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Jesse

I just sent the woman I love to Hell.

The look on Sasha’s face haunts me as she was forced to go to Hell. I put her in that awful place, I pushed her to go. What kind of monster does that make me?

I didn’t remember her, but that’s no excuse. How could I forget everything we’ve been through?

Well, I knew how, that damn Angel, Destiel, wiped her from my mind. What right did he have to do that? To interfere in our lives? And now I had no choice but to travel to Hell and get her back. Not that I wouldn’t go anyway, but the other Angels don’t seem to be giving me a choice. 

As I make my way through the streets to the warehouse, they told me to go to, I wonder if Sasha will ever forgive me. I wouldn’t blame her if she didn’t, I deserve her wrath. But no matter how she reacts, I need to get her out of Hell and back home first. 

My mind still reeling, I search for the entrance to the warehouse. It looks like it hasn’t been used in years and the main entrance is locked up tight. Why did we always have to meet in places like this? Then again, I guess it wouldn’t be a good idea to do it in the middle of a mall or something.

Circling the building, my hand goes to my knife as I wonder who is inside. That’s the other thing that is driving me crazy. When the Angels gave me back my memories, they didn’t take out the other ones that Destiel gave to me. So now I have two conflicting versions of history in my head. The real version and the life of a hunter that he gave me.

Thank God it only goes back a few months or I don’t know how I’d cope.

Still, it makes it hard to separate some events. I just need to focus on getting Sasha back. The rest can wait.

I find another door at the side of the building and wrench it open. It squeaks loudly, disturbing something inside as I hear it flapping about. I hope it’s a bird, but with what I know is out there, it could be anything. 

Peering into the gloom, I take a hesitant step inside. Ever since I got my memories back, I don’t seem to be as fearless as I once was. Of course, that guy watched his friends die and then was left alone for months. He shut himself down, pretending he didn’t care anymore. Or maybe he wasn’t pretending. Or I wasn’t pretending. Shit, this is confusing.

“Hello?” I call.

Something flutters overheard and I pull my knife free. This could be a trap, though I’m sure the three Angels could have killed me in my motel room and not resorted to all of this cloak and dagger.

Moving forward, I scan the shadows for any signs of life. I didn’t see any of the runes on the building, like the ones Destiel used, so I might not be visiting an Angel. I doubted they wanted to be involved in opening a portal to Hell.

“Is anyone here?” I call.

“What do you want?” a voice replied from the darkness. A female voice.

“Um, my name is...Jesse. Some...Angels sent me.” 

God that sounds insane. 

I just hope this is the person I’m supposed to be meeting and not a homeless person wondering what the hell I’m talking about. 

A small red circle lights up in the dark, as she takes a drag of a cigarette. “Angels, eh?”

“Yeah, they gave me this address. Said you could help me get to Hell?”

She chuckles. “Hell? Wow, don’t get many requests for that.”

“I’ll bet. Look, it’s an emergency, can you help me or not?” I’m starting to get irritated at all of this. 

She comes closer, smoke circling her. I’m surprised to see she’s younger than I expected, maybe late twenties. She wears tight leather pants and a black shirt. “I can help you. But it won’t be easy.”

I sigh. “Nothing ever is.”

She smirks at the comment. “Opening the portal is easy enough, but you won’t be able to go in. At least not in that.”

Glancing down at my clothes, I reply, “In my clothes?”

“Nope, in your skin. You can only pass over as a spirit.”

“Then I’d be dead.” Which seems counterproductive. 

“Yes. But only temporarily. If you can get back in a certain amount of time, I can put you back in your body.”

I pinch the bridge of my nose, feeling a headache forming. How many times have I died now? I’ve lost count. “Fine. How long do I have?”

“An hour.”

“One hour!”

“Yes, but time moves differently there so it’ll feel like longer.” She reaches out and presses the butt of her cigarette into the back of my wrist.

“Hey!” I snarl, yanking my arm away.

“You can’t wear a watch down there. When the mark fades completely, the portal is closed.”

