over her head.

Did you know he goes there to visit him?  

Six cocked her head to one side from the shock. “At the hospital?”

Yup. That’s probably why he was hanging around there so much. I doubt he ever gave a shit about Boris. . . Or you. 

That’s kinda weird, thought Six.

I know, right?

The frustrated Child let out a quick sigh after she remembered she couldn’t even have any private thoughts around the telepathic snoop. “I really don’t care what his interests in me― or that Pig either, OK? All men are usually selfish pigs anyway. So― who cares if he’s just after me for my body― or using me to help him get rid of that pussy ass reputation of his?”

All I’m saying is that I think you could do a lot better, Mazzy finalized. 

“Could I really, though?”

Sure― I mean, maybe― I dunno. Maybe I could try to fix you up with one of my cousins―

“Ha!” Six belted out with amusement. “Don’t make me laugh! Everyone in Hell knows that Campbells only go for the intellectual type.”

Not all of us, defended Mazzy meekly.

Six just realized she must have struck a nerve because Mazzy was, in fact, dating an oversized simpleton that probably had the same IQ as the Pig she clotheslined off a bridge. “Look― we promised each other we’d stay out of each other’s love affairs. Remember?”

Mazzy couldn’t argue with that. So that’s what you’re gonna wear? she said to change the subject.

“Sure. Why the Hell not?”

It looks like you’re getting ready to go to Church. Or a fucking funeral.

“Yeah? Well. . . I don’t have anything else to wear,” admitted Six. She self-consciously put on an extra coat of lipstick as if to compensate for her lack of wardrobe.

That’s no excuse, Mazzy objected. You’re in Annabella’s gang of six now. You could walk right into any clothes shop you want in Hell and send the Kubrick’s the bill.

Six thought about this briefly, then imagined the Dark Lord opening a bill from her little shopping spree. “Yeah... I don’t think I’m completely back in their good books quite yet,” considered Six while she recalled getting personally whipped by Annabella’s father before He sentenced her to six months in the slammer.

Why don’t you just borrow something from somebody else, then? reasoned Mazzy. I mean, shit― you just got outa jail, for fuck’s sake. I’m sure someone could help you out.

Six sized up Mazzy briefly and then let out a small laugh when she imagined trying to squeeze into one of her doll-sized, frilly dresses and floppy-brimmed hats. “Umm. . . I don’t exactly have a lot of friends I can borrow shit from.”

What about Lilly?

Six’s eyes widened with shock. “Lilly Kubrick?”

Of course, Lilly Kubrick. Do you know any other Lillys in Hell?

“What makes you think that I could ask her for anything?”

You’re still friends with her, aren’t you?

Six needed a moment to consider her relationship with the High Priestess. Lilly had chosen her to be her right-hand girl in her gang of six. Until Six fucked that up. Still, Lilly had taken the time to visit her in jail repeatedly to make sure she was holding up OK in there. Six also suspected Lilly must have recommended her to Annabella when she was forming her own gang. But now Six was dating the Demon that stole Carrie away from her...

“I dunno, Mazzy. I suppose we’re still friends― I guess. It’s just complicated now because of Adam. And I seriously doubt Lilly wants to see anybody for a while after what happened at Carrie’s Death Day.”

Well, then? Now would be a perfect time to show Lilly what a good friend you are by going over there to check in on her. And then you can try to bury the hatchet about Adam. And if all that shit works out, I’m sure she’ll be happy to lend you something for your date.

Six was generally concerned about Lilly’s well-being and wondered if their once-close friendship still even existed. She took another long look at herself in the mirror and sighed defeatedly. She had to admit she did look kinda ridiculous wearing her Black Sunday dress on a date.

That decided it. 
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When Six finally made her way to the top of the long ass stairs that led up to the Kubrick’s mansion, she took a brief moment to revel in the view, remembering her glory days when she was in the Priestess’s gang of six. The reflective Child didn’t waste too much time reminiscing, though. That shit was the past, and Satan obviously had a new plan for her life that needed to be fulfilled. With that final thought, she rang the front doorbell. Both Six and Mazzy marveled at the chimes resembling the bells from the Church of Satan. The Hell Child enjoyed the sound so much that she pressed them again without hesitation after the first ring went uncalled.

With an impatient force that looked unbelievable for a woman her size, the Dark Lord's stunning (but strung out?) wife, Lisa Kubrick, flung open one of the oversized wooden doors. “I heard you the first time. It takes a while to get down here― ya know? It’s a pretty big fuckin place if you hadn’t noticed.”

“Umm... I noticed. Sorry, Mrs. Kubrick,” said Six bashfully.

Lisa calmed down a bit from the sincere apology and finally took the time to size up her guests. “Are you here to escort Anna somewhere? Where’s the rest of her gang? I swear― you kids today have no respect for our traditions―”

“We’re actually here to see Lilly,” Six cut in to stop the unneeded reprimand.

“Oh.” Mrs. Kubrick’s attitude quickly changed to surprise and then slowly into concern. “I’m not sure if Lilly is in the mood for any company right now. She’s been quite upset ever since Carrie’s Death Day― for some reason.”

For some reason? Six thought to herself. Your daughter just had to disembowel her ex-girlfriend in a god-dammed Field full of her dead friends― just because it’s one of your stupid god-dammed traditions―

Woah simmer the fuck down, warned Mazzy after she read Six’s thoughts. Don’t go picking a fight with this woman. She doesn’t know any better.

Fine, Six agreed acidly, internally, then said over politely, “That’s why we’re here, Mrs. Kubrick. To see how Lilly’s doing.”

Lisa let out a defeated sigh. “Well― I just told you she’s not doing very well... But if you think you can help get her out of this funk, then, by all means, come right in.”

Six and Mazzy followed her lead. They were both surprised that the woman was leading them straight to Lilly’s bedroom instead of leaving the girls to fend for themselves.

Lisa rapped on Lilly’s bedroom door.

“What!” yelled the testy Priestess in reply.

“Some friends are here to see you,” Mrs. Kubrick replied curtly.

“I don’t have any fucking friends!” Lilly hollered back, sounding close to tears.

“Well, apparently you do because Six and Mazzy are here to see you!” Lisa shouted back.

There was an awkward silence inside Lilly’s room for a while, and then the Dark Lord’s wife stormed off, leaving the two girls to fend for themselves finally. Six took a deep breath for courage and slowly opened Lilly’s door to let herself and Mazzy inside. 

The High Priestess was a sight for sore eyes. She was slumped on the side of her bed and idly sharpening her crescent-shaped blade, with little or no feeling into it.

“Hey,” said Six in an attempt to start a conversation.

“Hey,” returned Lilly with no emotion.

Six didn’t really want to ask, but she felt the desperate need to start a conversation. “So, how are you doing?”

Lilly let out a tiny huff while she continued to sharpen her weapon. “I’ve been better,” she stated, a bit snarkily.

“Yeah, I can tell,” Six joked. “You’ve definitely looked better, too.”

Oh, Jesus. . . Mazzy trailed off in Six’s mind. Nice approach!

To Mazzy’s surprise, Lilly laughed and put on a wan smile. She got up off the bed and placed her blade and sharpening stone on a dresser, selected what looked like a pornographic magazine, and then sat in a more comfortable-looking bone chair. “So, how’s life going for you on the outside?” she asked while she thumbed through the mag. “Are you finally managing to keep yourself out of trouble?”

“So far,” Six joked again, then wondered if she might have been serious.

Lilly laughed again. 

Mazzy was amazed at how fast the recently devastated Priestess’s mood had changed, but Six wasn’t very surprised. She understood Lilly a lot more than most people in Hell. She knew her friend needed a bit of tough love right now. “So, I suppose you’ve heard about me and Adam?”

Lilly let out a guffaw. “Are you kidding me? Everyone in Hell has heard about you and Adam because you’re such an odd couple.”

“Well... we’re not really a couple yet,” Six admitted. “We haven’t even gone out on our first date. I mean― he came by to see me at the hospital a few times when me and Mazzy were looking after Boris― but that doesn’t really count.”

Now Lilly set aside the magazine and eyed her friend. “Well, I sure hope you didn’t come over here to ask me for any dating advice.”

Six took advantage of the sudden opening. “Nooo... Umm― actually, I was just hoping you’d lend me something to wear?”

The humored Priestess sized up the lanky Child, who looked like she was dressed up to go to Black Mass instead of a hot date. “Well, you definitely came to the right place for that.” She tossed her mag back onto the pile, walked over to her immense walk-in closet, and opened the folding doors invitingly. “Help yourself to anything you like.”

Six practically ran into the Priestess’s treasure trove of expensive, sexy Hellish garments.

“Just don’t bring anything back here if you get a bunch of Demon spooge all over it,” joked Lilly, with much truth in the gest.

Six instantly grabbed the outfit Lilly had worn to Liam’s epic Death Day bash. She held it close to her frame to see how it might fit and then asked uncertainly, “Can I really borrow whatever I want?”

Lilly chewed her bottom lip, imagining how Six would look in that cute outfit. “I said take whatever― didn’t I? So go ahead, try it on for size.”

