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Elliot had loved Aimee for as long as he could remember. He could still recall the first time he saw her, laughing in the late afternoon light with a group of friends. That laugh had stirred something in him, something he couldn’t explain at the time. Over the years, his feelings had only grown, even as hers remained distant, unaware.

Every time she smiled at him, he felt a flicker of hope. A look, a fleeting moment when her eyes met his, sent a spark through him, and he let himself imagine—just for a second—that she saw him differently. But then she’d turn away, chasing someone else. Someone who wasn’t him.

Elliot had always known that she was attracted to a certain type of man. She loved the ones who were charming, confident, and physically appealing—someone who could sweep her off her feet, even if only for a short while. She would talk about their looks, their muscles, their intensity, and Elliot could never help but feel a pang of jealousy. He knew she didn't see him that way, and it was always a reminder that no matter what he did, she would compare him to someone else, someone she thought was better.

He watched her fall in love with men who dazzled her, men who took her breath away with charm and grand gestures. And every time, it ended the same. Elliot found himself picking up the pieces when they left her heart shattered, standing by her side as she cried over men who couldn’t love her like he did. He listened to her stories of betrayal, offering quiet words of comfort, even when every word felt like a knife in his own heart.

“I don’t understand why I always pick the wrong ones,” she would say, her voice full of tears, and Elliot would smile softly, swallowing the urge to say, because I’m right here. Instead, he’d wrap an arm around her shoulders, holding her in the silence that followed, as if that could somehow communicate what he couldn’t say.

But every time, she moved on, seeking someone else. Someone new. Someone who wasn’t him. And every time, Elliot stayed.

He had tried to tell her how he felt once, years ago. The words had stuck in his throat as he fumbled through a confession, but she had laughed, not unkindly, but dismissively, like it was a joke. “Oh, Elliot,” she had said, smiling, “you’re such a good friend.”

Friend. The word that cut deeper than any rejection could. It was then that he understood the truth: she would never see him the way he saw her. He was the constant, the shoulder to cry on, the listener. But never the one she chose. It wasn’t that she couldn’t love—he knew she was capable of love—but her heart was always with someone else. Someone who wasn’t there.

Still, he couldn’t help himself. Every time she called, he answered. Every time she fell, he was there to catch her. Through every tear, every heartbreak, Elliot stood by her side, hoping—yearning—that one day she’d turn around and see him. Really see him.

Then, one night, everything changed.

The argument had started small, as it always did with him—one of those simmering tensions that boiled over too quickly. He had been drinking again, his words slurred, his movements erratic. Aimee felt the familiar grip of fear in her chest as she backed away, trying to calm him down. But this time was different. His anger wasn’t just words anymore; it was something darker, something dangerous.

Before she could react, he grabbed her, his hands tightening around her throat. Panic surged through her as she struggled, gasping for breath, her vision blurring. In those terrifying final moments, everything rushed back—every choice, every mistake. And then, in the clarity that only comes with the end, she realized the truth.

It had always been Elliot.

As her life ebbed away, the faces of the men she had chased, the hollow promises she had believed, faded into nothing. What remained was Elliot—his kindness, his loyalty, his love. He had been there, through it all. But now it was too late. Her heart screamed for him, but her voice was gone.

As the darkness closed in, she tried to reach for him, her final thoughts filled with regret and sorrow. She wanted to scream, to tell him she was sorry, that she loved him, but the words wouldn’t come. Her breath faltered, and everything went cold.

Elliot received the phone call late, the kind that fills the silence with dread even before the words reach your ears. He didn’t hear much after the first sentence—Aimee is dead. His heart stopped, and the rest of the world blurred away into a muffled hum.

She was gone. Taken in a moment by a man she had trusted, the kind of man she had always believed could make her feel alive. But instead, he had stolen her life.

The details were a blur—police reports, hushed voices at the funeral, whispers of violence—but none of it mattered to Elliot. What mattered was that he never got to say goodbye. He never had the chance to tell her one last time how much he loved her, to beg her to see him, really see him, before it was too late. But now it was. Too late.

At the funeral, Elliot stood alone, staring at her casket as if it wasn’t real. It felt impossible. She had been full of life, chasing after dreams and passions, and now she was just... gone. The world around him seemed to move on, as people murmured condolences and then drifted back into their own lives, but Elliot couldn’t. He couldn’t let go, couldn’t forget. Not Aimee. Not the woman who had meant everything to him.

But what Elliot didn’t know was that Aimee hadn’t moved on either.

In those final moments, as her life ebbed away, she had seen him. Really seen him for the first time. The rush of panic, the suffocating weight of death pulling her down, had cleared something in her mind, and the truth flooded in, sharp and painful: it had always been Elliot. He was the one who had loved her, who had stood by her, who had been there every time her heart had broken. He was the one she had needed, not the others. Not the ones who had hurt her.

But now it was too late.

Aimee’s soul hovered between the world she had known and the void that awaited her, trapped in the realization of her mistake. She lingered, invisible, watching the world as it buried her, powerless to reach out to the one person who could have saved her.

Aimee’s arrival in Hell was not the fiery spectacle she had imagined. No brimstone, no wailing souls. Instead, it was cold. Quiet. The kind of silence that filled every crack and crevice of her existence. It wasn’t the fire and chaos of punishment that tormented her—it was the knowledge of what she had missed, what she had failed to see when she was alive.

The first days—or were they years?—blurred together, a haze of regret, replaying moments in her life where Elliot had stood beside her, loving her, and she had been too blind to notice. She hadn’t been cruel, hadn’t been hateful, but her ignorance, her constant chasing of hollow dreams, had led her here. That was the torment. It wasn’t about what she had done, but what she had never done—never acknowledged the one person who had always been there.

She wandered Hell as a shadow, slipping between desolate plains and cursed cities, surrounded by souls who screamed in agony. But her suffering was different. It was quiet, gnawing at her insides. The knowledge that Elliot was still alive, still walking the Earth, unaware of the love she finally realized she had felt for him. And now, it was too late.

In Hell, she learned quickly that time didn’t work the same way. It was endless, eternal. Yet, somehow, she felt it passing. She could feel the weight of every second, every moment slipping away. The one thing she could cling to was the chance to escape, to see Elliot one more time. Aimee wasn’t sure how she managed it—maybe it was love, maybe it was sheer desperation—but one day, she found herself slipping through a tear in the fabric of Hell.

Suddenly, she was no longer in the cold emptiness of the underworld but hovering between life and death, her ghostlike form drawn toward Elliot.
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