Hellrasier 6: The Hellseeker! ��Prologue: ��Imagine a world full of unspeakable horror. A world ruled by pure evil. A hell where torture is everlasting. A make believe place where pain is so intense that you are forced to like it. You fell pain every second of every minute of every hour. Each minute worse than the last, and the last feels like a glimpse of Heaven compared to the next. �Imagine that this world is ruled by evil incarnate. Demons whose power is so unspeakable, it goes way beyond comprehension. They can defy reality and shatter it’s rules. In this world, they play God. �Now imagine that you are trapped in this place. You cannot hide. You cannot run. The demons are everywhere. You have no chance of living. Once they kill you, they’ll bring you back to life and kill you again. And again. And again. For all eternity. �The demons are relentless. Their ways and ideas of how to torment are unlimited. Their faces are enough to choke a maggot, and their voices twice as bad. �Now they are going to kill you. You’re chained up to a wall, with the hooks, sharper than razors, are piercing your wrists and your ankles. You are stripped of your clothing, and the only thing covering your body is your gushing blood. They slowly watch on as one bold monster with completely white skin and barbed wire clutching his face walks up to your beaten carcass. He giggles an evil reptilian sounding laugh and raises his hand toward your face. He pokes out his long, green tongue as a rusty, spearheaded spike slowly gushes out of his palm. It looks like an old, sharp knife. If he was to cut you with it’s rusty blade... But you know what he’s going to do. He’ll make you suffer like the one-thousand times before. �He slowly sinks the blade into your chest, about an inch in, and cuts downward. You scream as you watch your body become a frog in a science project. But you can’t die. They won’t let you. Only a thousand times wouldn’t be fun enough for them. You look at them laughing as you are cut into pieces - but this isn’t real is it? �Now imagine that this unholy hell is real... Because it is. This forsaken world is opened only by a small “puzzle box.” �Every few years, one cursed soul opens the box here on earth and accidentally opens Hell’s gates and releases it’s demon warriors, The Cenobites. These minions have walked in The Garden of Eden once before. And have tortured Earth’s citizens on numerous occasions. (See the five Hellraiser movies.) But now the diabolical Pinhead and his hell raising Cenobites have come on a new mission. Unable to destroy the puzzle box before, they now have found a way to open the gates of Hell indefinitely... And this time, they fully intend to do it. ��Chapter One �Doug Bradley is one of the best and well known priests in North America. Everyone knows his name. The nicest man you’ll ever meet. He has hope for everyone. Not one person that he has met has he ever not liked. All that is about to change. �Doug is about five feet tall, and he’s about 30. He lives in an apartment building in Hollywood. In the top floor of the building also lays the beautiful church he works in. �Not a day goes by that Doug doesn’t wake up and feel like a million dollars. He looks at the bright side of everything, he loves everybody, and has great faith in God, his country, and the people of this world. He always dresses in his black uniform, carries a steel cross, and walks around with a smile on his face. Every day is glorious. Until today. �Doug received a call at ten in the morning today. It was a young woman. She sounded scared to death, and Doug knew something was up. Their conversation started. �“Is this Doug Bradley?” The frightened soul asked. �“It is. May I help you?” He asked. �“Um, yeah. You can.” �“Go on.” �The woman was trying to silence her tears. “This is a long story. It may seem unreal, but Father, I need you to understand.” �“Okay.” �“My boyfriend was killed yesterday...” She started to sob. �“That’s awful...” �“I know...” She wept. But he was murdered!!!” �“What do you mean, my child? Did you call the police?” �“Yes, Father. It was all cleaned up...” �Father Bradley gulped. He could only imagine what had happened to this poor man. “What happened? Did you tell the police everything?” �“No, you don’t understand. Father, it wasn’t a man who killed Jason...” �“Then what happened?” �“Listen, I have something to show you. I’m afraid to talk to you on the phone. Someone might be listening to us speak. Can I meet you somewhere?” She asked. �“Of course! You can come right over right now if you want... Ms.?” �“Elm. Stacy Elm.” �“Okay, Stacy. Do you know where my apartment is?” He asked. �“I do. I’ll be right over.” She hurried and hung up the phone. ��The Father did too. What on Earth could have happened? She sounded to tortured. He backed up and collected himself. Still thinking, he walked over to the huge window in his room. He opened to