Six wasted no time and tossed the full outfit onto the foot of Lilly’s bed and then stripped off her Sunday dress like it had already gone out of style. Lilly wasted no time either and soaked in the Child’s brief nudity and put it into her spank bank for later. She never admitted it to anyone, but the Priestess always harbored a huge crush on Six. That’s probably why she not-so-secretly always granted her bias favors. After Six dawned the short, white frilly dress and low-cut black leather jacket, Lilly fondled the skirt portion to pretend to size Six up but was actually taking advantage of the situation to steal one last glance at the Child’s sex. “Oh yeah, this suits you perfectly! Adam Pearson won’t be able to keep his grubby hands off you.”

Six didn’t look so sure. “Mazzy thinks Adam is just using me to get rid of his weak reputation.”

Lilly looked over at Mazzy accusingly. She had never considered this, but now that she did, she had to admit it made total sense. “She’s probably right.”

“Well, I don’t give a shit why he wants me,” Six said honestly. “All I care about is not having to have you spill my guts all over the fucking Field someday.”

The statement stung Lilly a bit, causing the memories of her sweet Carrie to flood back in―

Well, who knows? I could be wrong, Mazzy broke in to squash the elephant in the room.

Lilly didn’t believe that but played along anyway. “Sure! I mean―Adam could have picked from hundreds of girls to straighten out his pussy ass. But he probably chose you because you’re so unattainable.”

Six appreciated the compliment, if that’s what it was.

“So― you decided what you’re gunna wear. Now we just need to do something about this hair.” Lilly casually brushed Six’s bangs out of her eyes, causing the defensive Child to flinch like she received a blow.

Shit! Lilly reprimanded herself internally. That was probably too bold.

Totally, agreed Mazzy.

Lilly’s awkwardness was luckily interrupted by her mother pounding on her kid sister’s adjacent door. “Annabella Kubrick!” 

“What!”

“I just got a phone call from the school! What’s this shit I hear about you ditching self-defense class?” 

The three girls in Lilly’s room smirked and eyeballed each other from the hilarious confrontation in the hallway. The situation intensified when Anna said, “I don’t need to learn how to defend myself anymore! That’s what I gotta fucking gang of six for!”

“God dammit!” Lisa retorted, “I swear to fucking Satan; you damn kids today have no respect for our core values―” she pounded on the door again in frustration. “Open up this damn door and look at me while I’m talking to you!”

Annabella swung open her door and overdramatically looked up at her mother with her baby blue goat eyes.

“Anna, you still need to learn how to defend yourself,” said her mother in a much softer and more reasonable tone.”

“Why?” questioned Anna challengingly. “So everyone will think I’m all bad-ass like Lilly? So that everyone in Hell will be totally scared shitless of me?”

Lilly’s eyebrows shot up from the remark in the other room. Six kicked at the shag carpet awkwardly, trying to avoid eye contact with the Priestess, while Mazzy rotated a bit faster from the sudden tension all around her.

“Not everyone is afraid of Lilly,” Lisa Kubrick defended. “In fact― Six and Mazzy are over here right now to cheer her up.”

Annabella looked down the hall at Lilly’s closed bedroom door, now coming to the embarrassing conclusion that everyone inside that room must be overhearing this fucked-up conversation. “Look,” Anna reasoned a bit more quietly. “I just don’t wanna waste any more of my time going to self-defense, OK?”

“No, it’s not OK. And since when has your time been so precious? It seems to me you waste most of your time hanging around those damned goats. Or making those ridiculous masks and sock monkeys.”

Lisa’s harsh words stung Anna. Her face flushed, and she could feel tears begin to well up in her eyes, but she would be truly damned if she showed any weakness in front of her mother, so she stormed off.

“Where the Hell do you think you’re going?” Bellowed Mrs. Kubrick. 

Annabella never answered her with words but thought, I’m going to the same damn place you go when you need to escape the world! You think you’re so dammed special because you have your secret little hideout? But I know exactly where it is, and I have an extra key that you probably thought you lost when you were too high!

Mazzy Campbell considered that internal confession to be very interesting indeed. Ummm, can you girls please excuse me? I uhhh― I just remembered I have to take care of uhhh... A thing.

She didn’t even wait for an answer and began to follow Annabella from a safe distance to find out where exactly this secret location was.
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Six began to chug down the first pint of draft beer served to her to take the edge off her first legit date with Adam Pearson at Hell's Kitchen bar and grill. Adam looked around the nearly empty place because it was still so early during first night. “So? I think we're alone now.”

Six nearly spit her drink in the Demon’s face because it reminded her of a ridiculous song from the First Leg of Hell. Of course, there was no way Pearson could have been referring to that song because the Hellspawn was deaf and, therefore, never listened to music.

“What’s so funny?” asked Adam after she choked down the mouthful of beer.

Six wiped her mouth awkwardly. “Never mind, it’s stupid.”

“Go ahead, you can tell me. What’s the matter? Didn’t you like my little joke?”

Six stared at Adam with puzzlement through her elongated bangs. “Wait― that was a joke?”

Adam grinned mischievously. “Sure, why not? Just because I can’t listen to music doesn’t mean I never heard of it.”

Six returned his smile somewhat. She suddenly felt more comfortable around the Demon, hoping they might find more in common. Well, at least he has a sense of humor. Maybe he’s not as pompous as I imagined all royalty in Hell to be. Her spirit darkened a bit when she recalled a conversation with her friends recently. “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure! Ask me anything you want. I’m not exactly all ears, but...”

Six let out a tiny laugh that helped break the tension a bit, then asked, “Why did you ask me out?”

“Because I like you,” Adam stated matter of factually.

Six wasn’t buying it. “You mean that you like me? Or do you just like my reputation?”

Pearson allowed himself a small smirk now that the jig was up. “Can’t it be both?”

Six considered this briefly, then decided, “Yeah, I suppose it doesn’t matter.”

“I’m glad we cleared that up,” Adam hopefully concluded but mistakenly added, “Anything else you wanna know?”

Six squared her shoulders defiantly. “Yes, actually. When you came to see me and Mazzy at the hospital, were you coming to see us? Or did you happen to be there because you were visiting that little Pig you saved?”

Adam was unintimidated. “Can’t it be both?”

“What’s the deal with you two?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean― why did you bother to spare him in the first place? But more importantly, why do you continue to spend more time with him?”

Adam squirmed in his chair, feeling slightly thrown off by the question. He was suddenly relieved by the distraction when the server delivered their food. He subconsciously signed the waitress a “thank you” in his sign language, then foolishly realized she’d have no idea what that meant.

“Well?” persisted Six, not allowing the food delivery to change the subject.

Adam wanted to dig in but knew his date would never drop this subject. He decided to just get this over with. “He had a sock monkey.” 

“What?” Six laughed at the absurdity, thinking it must have been another one of his jokes.

“It was in his bed when I found him.”

“You’re serious?”

Adam nodded.

“But where in Hell would he have gotten one of those? I thought only Demons get those on their birthday.”

“They do. That’s why I took it as a sign from Satan that he should be spared.”

Six backed off a bit. She wasn’t overly religious herself per se but strongly believed in omens or signs of divine intervention. Was not her second chance at being in a gang of six and presently dating a Demon a sure sign of reward from Lucifer? “OK,” she had to admit. “I can understand why you spared him. But why do you still continue to spend time with him?”

Adam considered the question briefly, then answered, “At first, I was just going there to escape everyone’s constant scrutiny and judgment upon myself. I brought him one of my favorite books and read it to him while he was still in a coma. When I heard that he had awoken, I returned to see what his condition was like, you know, to see if he’d suffered any brain damage or anything like that, and when I got there, he was already halfway through that book and begged me to bring him more. We just sort of became friends afterward because we had those books in common, and his fully functioning brain was like a little sponge, so thirsty for more knowledge. I found it quite admirable.”

Six allowed herself a slight smirk after that whole spiel.

“What?” asked Adam accusingly. 

“Don’t you find it a bit ironic that someone who spies on people all day would feel like they needed a break from everyone’s scrutiny and judgment of them?”

“Seriously? Like after I poured my whole heart out to you; that’s the only point you got out of it?”

Six shrugged. “I guess so. I guess you could say I’m kinda insensitive like that.”

Adam laughed uneasily. He realized how different his new love interest was from his previous one, but he wasn’t sure yet if that was a good thing. “Speaking of spying on people. Would you like to come up to the top of my tower sometime?”

Six flushed a bit from the sudden invitation. Geeze! This guy doesn’t waste no time, does he? she thought to herself, then said, “How about right now?” to possibly call his bluff.

Adam let out a small huff from the bold statement. “OK; no better time than the present, I always say. But let’s at least finish our food first. I’m fuckin’ starving.”
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Six gazed upon the wonderous view from the top of Adam Pearson’s tower. The scene was breathtaking! Never in her short life had she ever believed she would be here in this situation. Indeed, Satan must be pleased with her work. She couldn’t help but notice the small beach she would sometimes sunbathe in the distance. She’d always assumed that there was nobody around to see her. The Child of Hell suddenly blushed slightly after realizing that any of the Pearsons could have been watching her the whole time. Six jumped a start after Adam crept up behind her and placed his hands lovingly around her hips. “I know what you’re thinking,” he whispered in her ear.