Glaring at her, I rub at my arm. “I hate to tell you, but it’s healing up already.” Thanks to my hunter abilities. 

“Not in your spectral form.”

This conversation seems like it has lasted an eternity. “Let’s just do it.”

She raises an eyebrow, then waves her hand to the floor to the right. A chalk circle has already been drawn there, similar to the one used to send Sasha to Hell. 

Was she expecting me, or does she just have that there all the time?

At least Sasha didn’t have to be separated from her body to go to Hell, but then again, she wasn’t human.

I step into it and wait while the woman starts lighting candles. “So how come you can open portals to Hell?” I ask to fill the silence.

She snorts. “Everyone needs a hobby. Why are you going to Hell?”

Hesitating, I wonder if I should tell her why. She doesn’t seem to know the reason and she might not help me if she does. 

Keep it simple.

“To help someone.”

Lighting the final candle, she stands up, shoving her lighter into her pocket. “Well, if they’re in Hell, you might think twice about it.”

“Just do the spell.”

Stepping back, she spreads her arms wide, tipping her head back to look at the ceiling. When she lowers her head, only the whites of her eyes are showing. She starts chanting and I brace myself for what is to come. I haven’t really thought about where I’m going. If I do, I might talk myself out of it.

No, I have to do this for Sasha.

The circle begins to glow and I feel a strange sensation below my feet. A moment later, the ground disappears below me and I plummet down.

When I land, I find myself in the middle of a wasteland. Shaken, I turn on the spot, searching for any sign of Sasha, but there is no one around.

“Hello?” I yell.

Nothing. Where am I? I mean I know it’s Hell, but where is Sasha? I assumed they would send me straight to her.

One hour to find her in this? I am so screwed.
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Jesse

“What the fuck am I doing?” I ask myself as I trudge across the wasteland, searching for any sign of Sasha. This place looks the same, every inch of it. I must be in the wrong place. Maybe there’s more than one hell dimension.

My frustration only grows as I became aware of the seconds ticking by. The mark on my arm is already starting to fade around the edges. Time moves differently here, but sooner or later it will run out and I’ll be dead in the real world. 

“Sasha!” I scream again. 

It’s not like she is just going to appear. Why would she be out here anyway? Queens have palaces and thrones, they didn’t wander around in the freaking desert.

Coming to a stop, I let out a cry of rage that has been building inside me for quite some time. “FUCK!” 

I can’t do this.

Why do the Angels think I can? Just a few months ago I was a college student, a nerd, a nobody who just wanted to go to a Halloween party with his friends and get laid. I don’t want to be a part of this world. I don’t want to know about demons and Angels and Hell and all of this shit. What happened to normal? When did my life turn into this never-ending nightmare?

“I quit! You hear me?” I scream at the sky, though I doubt the Angels can hear me down here. “I’m done. Find someone else to do your dirty work.”

Closing my eyes, I let defeat wash over me. Why fight it? I’m just so fucking tired.

A hissing noise to my right forces me to open my eyes. The demon making the noise moves toward me, a club clutched in its clawed hand.

I reach for my knife, but it’s with my body back on earth. Backing off, I see movement to my left as another demon appears, then another. 

When the first one rushes me, I lash out, punching it in the face before it can get a hit in. Good thing my memory reboot came with fighting skills. I manage to get in a few hits before they rush me all at once. I hit the ground and immediately curl into a ball to try and protect my face from the blows they rain down on me.

Can I die down here?

It doesn’t seem likely since I’m already dead, but I can still feel the pain. One blow to my spine makes me scream in pain. They may not be able to kill me, but they might be able to tear me apart.

Great, an eternity in the Hell in pieces.

Finally, the blows stop. I lie there, waiting to see what happens next. My whole body feels like it is on fire. I definitely have a few broken ribs and a lot of internal damage.

“How did he escape?” one of the demons asks. The hiss coming from it suggests it’s the first one that attacked.

“Who cares? Now he’s ours to snack on,” another says.