curtains to reveal a breath taking view of the city. He sighed. �He took out his steel cross and laid it on his bed. He bowed down and put his hands together. �“To the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit...” He said softly. He began to pray. At the end of his prayer, he made an attempt to speak to God. �“Dear God. For years now, I have devoted my life and soul to honoring you and studying the Bible. In return, I have always asked for the well being of my family and myself. However, I also need to ask you of another favor. This woman. Stacy Elm. She sounds troubled? Anyway, she’s coming over now, and her boyfriend’s been killed. I fear that she will ask me to help solve his murder, and I will not have the heart to turn her down. Will you guide me as you always have if I do investigate?” Thank you... Amen.” Little did he know that his prayers will not be fulfilled... The journey that he has embarked upon could land him in an eternal position in Hell. �


Chapter Two: �Before he had noticed that anyone was in the room, Stacy had barged in. She was a beautiful girl with black hair and brown eyes. She was in her 20’s. The Father had noticed that she was still crying. �“My child! Are you going to make it?” The Father asked. �“I’m not sure. Father, I need you to understand this...” �“Okay, sweetheart.” �“I’m serious... Father. Do you believe in demons?” �“Now, Stacy... Did you come here as a practical joke?” He asked. �“No! No! Father! I’m dead serious! Look!” Stacy dug into her back pack that she had on and pulled out a mysterious gold and black box. It had many designs on it. “Here. But be careful.” �Father Bradley took it from her. “What is it?” �“I don’t know, but it killed my boyfriend...” �“What do you mean?” �“Listen. I don’t expect you to believe me, but you have to know what happened. I found Jason bloodied down the road from my house. He was still alive. I tried to help him, but he started to spit up dark blood. He was holding this box when I found him. I started to talk to him. I asked him what had happened. And all he could say was that a man had come out of the box. At first, I thought that it was a joke too. But it wasn’t.” �Doug looked at her. He didn’t know what to say. �“Suddenly, out of the darkness, a shadowy figure came out of the woods. I thought that it was a robber or something. But it wasn’t. I couldn’t make out a face, but his eyes glowed bright, ruby red... I screamed for help, but the man came closer, so I ran away and called the cops. But the minute I turned away, I heard a big screeching sound, and then I heard him scream... until he couldn’t scream any more...” �“Then what happened?” The Father asked. �“I didn’t look back. I got to my house and called the cops. They took me in for questioning, and I haven’t heard from them since. I got home about an hour ago, and decided to call you.” �Bradley looked puzzled. Could she really expect him to believe her story? He didn’t want to, but he looked her in the eye. �“Father, you have to help me...” She said and started to cry. “I want to find out who or what happened to Jason!” �The Father sighed. “I guess we could do some research at the church...” �Stacy poked out a smile underneath her tears and hugged Bradley. “Thank you, Father Bradley...” ��Chapter Three �When the duo arrived at the top floor of his apartment building, Bradley was very cautious about the “puzzle box.” As they walked toward the doors to the church, Bradley asked for it. As they swung the doors open, Bradley felt chills go down the edge of his spine. �“First, we need to pray.” Bradley said. “Do you ever go to church?” �“No. I don’t know any prayers either...” She replied. �“Just follow me.” He said. He bowed down in the front of the cross, as did Stacy, mimicking every move he made. “To the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit...” �After the prayer was finished, Father Bradley looked closely at the box. The various skulls and demon imprints startled Doug, who had never seen anything like it in his life. The golden edges shined against the churches many lights. Suddenly, Father Bradley circled his index finger along it’s center design. �“What are you doing?” Stacy asked. �There was no answer from the Father. Next, he led his fingers to push a small, unnoticeable button in the center of the square, and half of the entire box was uplifted, but still connected to the rest, and, in an appealing way, slid down into the rest of the box, making it a many sided figure. �“Father, what are you doing?” She asked again. No answer. They both began to sweat heavily, as if it were one hundred degrees inside. A drop of the Father’s blood dropped onto the box. Something very strange was happening. �“Father...” Stacy asked. But he didn’t move, and kept “solving” the box. �The box began to transform into many odd shapes and different sizes. Stacy looked at a candle next to her and it