She placed her left hand over his and then turned around to caress his cheek with her right hand. “How the fuck could you know what I’m thinking? I thought only Campbell’s can read minds.”

“That’s true,” Adam laughed shyly. “But I’d still like to try and guess.”

Six smirked doubtfully to accept the challenge. 

“You were probably wondering if I ever saw you on that beach?”

Six’s eyes widened with shock behind her long bangs blowing slightly in the wind from being on top of the tower. The breeze wasn’t strong enough to give away her emotions, though. “Nope,” she lied. “I was just thinking about how close you came to getting your ass killed after the last time you snuck up on me like that.”

Adam let out another laugh. “Are you glad you held back and never stabbed me in the neck?”

Six rolled her eyes playfully, but even Adam didn’t see that. “Ummm, I guess so― I mean― so far.”

Pearson accepted the fact she hadn’t regretted killing him (so far?) as an invitation, so he moved in for a kiss. Surprisingly, the seasoned Hellcat returned the gesture lovingly. Somehow, Adam had assumed the girl would be either ridged and awkward, or she would have tried to rip the skin off him. He expected one extreme or the other. The make-out session slightly intensified, so the Demon slowly moved his hands down to Six’s toned buttocks. The firmness of the fit girl’s glutes was extremely impressive, so Adam instantly reached under the girl's frilly short-skirted dress so he could grope her bare ass.

Six moaned slightly from the Demon’s forcefulness and then jammed her tongue deeper into the beast’s mouth for a response.

The action had Adam’s libido whipped into a frenzy now, so he quickly unzipped the Hell Child’s thick, black leather jacket so he could have full access to her entire body. Why does her outfit look so familiar to me? Pearson suddenly wondered. He couldn’t quite place the memory, so it continued to play in the back of his mind. It was right there! He could almost remember it...

Frustrated now, Adam tried to give up on the lack of memory and began to feel the girl up.

Six tensed slightly the moment the Demon’s hands began to fondle her small breasts. You look like you have the body of a six-year-old! A familiar taunting voice appeared in her mind.

Lilly! Adam remembered triumphantly. This is the same outfit Lilly was wearing at Liam’s Death Day bash. I wonder why Six decided to wear that tonight. Was this supposed to be some kind of fucking joke? 

Six tried to ignore the voice in her mind. She knew she shouldn’t feel so insecure, but she couldn’t help feeling that way anytime anyone paid any kind of attention to her chest. Especially if that someone was another pompous Demon with bulgy eyes...

Adam didn’t want to go back down memory lane either, but the seed of doubt was already planted. Now, the weeds of conspiracy were growing wild in his mind. Lilly was the one who disemboweled Carrie shamelessly in The Field. Would Six be so cruel to wear one of her outfits to mock me? The possibility of the personal attack on Pearson made him slow down his affections until they stopped.

Six automatically assumed that his sudden lack of interest must have been from her lack of breasts. I fucking knew it! All men are exactly the same! “I gotta go,” she said before she would clothesline the bastard Demon off the tower, then walked briskly towards the exit.

Adam wanted to stop her, but he was still confused. Shit! He thought to himself. Am I just being a paranoid piece of shit by thinking that she would play games with me? 
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Six stomped down the vast hallway to her room near the Church of Satan. When she finally arrived at the single dwelling, she slammed the door behind herself, then all but tore off her outfit, feeling suddenly disgusted by it. What a fool I was! Six berated herself while she scrubbed the make-up off her tear-filled face. I swear to Satan― never again!

As if her internal scream had just summoned the Demon, Six heard Mazzy in her mind say, knock knock?

“Seriously?” Six fumed verbally. “How the fuck did you get here so fast? Were you fucking following me?”

Of course not! Mazzy answered guiltily. I was just hanging out at Amelia’s place next door until you got home.

Six let out a disgusted huff, then thought, Well, that’s almost as bad. What were you waiting for? To find out how I would fuck up my first date?

Nooo. . . Mazzy answered defensively. I just couldn’t wait to tell you the good news.

Six let out a defeated huff now, then admitted sadly, “There’s nothing you could possibly tell me right now that would cheer me up.” 

Mazzy finally let herself into the room, confident she knew her friend better than she thought. This wasn’t like Six to be all mopey and full of self-pity over a stupid boy.

Six glared at Mazzy in the reflection of her mirror. She wasn’t impressed by being denied her self-pity. “This better be good,” she warned.

I finally found it!

“You finally found what?”

Shhh...Mazzy cautioned.

Sorry, Six thought more discretely. You finally found what?

The secret place where The Circle meets!

“Shut the fuck up!” 

I said shoosh!

Six covered her mouth involuntarily, then thought, How the fuck did you find that?

I followed Annabella, Mazzy admitted a bit shamefully.

Annabella? But why? How did you know she would lead you to that place?

Just call it a hunch, Mazzy lied.

Bullshit! Six accused. There’s no fucking way!

OK, fine. Mazzy admitted. I just read her thoughts a little bit after she had that argument with her mother.

Ha! Six declared. I fucking knew it! Her thoughts briefly went back to her assumptions that Mazzy probably spied on people’s thoughts more than she admitted, but she let it go with a shoulder shrug that said, “Sometimes you win some, and sometimes you lose,” then thought, But surely, they must keep the place locked the fuck up.

Of course they do.

Sooo?

So what?

So how the fuck are we supposed to get in?

Mazzy allowed herself a few rotations to let the stupid question soak in, hoping her friend would figure out why that was such a ridiculous question. When Six just continued to stare at the floating Demon like an idiot, Mazzy finally gave up. C’mon, now. Do you really think something like a lock would matter to somebody like me? Or did you just forget who the fuck you were having a private telekinetic conversation with?

Six thought harder about this, but she still didn’t get it. Well, can you just blast the doors off the hinges? If we’re going to do anything sketchy in there, then it’s gotta look like nobody was there, or people will be asking a lot of fuckin’ serious questions later―

Jesus Christ! Mazzy snapped impatiently. Just stop worrying about the stupid lock already! I can’t believe you would think I’d do something so desperate and so sloppy.

OK, OK, I trust you already, Six admitted honestly.

Of course, you do, Mazzy stated a bit too smugly as far as Six was concerned, then asked, So, when do you wanna do this?

Six needed a moment to think. It had been a seemingly impossible dream to kidnap and torture Lost Souls somewhere that they would never be seen, but was it worth the risk? She had just recently gotten out of jail; she was lucky enough to have done that. She was also given a second chance to be recruited into Annabella’s gang of six to do The Lord’s work. Not many Children of Satan were privileged enough to have that. And, as if that were all not enough, she had just started dating a Demon, which might eventually spare her from being sacrificed in The Field― 

But was she still dating Adam Pearson?

The memory of being rejected by another pop-eyed Demon (again!) sent a burning rage right through her soul. Six allowed herself that murderous smile that she was so famous for. “There’s no better time than the present,” she said to purposefully mock the heartless Demon that most recently broke her heart.

***
[image: image]


Six and Mazzy continued with their internal mental monolog while they made their way through the vast maze of botanical gardens on the grounds of the Church of Satan to ensure that any spying Andersons could possibly hear nothing they said. Jesus wept! thought Six. I had no idea this place was so big whenever I saw it from the outside. This place must be bigger than The Field!

Intentionally so, I’m sure, agreed Mazzy. No doubt this is why The Circle picked this spot to have their secret meetings.

For sure! resolved Six, looking overhead. Shit, there’s like a full canopy above us; no Pearson could see through this shit.

But the Andersons could still hear us, Mazzy pointed out while they advanced deeper into the foliage.

Six “heard” the sense in that and followed the floating Demon with her mouth shut. Eventually, the pair came to what looked like a brick shithouse. Well, here we are! concluded Mazzy.

You gotta be shitting me! exclaimed Six. There’s no fucking way the whole goddamn Circle could fit inside here. And look! There’s a lock on the door anyway― just like I said!

Wow! Mazzy exasperated disappointedly. If you’re really that stupid, these next few minutes will blow your mind.

Without hesitation and no effort, Mazzy unlocked the door telepathically and swung the thick wooden door wide open.

Six felt pretty damn stupid after she saw the telekinetic Demon pick the lock with a simple trick of her mind, but she felt like a complete retard after she realized that the masonry-designed shack was only covering a long winding staircase that went deep underground.

Oh. . . Six thought to herself shamefully. So, this must be so the Andersons can’t hear what they’re saying.

Mazzy ignored the comment and then further taunted her friend by thinking, Oh shit! I forgot to bring matches! Oh well, I guess we can just forget about going down there because it’s so dark. . . 

Six was about to say she had a book of matches, but Mazzy beat her to the punch by illuminating every lamp in the place with her mind.

Ya know― ya don’t have to be such a smart ass, protested Six. Most of us are used to doing everything the conventional way.

Sorry, Mazzy apologized sincerely. It’s not easy knowing everything, either.

Well, you never knew about this place, Six pointed out as she made her way down the concrete stairs.

That’s true. But I know now.