“No, we need to gain favor with the new Queen,” the third replies. “We will bring him back to the dungeon.”

The Queen. Sasha.

They haul me up and start to drag me along. I don’t fight back, especially if they are heading toward Sasha. 

The desert before us seems to ripple and fade, revealing a long road leading to a huge black palace. Winged creatures fly around it and I can hear distant screams.

It’s worse than I imagined.

“He’s awake,” one of the demons points out.

No point in pretending anymore. “I’m not a prisoner. I want to see the Queen, it’s urgent.”

“Shut up,” one of the demons growls, backhanding me.

“I have to see her!”

The hissing demon grabs me by the hair. “Speak again, and I will rip out your tongue.”

They are never going to take me to see Sasha, which means I need to get away from them. 

When we reach the castle, they take me inside, passing some guards on the way. They wear black armor and carry spears. Probably not a good idea to mess with them.

Once inside, I groan and drop to my knees. 

“Get up!” When one of the demons tries to yank me up, I swing my fist up and catch him in the junk.

When he doubles over, I get to my feet and rip the club from the hand of the hissing demon. He barely has time to react as I swing it at his head. The blow sends shockwaves up my arms, sending fresh pain through me. But I can’t stop now, so I turn and hit the last one, sending him crashing to the floor.

Dropping the club, I race away from them. If I can get to Sasha before they catch up to me then maybe she can call them off.

Racing down the hall, I look for somewhere to hide until I can figure out where she is. Turning corners, I know it won’t be long before the demons catch up to me.

A huge set of doors lie at the end of the hallway and I run for them. Crashing into them, they open and I stumble, falling to my knees. Twisting around, I close them behind me and press my body against them. There’s no lock, so it won’t keep them out for long.

With a weary groan, I get to my feet and find myself in a huge room. At the end of it sits an obsidian throne. Sasha sits upon it, still sporting the horns, her head bent and eyes closed. She looks miserable.

I found her.

There is no way she will be happy to see me, but I have to try and explain why I did what I did. Taking a few steps forward, she doesn’t seem to have seen me yet.

“Sasha?” 

She moves her head slightly but doesn’t open her eyes. I keep moving. If she wants to lash out at me, I’ll take it. I’ll take whatever she has after what I did. 

“Sasha, please let me explain. I am so sorry for pushing you to come here. That bastard Destiel took my memories, I didn’t remember us, but I have them back. I’ve come to take you home.”

Still, she doesn’t move. Is she asleep? Ignoring me? The area she is sitting in is in shadow. Moving closer, my foot hits something. Looking down I find a long black vine lying across the floor. I follow it all the way to the throne, where it snakes up to Sasha’s side. Actually, there are several vines on either side of her.

“Oh fuck,” I whisper. Rushing forward, I realize they are actually in her. Her skin has been impaled by them. “Sasha.”

I shake her by the shoulders. “Please wake up, Sasha. Can you hear me?”

Her eyes flutter open and she looks up at me with red eyes. “Help me,” she whimpers, then she passes out. 
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Jesse

“Sasha! Wake up, come on, wake up,” I say, shaking her. She doesn’t open her eyes again. What the hell is going on here? I thought she was supposed to be the leader of this place, not a prisoner.

I need to get these vines off her.

Since I don’t have my knife, I look around for something to cut them with. There’s nothing. 

Fuck, what are these things?

Are they feeding on her? Draining her power? Maybe Fane set them up to take her power from her.

Reluctantly, I grab one of them in my hand. It feels slimy to the touch. Taking a breath, I pull it free. Sasha convulses but doesn’t wake up. Knowing I have very little time, I rip them all free, before picking her up and hurrying toward the door.

I make it about ten feet before something wraps around my ankle, tripping me. Sasha flies out of my arms and I hit the ground. Twisting around, I find one of the vines has latched onto me.

“Ugh, get off,” I cry, ripping it free.

Scrambling up, I pick Sasha up before another vine reaches her. I get her out into the hallway as the rest of the vines surge after us.
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