had melted beyond it’s holster, and the wax had boiled on the carpeted floor. �“Father!” She yelled. Wind, yes wind, in the building had picked up, as if they were in Hell, as the heat just added up. �“I can’t stop it! Stacy! Help me!!!” He yelled. The wind and heat were so intense, that Stacy could barley hear him scream. She suddenly attempted to knock it out of his hand, and she did. But it was too late. The box flew out of his hands, and rapidly solved itself while it floated in the air! A purple mist started to rise, followed by a black surrounding “wall” of energy. Bradley and Stacy felt like they were floating, but they couldn’t tell because of all the confusion. �“Father! What’s happening?” She screamed. �“I don’t know!!!” He yelled back. �Out of the darkness, a huge explosion of pure red flames blew open the front of the church, and a dark figure could be seen walking out, with ruby red eyes... �When the two frightened victims gained their balance, they witnessed a true demon walk into a house of God. In the holiest place on earth, the diabolical Pinhead once again walked on our planet. �When the fire works ended, the smoke had cleared, and a purple light illuminated the church, Pinhead came into view. With giant nails in his head, the Dark Prince of Hell walked toward the two scared mortals. An evil and demonic laugh from the Cenobite echoed through the chapel and caused the walls to crumble. �“Dear Jesus!” said the not-so-happy-go-lucky Father. �Pinhead replied with an evil and sarcastic response. “Not quite.” �Stacy was spotted by Pinhead, and he walked over to the helpless girl. �Before the slowly walking monster could say anything, Stacy defended herself the best way she knew how. “Get away from me you ugly shit!” �Pinhead watched on as the young lady grew furious. He just smiled. “Ah, spirited!” He continued as he tried to stop giggling. “Such a great comeback from such a limited imagination!!! Especially in the house of your dear god... I didn‘t think you could say that here? But I didn‘t think I could even come in here... Oh, well.“ He creased her face and spread smearing blood on her pretty little face. �“Get Away from her demon!” The great Father said. �Pinhead turned toward him and giggled and evil chuckle. “Demon to some, angle to others!!! Ah ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!!!” Pinhead turned back toward a defenseless Stacy and grabbed her neck and lifted her above his head. “It’s time to die, Stacy.” �“Dear, God! Rid this evil in your temple!!!” Bradley yelled holding up his steel cross. �“But Bradley, there is no good, and there is no evil. There is only flesh!!!” �“No!” Bradley yelled and lunged himself toward him. Another man appeared in front of Doug Bradley. This time it was another Cenobite! The demon was disgusting. His name could only be Chatterer, from his giant set of teeth in his mouth that never stopped moving and hitting each other. The only feature on his face except for his burnt skin! He wore the same leather and black armor that Pinhead did. Holding up his beloved steel cross, the Father tried to get rid of Pinhead, but it did no good. �“I shall not bow down before such an image...” Pinhead said and rose his hand. The cross seemed to violently melt onto Bradley’s hand, causing him to scream and Pinhead to laugh evilly. �“No!” Stacy yelled. �“Well that’s alright. I have centuries to realize the sweet horrors that make you whimper!!! Might as well start by destroying your entire family tree!!! Ah ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!!!” Pinhead said. Suddenly, everything disappeared, and Stacy and Bradley were left in a destroyed church. �Bradley got up to check on Stacy, despite his burnt hand. �“Are you alright?” The Father asked. �“He said he’s going to go after my family!!!” Stacy said running out the door. �“Where are you going?” Father asked. �“I’m going to my house!” She said. �“Wait! I have to finish what I started!” He said running toward her. �They both started running together down stairs. “What do you mean?” She asked. �“I opened the puzzle box!!! Now I have to put an end to that mad man!” ��Chapter 4: �The duo had no idea what they had just unleashed. Pinhead is the invincible, unstoppable, personification of pure evil and horror. Words cannot describe how demonic his and his Cenobite demon’s intensions are. �Bradley and Stacy had a long trek ahead of them. 15 miles away was where Stacy’s house and her family was. In the mean time, Pinhead was already there! Now, her mother, father, and big brother would feel his wrath. �They were eating supper, it was now six o’clock at night. The two towering men were sitting at one end of the table, while the short, stubby mother was on the opposite end. Suddenly, a huge explosion blasted through the Elm’s house. �“What the hell was that?” Asked the father. �“I don’t know!” Said the mother. “Get off your lazy ass