Both girls kept their thoughts to themselves until they got to the bottom. When they finally entered what looked like a vast library and meeting area, Six finally thought to herself, Wow, what a fucking dump! This place smells like it’s hundreds of years old.

Almost two thousand years, actually, Mazzy corrected. This place probably dates back to the colonization of the Second Leg.

Wow, really?

Really. And it’s safe to talk now, pointed out Mazzy.

“Oh, Ok.” Six couldn’t wait to escape from her thoughts. She began to walk through isles of books instead, suddenly fascinated by their possible age. “So, what are these books about? I mean, why aren’t they at Hell’s Public Library?

Because they’re all about Driftwood Blackheart, stated Mazzy matter of factually, clearly unimpressed.

“No Shit? How the Hell do you know?”

I came down here after Annabella left to scope the place out.

“And you read all these books?” asked Six, imagining that the extraordinary Demon could absorb all the volumes in minutes if she wanted to.

Nooo, hissed Mazzy rather testily, internally. I don’t give a shit about Driftwood Blackheart. I hope he rots in The Loop someday.

“What the fuck is The Loop?” asked Six confusedly. 

Mazzy kept her silence mysteriously.

“I heard some people think he’s still alive,” Six pressed.

It doesn’t matter if he’s alive or dead because his life must be a living Hell, hopefully.

That shut Six up. She didn’t know much about the enigmatic Driftwood Blackheart because it was a touchy subject in Hell. One thing she was sure of, though, was that nobody hated Driftwood more than the Campbell’s. “So, what’s the plan now?” she asked to change the subject. “How the fuck are we going to sneak any of our victims in here without being seen?”

You just leave that to me.

“Ummm... OK...”

Just wait here and read up on Driftwood since you’re so curious about him―

“I wasn’t curious about him. I was just wondering―”

As I was saying, Mazzy cut Six off curtly. Just wait here for me, and I’ll be right back.

“Fine,” said Six testily. Clearly, she had struck a nerve by even trying to start a conversation about the Once Man. She obviously had no idea how much the Campbells detested Driftwood.

After Mazzy levitated out of the large room, Six grabbed one of the dusty old texts off the shelf and pulled up a seat at the large round table used for the private meetings. She did this mostly to spite her overly sensitive friend, but she had to admit privately that she wondered what all the “Driftwood” fuss was about. She selected the ancient book entitled Escape from Toronto: Driftwood Chronicles Volume Eight.

Six flipped open the hardcover, skipped over a few unimportant pages containing useless credits, and began reading.

Chapter One: 

The Bloody Antagonists had no other choice than to return to their place of origin after being stranded on The First Leg of Hell and being pursued by the ever-watching eyes of The Beast. . .

Six continued to read on with much more interest than she had anticipated until she nearly reached the end of the third chapter, then considered, This is fascinating. Maybe I should start reading volume one―

Six never had time to finish that thought because she was shocked to attention when she suddenly heard a deep grumbling thunder coming from outside of the library/meeting area. Instinctively out of fear, Six quickly replaced the book she was reading in the exact same spot she had retrieved it from, then stood at attention nervously like a child that was just caught doing something wrong. She didn’t wait long because the room soon filled up with a family of Pigs running for their lives from the Demon that followed them close behind like pigs going to slaughter. They all stopped dead in their tracks when they saw Six in the room and realized they had just reached a “dead end.”

They all huddled together while they awaited their fate.

Six just remained in her spot, staring with bewilderment at the trapped Pigs, which consisted of a mother, father, and two young boys. What the fuck just happened here?  she puzzled in her confused mind. How the fuck was this even possible? The only possible answer suddenly clicked in her mind like a fitting puzzle piece. Oh my fucking god! Teleportation!

Seriously? Mazzy asked in Six’s head. You couldn’t even fuckin figure out how I could unlock a door, but you figured that shit out?

Well, it was pretty obvious. Defended the not-so-stunned Hell Child. But I still can’t believe I just saw this―

Well, forget it, warned the all-powerful Demon. You might be the only living witness after tonight, so. . .

I won’t say a fucking thing! Six promised after the not-so-subtle threat.

“What are we doing here, Masters?” the father, Pig, was brave enough to ask. “What have we done―”

Shut the fuck up! Mazzy roared in everyone’s mind.

Six felt more confident after ensuring her friends’ trust but still decided to let Mazzy call all the shots. “So, which one is mine?” she asked excitedly. “Who gets it first?”

It doesn’t matter; pick one, I guess. Just don’t do anything to the father; I need to make this look like a murder-suicide when this is done.

Ingenious! thought Six. Wow, Mazzy obviously must have been thinking this through for a while. . . Without warning Six grabbed hold of the older boy and dragged him away from his pleading family. The heartless Child ignored their pitiful groveling and choke-slammed the kid onto the round wooden table. With lightning speed, she withdrew her butterfly knife, flicked it open, and then plunged the blade just below the boy's plump adolescent breastplate. The musty old room became a choir of screams from the victim and his family that was music to Six’s ears. The aroma from the suddenly familiar tang of spilled blood and uncontrolled excrement was a pleasant, nice, reminding touch. She suddenly felt the long-missed “death dampness” between her legs as she slowly dragged her prick down to the young Pig’s groin. The demented Child allowed herself a gratifying shudder and then pulled out. She panted a few times, then stuck the point of the knife on the table beside the now lifeless body, suddenly feeling a bit disappointed from getting off, so to speak, so soon. In frustration, Six began to reach inside the kid's anatomy and haul out slippery handfuls of his guts. “I’m Lilly Kubrick!” she said in a whiney mocking tone. “My life just sucks so bad because I gotta kill all my girlfriends!”

Oh! Mazzy picked up. Now it’s my turn! Guess who I am?

Mazzy telepathically levitated the younger boy, hurled him against the adjacent wall, and forced his arms to spread eagle. A volley of rusted nails was suddenly pried mentally out of the ancient woodwork and was launched at the kid. The first two missiles pinned the boy’s hands to the wall to secure him there while the rest penetrated his body in various places (including his crotch) like a firing squad. The cruel Demon allowed herself a moment to watch the hung Pig suffer in its present state. She could now understand how Six must have felt during her first kill. Of course, now wasn’t the perfect time to pleasure herself during this erotic experience. Still, she would use this mental image of the dying victim screaming out in pain and slowly bleeding out to masturbate to later and probably for years to come. The look on Six’s face suddenly interrupted Mazzy’s euphoric bliss. What? She asked innocently.

“Seriously?” Six asked accusingly, not thinking the apparent impersonation of her supposed-to-be boyfriend was at all funny right now because she was still pissed at him.

Too soon? Thought the berated floating beast.

“Um ya― like what the fuck―”

Sorry, my bad, cut off Mazzy, feeling a bit like shit and not needing any more guilt. The next kill is yours, she added to change the subject and hopefully cheer up her obviously still heartbroken friend.

That did the trick.

Six applied her famous death grin to her half-covered face and marched toward the insanely grieving parents. Their screams of anguish from having to witness their only offspring being so savagely slaughtered were deaf to the remorseless Hell Child's ears, much like one of the Andersons. The moment Mazzy released the mental hold she had on the helpless mother, she backed instinctively into a corner of the immense room and raised her hands defensively in surrender. Six reveled in the other woman's weakness momentarily, then began to slash at her exposed extremities. Long arcs of blood flew away from each newly opened wound and splashed against the corner walls until the open gashes bled out profusely and began pooling around the dying woman. When she finally lowered her mutilated arms in defeat, Six made in for the kill and drove the blade of her butterfly knife directly into her barely conscious victim’s right temple. The stuck Pig convulsed uncontrollably from having its brain scrambled, then its eyes rolled up when Six twisted the blade. The sudden ignition motion had the reverse effect and immediately shut off the woman's life cycle. Feeling quite satisfied with her third kill, Six extracted her weapon, wiped the blade on a spot that wasn’t already covered with blood on the dead mother’s dress, and then casually replaced the knife in its proper holster.  

Well, that sure was fun, thought Mazzy. I guess I should clean up this mess so we can get the fuck outta here. Unless you wanna stick around and continue with your studies?

Six gazed at the rotating Demon vindictively. “You’re fuckin hilarious.” 

Mazzy let out a sadistic laugh in Six’s mind. Well, I like to think so. Maybe you just don’t know how to take a joke?

Before Six could respond, a blinding flash of white lightning filled the room, followed by a deafening crash of thunder. When the shocked Hell Child’s eyes finally readjusted, she immediately noticed the three bodies and every ounce of evidence that they were ever there had vanished entirely. The confused Child of Satan cocked her head to one side while she stared in bewilderment at the blubbering mess that had once been a proud father figure. Surely, she wouldn’t have forgotten about him? Six wondered.

To answer that question, a ball of light with the same brightness as the earlier blinding flash appeared over the grievously mourning man. He didn’t even bother to look up, so he had never seen the noose shoot out of the porthole’s center before it wrapped around his neck and pulled him inside. The orb winked out upon his entry, leaving the remaining witness completely amazed but equally baffled. “Jesus Christ,” Six allowed herself to curse, knowing that there was absolutely nobody in Hell that could have heard it.
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Adam Pearson was more than a bit surprised when he opened his front door in response to his Hellish doorbell and saw Six standing before him. 

