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Within The Bowels of Hell

Prologue
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I had to redeem my soul from the bowels of Hell. Question was, if I wanted to. 

Life had been associated with pain; my hopes crushed until they had become unrecognizable. I had longed to leave the world behind and move into the hollow, black existence of the afterlife. 

Religion had never played a part in my life and for this decision, I had lost half of my family support. I was called evil by so many who did not understand me. All my life I had been alone and on that fateful day, I chose to end my life but inadvertently birthed a new one.

Some religions stated that committing suicide earned you a one-way ticket to hell. I highly doubted it.

My concentration at the time was focused on the crimson liquid that flowed freely from the wounds I had inflicted. It started out as self-harm, not meant to kill me outright, but when I think back suicide had been my intention all along.  I was ready to meet the Reaper; I yearned for deliverance.

***
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My father was fast asleep in his bedroom. I sat in my room, bleeding to death. I loved him dearly, but felt like a burden to him. If I was gone, his life would be so much easier.  I doubted that anyone would miss me.  How could they? I sunk down on my knees and counted the seconds until I became unconscious. I collapsed, my body thumping softly to the floor.

That’s when all the \memories hit me. It is true what they say: your life flashes before your eyes. I saw my mother when she was still alive and experienced anew the terrible ache of grief. Oh, how I missed her. 

At some point, my memories faded and darkness came to collect me. I wasn’t afraid; I welcomed the embrace of the Reaper. I felt cold for a while and waited for something to happen. I was disappointed. This was death and it held no hint of an afterlife.  I was left alone with my thoughts, thoughts that would keep me company for all eternity.

A painful wail rent the air. I shook, or as close as a spirit without a body could come to it.  In the distance, I saw a light and stifled a giggle. Would I be worthy of going heaven? I highly doubted it. A being flew towards me and I was no longer cold. I felt warm and comfortable. My fears, doubts and pain were taken away. I felt happy. I was home.

A booming voice called to me as the winged creature drew closer. The voice came from deep within the light. It was beautiful and soothed me like nothing ever could. I tried to float closer, but I was stuck in my position, unable to move. The wings flapped loudly as the angel moved closer. It was too dark to see him perfectly, but when he reached for me, I grabbed his hand. He swooped me up and we took flight.  Gates loomed in the distance, but before we could enter, I suddenly realized that he was no angel....
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Chapter One
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The fires burn high in the underground hearth called hell. More and more damned souls were won over and taken to the torture pit to spend the rest of eternity in pain. The Devil called Aroan was the best ruler by far.  He had entered his thousandth-year reign and was still going strong. He stood at seven foot two, built like a lean bodybuilder with finely cut muscles. His voice boomed over hell when he whispered. He could make the strongest angel cry and wet his undies with a raise of his brow. Aroan was feared by all...

Hell boiled and depleted the newcomers’ energy levels; they weren’t used to the extreme heat.  The only available water that could be found was within Aroan’s castle in the bath house and even that boiled and sputtered. The terrain was rocky and consisted of red and black ash. It was home to all that was evil and yet some still wished to walk among the less sinister beings on earth. 

Aroan had a trusted council which guided him whenever he felt unsure.  The council was composed of four members, three old trusted friends and a relative newcomer. The new member showed a lot of promise and potential. Aroan was impressed by her ferocity and fearlessness. 

Aroan strode through the castle’s halls, his mind buzzing with activity. He was losing sleep and becoming more agitated by the minute.  His staff was on edge as they cautiously did their work, trying not to piss off the Devil. The occasional Knarch got in the way and was savagely kicked out of the way, followed by a snarl from Aroan. Knarchs were small demons that resembled the mythical creatures called goblins. They were kept in the castle to keep the population of hell rats in control. 

As the Devil paced the halls a council member approached him carefully. Aroan halted and looked at the green, fetid smelling demon who sported a red tunic.  His horns were small nubs and his large mouth resembled a bull frog’s.  His scaly hands were folded in front of his potbelly. Aroan thought that the demon was way too fat, but Ugrah was more into politics than battle and thus would be safe if war rained down on them.

“What?” Aroan snapped as he glared at Ugrah.

“We found her, my Devil,” Ugrah said softly.

Great, that was one less worry that he had to consider. He had such difficulties with the damn woman, but he knew what was hidden deep within her and he wanted to use it. She wasn’t aware of the value she had to him.

“Where?” Aroan growled.

Ugrah remained silent, hinting that the Devil should know where she was. Aroan growled and marched past his politician. He reached the stables, mounted his large hellhound and rode to the far side of the land. He reigned the hellhound in as he reached the Pit of Despair. The pit held all the souls that were brought to hell. Occasionally there was confusion as to where a soul belonged. Some, however could be won over and would fall into the Pit of Despair.
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