and go check!” �The father got up in a fury of disgust and went upstairs. Nothing could prepare him for what he just witnessed. Pinhead’s new Cenobite squad, composed of three demons and himself, were standing on a pile of rubble. A woman with light blue skin and a split open head, a man with a huge, bloodied brain, Chatterer, and Pinhead stood egger to destroy something. �“So who’s the lucky soul?” Pinhead asked. �The man stood petrified. He looked at each of the Cenobites, but almost screamed when he looked at one’s swelling, bloody, and exposed brain. �“Ja- Ja- Jacob...” He said. �“Good,” Pinhead said evilly. “I’ll tear your soul apart!!!” �“Oh my God...” He said. The cigarette he was smoking fell out of his mouth. Suddenly, gravity’s rules were broken, and Pinhead “sucked” Jacob closer to him, much like in the film “The Matrix.” Pinhead’s mouth grew to the size of a lion’s, and started to lure Jacob’s head inside! �Downstairs, The son and mother heard a horrible scream. �“What the Hell was that?” The woman asked her son. �“Just that exactly.” The hulking son answered. �“What the Hell is that supposed to mean?” �Much to her surprise, her son literally transformed into a horrible looking demon. It was the man with the swelling brain. �“Jesus! Who the Hell are you, and what the Hell are you doing in my house?” She asked. She put her glasses on, which were nearby, and could see the gory features on his cut open head. “Oh, dear God!” �“Did you ever taste a human brain?” He asked. �“Oh... dear... God...” She replied. Breathless, she started to scream. The disgusting Cenobite reached into his brain, pulled out a chunk, and shoved it deep inside his mouth, causing ounces of blood to paint the walls a new color. �“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhgggggggggggggg!!!” She screamed as the demon lunged forward and dug his claws into her head, pulling out a big handful of yummy meat. She soon collapsed and the creature chewed on her carcass. �Upstairs, the real brother was looking for his father. It was dark, but he clutched his baseball bat hard. �“Dad... Where the Hell are you hiding.” He stared to whisper to himself. “Goddam fat ass. Stop screwing around!!!” �Just then, he felt a small hand touch his butt. �“Hey, hunky.” A beautiful voice said. It was obviously a woman. �“Hey... who’s there?” He said sort of interested. He turned around to see the most God awful woman he’d ever seen. It was the female Cenobite. �“What the Hell...” He said. �Suddenly, her tongue popped out and pierced his head through one of his eyes. Blood smeared the walls. �“Well that was easy...” She said. ��Chapter 5: �The Hell Seeker �Down the street, Bradley and Stacy were close to her house. They ran miles to get this far, but were they to late... They obviously were... �They ran in the front door. It was dark. The scene was completely silent until Stacy started to scream for her family. �“Mom!!! Pop!!! Is anybody here?” She screamed. �“Wait a minute!” The Father whispered. “They were already here.” �“What do you mean?” She asked. They walked in a little bit more. The door slammed behind them and the room illuminated faster that the blast of a gun. Hundreds, if not thousands, of candles were torched. �Father Bradley covered Stacy’s eyes when they both saw her father and brother laying dead and destroyed on the floor. She stared crying on the Father’s shoulder, until an electric noise sent the two bodies flying onto a weird, demonic cross. Two, science-fiction like “chain” pierced their bodies to make sure they didn’t fall. Stacy screamed. �“Dear God. What have we done to deserve such horror?” The Father asked. �“Nothing, my child.” A voice said. �Stacy and Bradley looked to see who it was. It appeared to be her mother. �“Mother?” She asked. �“Live in the flesh.” She said in a wicked voice. “That box. What is it?” �“Oh it’s just this puzzle box. It...” She was interrupted. �The box flew out of her hands and into this woman’s, just as Bradley warned her not to say anything. �“Thank you, Stacy.” Came a deep sounding voice from her. Blood poured from the top of the mother’s head, causing Stacy to scream. The “mother” transformed into the one and only Pinhead. A strong, burning hot wind picked up. �“Pinhead. What do you want from us.” Bradley asked. “Why did you do this?” �“I want you to go to Hell.” He said. The wind picked up to an almost tornado like atmosphere. The scenery began to fly around, causing a new virtual reality like world, much like the one in the church to form. �“Oops. Now I don't have to wish anymore. Welcome to my world, Father. Ah ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!” They were obviously in Hell, now that the puzzle box was in Pinhead’s possession. “Now Father. You both will begin the ultimate journey of feeling pain every day of you life over and over again for all eternity!!! How does that sound?” �“I think it