“Hey,” said Six bashfully.

Adam found her non-threatening posture and sincere voice almost apologetic. Well, as close to as apologetic, he imagined, coming from Six. “Hey,” the Demon finally responded with the same tone.

Six allowed herself a shy smile. “I don’t suppose you wanna finish with our first date?” She awkwardly kicked at the front patio, unable to face him through her overgrown bangs. “I’m uh― I’m sorry about taking off like that earlier.” She let out a troubled sigh. “I guess you could say I don’t handle rejection very well.” 

Adam thought back to the erotic make-out session earlier that led to her sudden disappearance. “It wasn’t you; it's just―” He couldn’t bring himself to say it.

Six looked up at him now. “It’s just what?”

Adam let out an equally troubled sigh, then admitted. “It’s just that outfit.”

Six looked down upon herself in confusion for a few blinks, then asked almost shamefully. “You don’t think this looks good on me?”

Adam let out a humorous huff. “Actually, I think it looks great on you,” he admitted honestly, then added. “It’s just― It brings a lot of memories back for me, that’s all.” Now, Adam rubbed the door frame awkwardly. “I thought maybe it was supposed to be some kind of joke at my expense, maybe?”

Six looked at herself afresh at this new information but was still puzzled. Then, the obvious answer came rushing in and almost swept her away. Oh my god, Lilly! she suddenly realized guiltily. Adam has such a troubled past with her because of Carrie. What was I thinking? I’m such a fucking idiot! “Christ Pearson, I’m so sorry,” Six stated honestly. “I had nothing to wear tonight, and Lilly is like one of the only friends I have so―”

Adam cracked up at the hilarity. “Of course!” he cried out with relief. He stated more seriously, “So, I’m the one who should be sorry then. I should have never thought that you would―”

Before Adam could finish his sentence, Six flung herself at the remorseful Demon and pushed her tongue as deep as she could into its mouth. The shocked Hellspawn savored the moment while their internal muscles wrestled with each other. When the game finally began to tire out, he said, “So, um, you wanna go back up to the tower?”

Six gave Adam a devious smirk, then told him, “I got a better idea.” 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

The End
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of episode two. To be continued in episode three

Party all the Time
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Tales of Six

Episode Three

Party All the Time
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The celebration had been going on for hours, the air thick with smoke, alcohol, and the scent of revelry. Every Demon, Devil, and Child of Satan in Hell had gathered for the grand party before The Reaping, a night of unchecked indulgence before the unsuspecting town ran red with sacrifice. Music thumped within the grounds of The Church of Satan, laughter mixing with the occasional sounds of fights breaking out among the rowdier guests.

Six, standing with her arms crossed, leaned against one of the stone pillars near the center of the colossal cathedral, watching, idly, as Otis and Lilly Kubrick made their overdramatic speeches. Mazzy, Sixes' best friend, along with her main squeeze, Boris, made a grand entrance accompanied with The Torturer, Maxwell Kubrick, and his loyal gang of six. What mostly stood out for Six was Mazzy’s usual unreadable expression that slightly seemed alighted with what could possibly construe as mischief. Six knew the moment she locked eyes with Mazzy that this party, for all its chaos, would bore them both to death within the hour.

Annabella Kubrick, Hell’s possibly infamous usurper, sat on her dark throne at the head of the arena, lazily swirling a goblet of crimson liquid. Six felt her gaze land on her and raised her chin slightly, waiting for her Master’s permission to move. Annabella smirked, tilting her glass toward her in a silent dismissal. “You can go hang out with Mazzy if you want. Say hi to her for me.” 

With a wide grin, Six bowed respectfully before weaving her way through the crowd, making a beeline for Mazzy and Boris. “Having fun yet?” Six asked, stepping between the pathetic lovers, her presence immediately shifted their romantic mood and also encouraging Maxwell and his clique to disperse within the large crowd.

Mazzy scoffed internally. Hardly. This party’s a fucking joke!  Same faces, same bullshit, same pathetic fights. Everyone’s trying to impress some Demon for a promotion before The Reaping.

“Boring,” Six agreed, nudging Boris in his ribs with her elbow. “What about you? Enjoying yourself?”

Boris shrugged. “I’ve been here less than five minutes. Ask me again in another five.”

Six grinned. “How about I save us the trouble and we go somewhere actually fun?”

Mazzy’s usually lifeless eyes gleamed with interest. What did you have in mind?

“There’s an ancient, abandoned farmhouse near the boundaries of Hell,” Six said, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial whisper. “I like to hang out there sometimes. It’s quiet, isolated. Way more relaxing than being surrounded by idiots trying to out-sin each other.”

Mazzy tuned into Boris’s brain, specifically, unexpectantly. Well? You in?

Boris sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah, alright. But let’s try to get back here soon, before everyone notices we ditched them.”

***
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The farmhouse stood like a forgotten relic; its skeletal frame silhouetted against the dim glow of Hell’s horizon. The land surrounding it was dead and barren, a strange kind of void where even the fires of Hell barely seemed to reach. It was Six’s favorite spot when she needed to get away from it all. Inside, the air smelled of dust and decay. Broken furniture and old tools were scattered about, remnants of whatever had existed before Hell swallowed it whole. Mazzy followed suit, so to speak, hovering around certain interesting ancient artifacts with genuine curiosity, while Boris paced near the doorway, glancing outside every few moments. “This place is a fucking dump.”

“That’s what makes it so great,” Six replied. “No one ever comes out here. So, no rules. No watchful eyes.”

The old farmhouse stood like an enormous skeleton against the dim glow of Hell’s horizon, its splintered wood and sunken roof making it appear more like a rotting corpse than a structure. Six led the way further, her usual confident stride unbothered by the unsettling creaks and groans coming from the warped floorboards beneath her boots. The air was thick with an unsettling presence—not Demonic, not ghostly, but something primal. 

Something watching. 

Mazzy Campbell wrinkled her nose as a cacophony of caws erupted from the farmhouse's rafters. She flinched as a black-feathered storm took flight, dozens of crows spilling from the open eaves and crisscrossing above them like a chaotic cloud.

“Fucking Hell!” Boris grumbled, waving a hand in front of his face as if to ward off the birds. “This place was bad enough without this damn infestation!”

Mazzy watched the swirling mass of birds settle across the nearby fence posts and the half-collapsed barn, their beady black eyes reflecting the dim firelight of the Underworld’s sky. That shit ain’t right, she murmured internally, hugging her arms defensively.

Six, on the other hand, was utterly unbothered. She stepped toward an open window, holding out an open palm toward the nearest group of birds. One of them tilted its head, considering her, before hopping forward and dropping a small, glinting object into her hand.

Mazzy recoiled. What the fuck was that?

Six turned her hand to show them the offer: a small, rusty key. “They bring me things,” she said simply, rolling it between her fingers. “Shiny stuff, usually. Trinkets.”

Boris and Mazzy exchanged wary glances. “That’s weird as shit,” accused Boris.

Six shrugged indifferently. “I feed them sometimes. Raw meat, mostly. That’s probably why they stick around here and bring me things in return. It’s a mutual respect I guess?” She gestured around the farmhouse. 

Now that Boris and Mazzy looked closer, the eerie truth became clear. Scattered throughout the broken home, arranged in small, intricate patterns, were bones, rings, shattered bits of mirror, and rusted trinkets. The birds had been placing them there deliberately, as if constructing tiny shrines throughout the wreckage.

Mazzy shuddered involuntarily.

Six smirked. “I don’t see the problem. They’re good company.” She turned toward the birds, clicking her tongue. A few of them cawed in response, fluttering closer but keeping a respectful distance. “I mean, think about it. A murder of crows? Sounds like my kind of people.”

Boris shook his head, muttering something under his breath again about ‘crazy Demonic girls,’ but Mazzy was still staring at the collected offerings with a wary expression. And you don’t think it’s creepy that they’re, like, worshipping you or some shit?

Six traced her fingers over a broken locket one of the crows had delivered days ago, her grin widening. “Nah, I think they know a fellow predator when they see one.” The defensive Child finally gave up on her explanations, plopped down on a creaky wooden chair, kicking her feet up on a rotting table.

Mazzy sighed. So, what now? We just sit around in this haunted house all night?

Haunted? Six wondered to herself. But she could never really keep her own thoughts to herself around Mazzy. 

Oh, fuck yeah. This place has a shitload of history, going all the way back to the colonization of the Second Leg of Hell, answered Mazzy introspectively, without invitation, as usual.

Six just let it go. She really didn’t want a history lesson about this place in case it might ruin it for her. A slow smile spread across Six’s face. “I don’t really give a shit what happened here hundreds of years ago. Let's just make this a place of our own with some new memories.” She allowed herself an innocent shrug. “And maybe add a few ghosts here of our own?”

Mazzy arched a brow. You have something in mind?

Six leaned forward. “Think about it. Everyone’s too busy celebrating the upcoming Reaping to care about anything else. If a Lost Soul just... disappeared, who’s gonna notice?”

Boris stiffened. “You mean just grab one off the streets of Hell? Kidnap a Lost Soul? Like nobody would ever notice?”

Six shrugged. “More like just borrowing one for the night.”

Mazzy grinned a more skeletal smile on her already skeletal simile. Now that’s an idea. But how could we pull that off?

“There’s always a few Lost Souls wandering near the outer districts, running errands for their heartless Masters,” Six said. “Easy pickings.”

Boris exhaled through his nose, shaking his head. “You two are insane.”

You knew that before you decided to hook up with a Demon, thought Mazzy, almost cracking her frail Demonic face with her death smile now. So? You in, or are we doing this without you?

Boris groaned, running a hand down his face. “Fine. But if this goes sideways, it’s on you two. This would be a death sentence for me if we got caught.”

Six ran her index finger somewhat seductively up and down Boris’s recently scarred back. “Don’t you worry about a thing big boy.” The gesture made Mazzy a bit jealous and also made Boris seem even more uneasy. “We just need a big strong man to help us,” concluded Six, a bit more friendly instead of seductive now, always knowing how to play her games.
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Six’s heels scraped against the cracked sidewalk as she walked towards the liquor store. The late-night air was cold, sharp, biting at her skin like the unspoken tension hanging over them. Boris, with his heavy-set shoulders hunched against the wind, shuffled behind her. Mazzy floated a few rotations behind with her six human skulls always trailing and orbiting, her sharp eyes scanning the area, a permanent edge to her movements that reminded Six of one of her pet crows. Silent but alert, the three of them moved like shadows, the city’s neon lights flickering in the distance. The long traverse had soon worn out their previous intoxication, so they needed more supplies. Boris had especially insisted on getting something strong for this mission, his nerves obviously shot because of what they were planning. Mazzy mostly kept her complaints to herself, as usual.

The bell above the door jingled as they entered the small liquor store. The air was thick with the scent of stale alcohol and poorly mopped puke. A lone, tired clerk manned the counter, his unshaven face half-lit by the fluorescent lights overhead. His eyes flicked up, revealing the barest hint of curiosity, before he returned to staring at the counter, uninterested in their presence.

Mazzy didn’t waste time. She floated among the shelves, levitating selected bottles, the strongest ones with a practiced eye. Boris, on the other hand, was already at the back, eyes darting between the aisles like he was expecting someone to jump out at them. “You got a lighter?” he asked gruffly, his voice low, barely audible over the soft hum of the store.

Six reached into her jacket pocket and tossed him a worn-out Zippo. He caught it with ease, sparing her a glance of gratitude before he lit a cigarette. The smell of tobacco mixed with the stale air.

“Just try not to burn the place down,” Mazzy muttered as she grabbed a few bottles and made her way to the counter.

“Yeah, yeah,” Boris muttered back, after chugging from a recent opened bottle impatiently, his voice already slurring slightly. He eyed the clerk, who still hadn’t looked up, and smirked. “You’d think they’d at least pretend to care about the customers.”

“Doesn’t matter,” Six said, her voice cold and distant, her gaze fixed on the dark streets outside. “We’re not here for him.”

Mazzy mentally uncrumpled a few bills in midair and then let them fall onto the counter. The clerk accepted them greedily, his eyes finally meeting the Children for a brief second but deliberately avoiding looking at one of his Masters out of fear and respect. There was something in his look—a mix of suspicion and indifference. But he wisely said nothing and then slid the bottles into a paper bag, then turned back to whatever he’d been doing before the fearsome customers had shown up.

As Mazzy made her way back to the door, Six felt a flicker of something—an unease that had nothing to do with the dark night or the strange chill in the air. Maybe it was the fact that she was so close to where everything started. 

You got the body of a six-year-old! 

That damn haunting voice still continued to taunt her from her tormented past. How many people would she need to kill before she finally had enough respect for herself? Would that even make it go away? With a final hateful glance at the clerk, Six followed Mazzy and Boris out of the store, the bell jingling behind them as the door swung shut. The world outside seemed to close in, and the flickering lights cast long shadows over the street, guiding them on the next leg of their journey.



The evil trio spent close to an hour drinking and lurking near the outskirts, watching as various Lost Souls scurried from place to place. Finally, they spotted one—a lanky, hollow-eyed man carrying a satchel, his head bowed as he trudged through the dimly lit alleyways. Six acted fast. She stepped out in front of him, her most devious death smile possible plastered across her face. “Hey there.”

The Lost Soul flinched, eyes darting up at her. “M-Mistress, I-I’m on an errand, I c-can’t—”

Mazzy hovered above him, her six skulls encircling him. Yeah? We got an errand too. So, you’re coming with us.

The man barely had time to react before Boris grabbed him from behind, clamping a hand over his mouth. Altogether, the dastardly mini gang dragged the damned Soul into the shadows.
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Back at the farmhouse, the soon-to-be sacrificed Pig was tied to an old chair in the center of the living room, trembling. Six walked circles around him, fingering the blade of her infamous butterfly knife, absentmindedly.

Mazzy cycled in slow rotations before the man, allowing her skulls to take a few sampled bites of the man’s exposed flesh. You know, we don’t get to play like this very often.

The Lost Soul whimpered. “P-please—”

Six clamped a hand over his mouth, grinning. “Didn’t anyone ever tell you? Begging only makes it worse.”

Hours passed in a haze of screams, laughter, and blood. Boris stood back most of the time, watching in uneasy silence. Mazzy was fully into it, slowly flaying and taunting, her sadistic streak flaring. But it was Six who enjoyed it most. Every cut, every broken bone, every drop of blood a pleasured bliss. Finally, when the man was barely holding onto life, Six stretched, sighing. “Well, that was fun.”

“So, now what?” Boris asked nervously, hoping the girls' sadistic fantasies were finally fulfilled.

Six licked some blood off her finger, her gaze flicking to Boris. “Now we clean up.”

Boris frowned after surveying the sadistic mess. “How the fuck do we clean up this?”

Six twirled her blood-slicken knife between her fingers. “Easy. We make sure there’s nothing left to find.” Before anyone could react, she plunged the blade into the Lost Soul’s throat, twisting until the gurgling stopped. 

Boris swore under his breath. 

Mazzy laughed.

Six wiped the blade on her victim's shirt, smiling. “Now that’s how you end a party.” She playfully looped an arm around Boris’s shoulders.

Mazzy grinned unbelievably so for her deathly appearance.

Six, Mazzy, and Boris gathered around the lifeless body, their adrenaline still pumping after the brutal kill. The euphoria of violence was quickly giving way to the grim reality of what they had done. As much as murder was commonplace in Hell, being caught for an unsanctioned kill—especially during the festivities of The Reaping—was something they couldn't afford. "Alright, fun's over. We need to get rid of this thing," Six said, stretching her arms like she had just finished a workout.

Boris tilted his head, kicking the corpse idly with his boot. “Yeah, no shit! We obviously can't just leave it here. Even with all the bodies piling up for The Reaping, they'll still notice this one’s missing." Boris ran a hand through his sweat-dampened hair, glancing around the decayed interior of the abandoned farmhouse. "We could just burn this shithole down," he suggested. "Turn it all into ashes, nothing left."

Six scoffed. "Too obvious. Someone might see the fire. Plus, I kinda like this place ―for some reason.”

Mazzy rolled her eyes. Of course you do.

Six grinned. "Don’t worry, I have a plan. But first we need to chop it up."

Boris sighed heavily. "Why does it always come to that?"

Six wondered internally, Is this a constant problem for Boris? Sometimes I wonder. . .

Mazzy left that question unanswered in Six’s mind.

Six ignored her internal question and approached the rusted tool rack leaning against the barn wall. She grabbed a rusty hatchet, flipped it a few times in her hand to judge the weight of it. "Well, we can’t exactly carry a full-grown body across Hell without getting noticed. But in pieces? Nobody even looks twice."

Mazzy telepathically inspected an old buck saw, mentally sizing up its jagged teeth while she made a few practiced strokes midair. I’ll take the arms and legs. Boris, you’re on torso duty. Six, you get the head.

"My favorite part." Six knelt by the corpse, positioning the hatchet under its chin. With a single swing, she cracked through the neck, then she continued, blood spurting with each hack, until the severed head rolled away on the dusty wooden floorboards.

Mazzy got to work on the extremities. With that job done, Boris groaned before he hauled away the dismembered torso. They wrapped the pieces in some old burlap sacks they luckily found, while the ravenous crows flocked back inside and gorged themselves on the blood and bits of bodily matter the sick kids had sloppily left behind.

"Now, to get rid of the evidence," Six said, wiping blood off her face. "We need to take a little field trip."

They loaded the sacks into a rickety cart left outside the farmhouse, draping a filthy tarp over it. Boris pulled it like an ox while Six and Mazzy walked and floated behind the oversized beast of burden, always keeping an eye out for any prying eyes. The outskirts of Hell were filled with deep ravines and pits where things were discarded and forgotten—Lost Souls, failed relationships, and unwanted pregnancies. It was the perfect place. They reached one such ravine, a seemingly bottomless drop into darkness. Six pulled the first sack free and tossed it between her bloodied hands. "Mazzy, you wanna do the first honors?"