sucks.” A disgusted Stacy said. Suddenly, holographic images of many horror filled events spilled into their minds. The Holocaust, World War II, people being ripped apart in Hell. The violent images spread throughout their minds. Pinhead just laughed. �“I’ve had enough of this!” Bradley yelled. He took out a small knife, that he must have used for personal protection, and lunged toward Pinhead. Much to his demise, Pinhead just rose his hand and froze Father Bradley in mid air. �“Pathetic mortals.” Pinhead said. Stacy nor Bradley could have ever guessed what Pinhead would do next. He yawned and sent a spear of purple energy strait through his head!!! �“NOOOOOOOOOOO!” Stacy yelled. �Pinhead just laughed louder. �“It’s time for you to die too, Stacy.” �Before Bradley’s body was totally dead, he managed to knock the puzzle box out of Pinhead’s hands. �“You fool!” Pinhead said before splitting Father Bradley’s body apart. �Stacy threw herself toward the puzzle box and hid in a corner. �“Oh, so you think that you can defeat me? Just like all those other pathetic humans did before you?” Pinhead said. He started to walk closer to her as she struggled to “solve” the box. He was about eight yards away. �“Do you think that you can send me to Hell? What is that going to do to me, you dumb little bitch? I live there!” He made a grouchy little face at her. “My torture is everlasting.” �She started to move the pieces around and the wind picked up. �“Go ahead,” he said walking toward her. “’Kill’ me. I’ll always come back. But I’ll make your life a miserable yet perfect example for a slave in Hell. You can’t. My being is eternal.” �She would not stop trying... �“Stacy, it’s time to die now. It’s time to go to Hell...” He said and took out a meat hook. �She was almost there. �“Stacy, next time, you should say your prayers. But that won’t help you here... I am forever.” �She got it! The box lunged itself forward and began a whirlwind of flames, engulfing the evil Pinhead. He screamed and cursed miserably, but nothing could stop this now. He was going to Hell. When it was all said and done, the puzzle box cleared away all the dead bodies, all the demonic crosses, all the blood, and all the destroyed features in the room. She was back home. �When she got up, she started to cry. She had caused Father Bradley to give his life. When she picked up the box, nothing could have prepared her for this. The fire whirlwind came back up, and Pinhead grabbed her by the neck! �“If I go to Hell, I’m taking you with me, you little bitch! First class!” �She managed to get loose, but Pinhead grabbed the box and crushed it, ending the 20 year hunt to destroy it! “Even God won’t forgive you for that, Stacy! Now, where were we?” He grabbed the meat hook up off the ground. �Stacy could only pray now. And that is just what she did. She needed to pray to God, her Father. �“Our Father...” She started. �“It’s time, Stacy. The box is destroyed now. Time to die.” �“Give us this day...” �“That’s not going to help, you little shit. There is a song in Hell, and it‘s melodies sound like razors through flesh. I‘m simply here to pump up the volume. It‘s time for you to hear it‘s beautiful shrieks.” �“And deliver us from evil...” She said looking Pinhead in the eye. �“With you out of the way, I‘ll push the stinking face of humanity into the deepest depths of Hell...” �“Amen. Now go to Hell...” �“NO! NO! NOOOOOOOOOOOOO!” Pinhead screamed. The fire took over his empty body and caused the Cenobite to scream bloody murder. He’s just beginning to pay for what he did to Bradley... The creases in his ocean blue head connecting his pins glowed and destructive yellow, and the reds of his eyes suddenly turned black. �A hole in the ground formed, and sucked Pinhead in, causing a sigh of relief for Stacy. When all the smoke was cleared, and all the surroundings were reanimated, the fire and energy materialized into: The Puzzle Box. �Wasting no time, Stacy brought it down the road and threw it into a lake... ��30 years later, Stacy became one of the biggest computer chip designers in North America. Her millions led up to the biggest computer empire in the world, since Microsoft died out in 2002. Most of her earnings she donated to religious groups around the world. �One day while she was a guest in a local church, she found an unexpected visitor, in an unexpected way... The Puzzle Box had returned. She ran out of the church and started to scream. The many church goers were looking on as she ran away from the church and toward a nearby waterfall. Literally going crazy, she started to laugh and giggle. She jumps off, with the box in her hands, and the demonic and everlasting image of Pinhead appeared before her. �Falling faster than a speeding bullet, Stacy was laughing until she heard Pinhead’s chilling voice and his haunting image, which also caused her to go crazy... �“Stacy, just give me the box...” 