Mazzy smirked and levitated the sack before finally tossing it over the edge. It soon disappeared into the abyss below. Boris followed suit, tossing more of the unwanted evidence with a relieved sigh.

Six held the final sack, the one containing the severed head. Instead of throwing it immediately, she crouched down and unwrapped it. The dead eyes stared up at her blankly. She grinned, then leaned in close enough to kiss the dead parted lips, then whispered, "You were a fun one.” With a sudden flick of her wrist, she hurled the head into the void like it was so much rubbish. The three of them stood there for a moment, watching the darkness swallow their crime. When no sound came from below, Six sighed with relief, then turned to her friends. "Well, that was a productive night so far. Who's up for round two?"

Boris groaned. "Six, I swear―"

Mazzy laughed.  Maybe some other time. We better get back to the Pre-Reaping party before anyone starts wondering where we are.

The guilty party returned from the darkened outskirts of Hell, ensuring their return was as discreet as their departure. The Church was presently alive with drunken celebration, the air still thick with the scent of smoke and burning effigies. The Hellish festivity was still in full swing when they reached the grand hall.

Annabella Kubrick sat upon an elevated platform, surrounded by her closest confidants (minus one). Her sharp, discerning eyes surveyed the congregation like a predator watching its prey. Six knew better than to try and slip in unnoticed. Instead, she strutted in as if she had been there the entire time, a knowing smirk on her lips. Mazzy spun around a bit more repeatedly than usual and tried not to giggle in all their minds, swaying slightly to the rhythm of the background music. We just took a little walk; we needed some fresh air, she finally offered as an excuse for their long absence.

Annabella’s gaze flickered over them, lingering on Boris, who stood rigidly behind them. "I hope you three weren’t up to anything... unseemly?"

Six met her Master’s gaze behind her bangs without flinching, her voice as smooth as silk. "Of course not, Master. Just celebrating the upcoming Reaping in our own way."

Annabella’s lips curled into something resembling a smirk, but there was an unspoken warning in her expression. "Good. It would’ve been a shame if you missed too much fun here." Her baby blue goat eyes rolled with obvious sarcasm.

Six nodded her head in mock admission, then herself, Mazzy and Boris tried their best to blend into the revelry. The rest of the night passed in a haze of music, blood, and unbridled debauchery. No one questioned where they had been or suspected the horror they had left behind in the abandoned farmhouse. The grand hall of the Church of Satan was alive with extreme acts of chivalry, the air thick with the musk of sweat, blood, and burning incense. Fires crackled in the pits everywhere, casting grotesque shadows that danced with the crowd's frenzied movement. The infamous Andersons pounded music through the areas in a rhythm that mimicked the pounding of Hell’s own dark heart. Bodies writhed together in ecstatic celebration, fueled by bloodlust and Unholy intoxication.

Six, Mazzy, and Boris were finally starting to feel like they were blending seamlessly back  into the madness after their little “excursion” outside, so they eventually found their way back to Six’s preferred perch near the base of Annabella Kubrick’s platform, watching the chaos unfold with mild amusement. Mazzy, never one to “sit still”, hovered about in lazy circles, her skeletal form and her skeletal followers catching the dim torchlight in strange, shifting patterns. Boris, however, stood slightly apart, shifting uncomfortably under the weight of the crowd’s energy. He was a brute by appearance—hulking and broad-shouldered—but the truth was that he had never fit into this world of violence and sadistic pleasure. He preferred to observe silently, always keeping his head down to avoid confrontation at all costs.

But that peace was about to be shattered.

It started with a leer. A Child of Satan—one of Maxwell Kubrick’s failed lackeys—had slithered up to Mazzy like a hungry wolf seeking Demonic flesh, a must-needed diet for every possibly doomed Child’s survival. He was lean and wiry, his inky black eyes glinting with mischief and malice. His name was Draven, and he had a particularly bad reputation for being a cruel bastard who enjoyed pushing people’s limits. “You float like a wisp, little Mazzy,” he purred, stepping too close, his clawed fingers grazing the air just inches from the pale skin of her exposed ankles. “I wonder, can you feel anything at all from the neck down? Or would it take only a real man to make you tremble?”

Mazzy, ever the enigma, simply tilted her head, her deathly grin unwavering. But Boris saw the shift in her posture. The tightening of her fingers. The slight, barely perceptible twitch of her eye. She didn’t like being touched— not by anyone except him.

Draven took her silence as an invitation. He moved closer, lifting a hand as if to run his fingers along the bony calf just below her dress.

Boris acted before he could think.

His massive hand shot out, grabbing Draven’s wrist in an iron grip. The force was enough to stop the Child of Satan in his tracks. For a brief second, the entire world seemed to stand still. The music suddenly stopped; the revelers seized their celebrations to seek out this bizarre confrontation. For Boris, time had narrowed into a singular, suffocating moment.

Draven’s lip curled, more out of inconvenience from being robbed of his intended motive rather than the extreme pain. He forced a look of amusement even though he was in total agony. “Oh? The beast finally bares his fangs?”

Boris swallowed; his throat was dry. His heart pounded, not so much from anger, but from fear. He had never been in a real fight before. The last time his fists had connected with something, it had ended in instant death. One punch. One lost life. One terrifying, unforgivable mistake that had nearly killed him on a whipping post and placed him on parole till this day.

Draven yanked his wrist free and shoved Boris back. “You think you can tell me what to do, lapdog? What, afraid I’ll take your little ghost away?”

Boris took a deep breath. He could feel all eyes on him now. Other Demons and Children of Satan, all waiting to see what he would do. Mazzy barely moved, but her presence was electric beside him. She needed to let him decide how to handle this, though. He was a big boy, after all. A very, very big boy. But that’s what worried her most. Still, she couldn’t step in to protect him. That would do unreputable damage to both their reputations and instantly put an instant end to a possible wedding in their future.

Draven smirked, sensing Boris's hesitation and the fear it evoked. “Pathetic.”

Boris finally struck first with an open-handed bitch slap hoping that maneuver might not kill the much undersized but bold opponent. Draven’s face reeled from the blow, mostly from shock, but the sheer force was almost enough to spin his head like a top. The usually bashful Child of Satan barely had time to gloat, never mind time to react, when Draven’s fist slammed into his square jaw with a returned swing.  There was more insult than injury done to Boris’s jar-shaped head; the impact barely moved him. He was too big, too solid. Draven recoiled instantly, shaking out his busted-up knuckles with a scowl.

“That’s it?” Six called from the sidelines, leaning against her favorite pillar with an unimpressed look. “You’re picking a fight, and that’s all you got?”

Draven snarled and went in again, this time faster. His clawed hands raked across Boris’s face, drawing shallow cuts. It wasn’t the pain that bothered Boris—it was the rage that was building inside him. The pressure. The heat. The memories of that one fatal mistake flashed in his mind. He clenched his fists. Don’t do it. Don’t lose control again, he thought to himself.

Draven sneered, taunting him. “What’s the matter? Scared you’ll break me like you broke that pathetic Lost Soul?

That did it.

Boris’s fist swung before he even realized he had moved. It connected Draven’s gut like a hammer to stone, lifting the wiry bastard clean off the ground. Draven choked, the wind knocked from his lungs, his body crumpling like a ragdoll. He hit the floor hard, gasping, clutching his stomach in agony.

The surrounding crowd let out a collective gasp, then a cheer.

Boris’s breath was ragged, his knuckles throbbing from the impact. He looked down at Draven, who was struggling to get up, but failing. His body wasn’t built to take hits like that. Boris knew he could end this right now. One more punch. One more blow. He could make sure Draven never got up again.

But he didn’t. Instead, he took a step back.

Draven coughed, glaring at him with a mixture of pain and disbelief. “Y-you hit me!”

Boris exhaled, shaking out his hand. “Yeah, but I didn’t kill you. You should be grateful.”

The onlookers erupted in laughter. Even Mazzy let out an approving snicker. Six clapped her hands, her wicked grin wide. “Well, well. The big guy finally knows how to throw a punch. Took you long enough.”

Annabella Kubrick’s voice cut through the noise like a blade. “That’s enough!”

Silence fell instantly. All eyes turned to the Mistress of Hell. She stood; her expression was unreadable. For a long moment, she simply looked at Boris. He could feel the weight of her gaze, the silent calculation behind those blue goat eyes. Then, she smirked. “I must say, I’m impressed. I didn’t think you had it in you, Boris. Your dumb ass finally learned how to stick up for himself.” She looked over at Mazzy with acceptance. “I officially bless your marriage.” 

Boris swallowed hard, bowing his head overdramatically in deep respect. “Thank you Master.”

Annabella flicked her gaze towards Draven, who was still coughing and trying to regain his breath. “Maybe you should go home before you embarrass yourself further.”

The abashed Child’s face burned with humiliation. He shot Boris with a look of pure venom before storming off into the crowds.

Mazzy finally floated over to Boris and dropped her frail frame into his massive arms. My hero! she thought while he cradled her like a baby. You look kind of hot right now, she mused. Maybe I should get you in fights more often.

Boris sighed. “God, I hope not.”

Six grinned, slinging an arm around Boris’s side. “Well, that was hilarious. Who’s up for another round of drinks?”

Boris groaned. “You two are gonna be the death of me.”

Mazzy and Six exchanged wicked grins

***
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As the festivities wound down and the first hints of the next cycle loomed on the horizon, Six leaned back against (that respectful?) pillar again, satisfied, watching the dwindling crowd. She felt like she had fed her hunger for the night, though that hardly meant an end to the chaos. The drunkenness had reached its peak, and now it was settling into that ugly stage where tempers flared and the true depravity of Hell’s inhabitants came into full view. The Church of Satan’s grand hall was littered with half-conscious debauchers, some still laughing, others slurring half-baked philosophies to whoever would listen. Smoke hung thick in the air, with the stench of spilled alcohol mixed with blood and sweat.

Six continued to lean against her supportive stone pillar, arms crossed, taking in the scene with mild amusement. The night had been entertaining, especially the bit with Boris and his so-called fight—but now, she was looking for something to punctuate the evening properly. A final little thrill before the Reaping began.

That’s when she noticed him.

A Child of Satan she didn’t recognize was weaving toward her through the dissipating crowd. He was tall and broad-shouldered but sloppily dressed, his tunic half-buttoned, his belt and butcher knife missing. His dirty-blond hair gleamed with sweat, and his bloodshot eyes were fixed on her like a predator that had long since lost its grace. A cruel smile was plastered across his face as he staggered closer.

“Hey― Six, right?” His voice was thick with alcohol, his words overly slurred. “You’re in Annabella’s gang of six now, right? I’ve been trying to build up the nerve to talk to you after you got out of jail.”

Six let her gaze drift lazily over him, already unimpressed. “Well, you’re talking to me now. Congratulations.”

He let out a chuckle that was more of a snort. “Funny. You’re funny― and pretty! And... dangerous?” He leaned in, his breath reeking of a particularly foul liquor. “I like that.”

Six arched an eyebrow but remained still, allowing him to come closer. “Yeah? And what exactly do you think you’re gonna do about that?”

The drunken Child of Satan grinned like he thought she was playing along. “I dunno. How about we go for a little― a little walk. Maybe find somewhere quieter? Just you and me. Ain’t every day― (loud burp) Not every day I get to meet a girl like you.”

Six tilted her head slightly, playing the game just long enough to see where he thought he was going with it. His confidence, despite his inebriation, was almost impressive. 

Almost.

She reached out suddenly, her fingers tracing lightly along his wrist, feeling the pulse beneath the skin. He grinned wider.

That’s when she struck.

Quick as a whisper, she flicked open her butterfly knife and buried it deep between his ribs. The blade slid in cleanly, angled just right to puncture something vital. The drunken bastard let out a sharp inhale, his eyes going wide, but before he could react, Six leaned in closer, her lips just a breath away from his ear. “Just keep walking,” she whispered, twisting the blade ever so slightly before yanking it back out in one smooth motion.

His body shuddered as a wave of pain overtook him, but the alcohol dulled his senses so much that he didn’t even process what had happened. He took a stumbling step back, blinking rapidly. “What?”

“Go,” Six said smoothly, tucking the bloodied blade away just as fast as it had appeared. “Before you fucking embarrass yourself.” Then she added like she just remembered the fact, “I already have a boyfriend”

The fool nodded. Then he turned and shuffled away, leaving behind a thick trail of blood.

Six watched him leave, her expression utterly serene. She figured he probably didn’t even realize he was dying yet. She took a slow breath, enjoying the satisfaction of another perfect kill. No one had seen the fatal jab. No one would question why he wandered off. And by the time anyone noticed his body, he’d be just another casualty of the night’s excess.

Only minutes passed until a drunken call rang out. “Hey—hey, what the fuck is wrong with him?”

There was a brief commotion. A few more voices, some muttering, some laughing.

“Did he pass out?”

“Shit, he looks fucked up. Did he just piss himself―”

“Wait― is that?  Is that blood?”

The atmosphere shifted slightly, just for a moment, before it melted back into the usual Hellish indifference. Someone let out a laugh. “Ha! Guess the idiot finally got himself into a fight he couldn’t handle, eh?”

“Typical,” another voice scoffed. “He always ran his mouth too much.”

Six allowed herself a small smile as she turned away, blending back into the crowd. No one would question it. No one would care. He would rot there for the rest of the night, and in the morning, someone would drag his corpse to the pyres with the rest of the trash. Just another casualty in Hell’s unforgiving design. The remorseless Hellcat wove her way through the drunken masses, stepping over unconscious bodies, dodging grasping hands, and sidestepping the occasional puddle of piss or vomit. The night had stretched on for what felt like an eternity, and while she had enjoyed herself immensely, she was beginning to grow weary of the noise, the stench, and the predictable debauchery. It was always the same— drink, fight, fuck, repeat. It all blended together after a while. She was just considering making an early exit when she caught sight of someone unexpectedly lingering at the edge of the revelry. 

Adam Pearson?

Six froze for a moment, blinking as if her mind was playing tricks on her. Adam was the last person she expected to see at a gathering like this. He was many things— powerful, intelligent, even dangerous when necessary— but he was usually not one for crowds. Nor was he fond of music, for obvious reasons. His deaf world made places like this overwhelming and tedious at best. And yet, here he was, standing near one of the towering stone pillars of the cathedral, his arms crossed, much like her proud pose for most of the night, his sharp features always unreadable. When he finally turned his head in her direction, as if sensing her eyes on him, Six broke into a grin and sauntered over, her bloodstained fingers tapping against her hip. "Well, well, well. If it isn't my favorite antisocial Demon," she teased, stopping just before him. "Are you lost or something?"

Adam arched a brow, his oversized, penetrating eyes locking onto her bangs like he could See right through them. He smirked, though it was subtle. "You sound surprised to see me here," he said smoothly, brushing a gloved hand across her cheek while his other hand rested casually on the handle of his sword.

"That’s because I am surprised," Six admitted. "I know how much you hate parties."

Adam tilted his head, the barest hint of amusement flickering over his otherwise composed face. "And I’m sure you’d rather be somewhere else too. And yet, here we are."

Six scoffed, crossing her arms in a gesture of confession. "Yup, here we are."

Adam made a slight motion with his hand as if gesturing to the world at large. "We both have our obligation to make appearances out of duty. Oh, and my parents thought it would be best for me to come here to show my respects. Apparently, lurking in my tower all night makes me seem ‘unapproachable.’" His lips twitched as if the word itself was ridiculous.

"You? Unapproachable? No way." Six smirked. "Next thing you’ll tell me is that Annabella’s still a sweetheart, and Boris loves confrontation."

Adam's smirk faded slightly as he sighed. " Speaking of Boris, I’ve been hearing rumors that you disappeared for quite a while with him and Mazzy. Should I be afraid to ask what the three of you might have been up to while most of Hell was distracted by these― " he let out a disgusted huff before he scanned the depraved area. “These... festivities.”

Six paused for a fraction of a second, her mind rifling through her options. She had been up to plenty of mischief this evening but nothing that she particularly felt like sharing. Not because she felt guilty for not including Adam―oh no! She never felt guilty about anything. Probably just because she felt like some things were simply better left unsaid. Adam was many things, but naive wasn’t one of them. If she gave him too many details, she knew he’d put all the pieces together quickly. So, she took the safest route: the half-truth. "I was just babysitting Boris and Mazzy," she said with an exaggerated sigh. "You know how they get. Mazzy gets bored and wants to start trouble, and Boris just wants to stay out of it, and then somehow, I always end up in the middle. I swear, I should start charging them for my services."

Adam regarded her in silence, his penetrating eyes almost unreadable, though Six had learned to pick up on his subtle shifts in posture and micro-expressions. He was considering her words, weighing them, picking apart what she wasn’t saying. He wasn’t the kind of person you could lie to, not outright. But the truth— especially when woven with just enough humor and exasperation, was often enough to satisfy him.

Finally, he gave a slow nod. "Yes, I also heard about the so-called fight after. Your commitment to your friends is outstanding― and most likely exhausting."

Six relaxed slightly. "Tell me about it. I should be the one drinking myself stupid right now― but oh no! Instead, I had to make sure Mazzy didn’t set anyone on fire and that Boris didn’t get himself killed for looking at someone the wrong way."

Adam hummed in acknowledgment, then reached out, brushing a gloved finger over the dried blood on her cheek. "And this?"

Six grinned, catching his hand in hers. "Oh, you know. Just a little party favor."

Adam held her gaze for a long moment before shaking his head slightly, his version of a chuckle. "One of these nights, you're going to bite off more than you can chew."

She leaned in closer, making sure he could read her lips when she said, "Well then, lucky for you I don’t bite everything I put in my mouth."

Adam sighed with pleasure from that thought. "Come on, let’s get out of here. I’ve had enough pretending to care about these celebrations."

Six didn’t argue. She looped her arm through his, leading him away from the chaos, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips. She may not have told Adam the whole truth, but she had told him enough. And, at least for tonight, that was all that mattered. A fitting end to what she decided was a perfect end to one of her last nights in Hell. 

For soon, she would be storming The Gate in New Hope.
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The End
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of episode three. To be continued in episode four
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