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When most people think of families, they imagine a nice, wonderfully loving and caring group of people. Family doesn’t have to be related by blood, because what really matters to a family is their love, desire to protect and treasure others no matter what. Reuben Lewis had always believed the same when he was a teenager. 

He had always flat out loved laughing and playing with his sister and brother as a kid. They would often go out to the local park and just chat, chase each other and play on the swings until their parents arrived to drag them back to the house.

As much as he was concerned he was grounded.

But all that changed when the Lewis family moved to the former council estate known as Hell’s Place. A weird, wonderful, crazy place where people died and went missing as easily as you or me can breathe. 

This was the event that led to his eternal damnation, or salvation as he saw it.

“We should take him to see the doctor in London,”

19-year-old Reuben just grinned to himself as he laid in his cold, single bed with horrible lumps and bumps that stabbed into him in all the wrong places. He just wanted to be well, he wanted to go outside and play with his friends and siblings. He liked hearing them laugh but they never wanted to see him.

He tried to lift his arm to reach the old glass of water that his mother had brought in a few hours ago. He couldn’t lift his arm. He just stared at the glass and he wanted it, he needed a drink.

The entire tiny bedroom that was barely large enough to swing a cat in smelt damp with mould, rotting food and sweat. Reuben gagged as he tried to force himself up. He needed his parents to change his sheets and give him fresh clothes but they wouldn’t do that.

They hadn’t done that in years and he hated the damn smell. If he wanted to live in a boys’ locker room he would have done that, but he didn’t.

He hated everything about his damn life. 

The damn glass just stood there on his walnut wood bedside table, almost like it was mocking him. Why couldn’t the damn thing just be closer? Why couldn’t his parents come and see him? Why couldn’t his horrible siblings actually play with him in here instead of being outside all the damn time?

Reuben coughed. His throat was burning up as dry as a desert. Every millimetre of his throat ached and felt like it was on fire. He just needed a damn drink, why wouldn’t anyone help him?

He shook away the silly thought and looked around the rest of his tiny small bedroom. Thick layers of dust coated the thick blue carpet, piles of clothes and unopened toys were covered in grey dust from all the birthdays and Christmases that he had missed. 

He was sure that his relatives, especially his delightful grandma and grandad, had asked where he was, but his parents wouldn’t tell them. Apparently, they didn’t want anyone to see him like this. His hands formed fists. He didn’t want to be like this, unable to move and constantly ill.

He wanted to be free, he wanted to be active and he wanted to be playing with his damn family again. 

“No,” his father said. “We can’t afford the doctor in London. Are you sure he’s asleep?” 

Reuben hated his father so much. Why the hell his mum and dad always had these conversations right outside his bedroom door was beyond him. And he hated his family even more for never checking on him.

“Of course, he’s asleep,” his mother said. “It’s all Reu ever does,”

Reuben opened his mouth to shout but he couldn’t. There was a man standing in the corner of his bedroom who hadn’t been there a moment later. He was smiling at him and dusting off the unopened boxes of toys.

“Sometimes I just wish Reu would die,” his father said.

“That’s cold,” the man said before Reuben could even react to what the hell his father had just said.

His parents started arguing and Reuben just stared in utter horror as he looked at the striking young man coming over to him. He wasn’t into men, he had always liked girls, but there was something supernaturally beautiful about this young man with his perfect blend of masculine and feminine features. 

The man’s long black hair was tied back up and styled like how a girl would do their hair for a fancy date, but the man’s broad shoulders and blood red eyes gave him away. The slight shine of his navy-blue suit was a strange contrast against the grey dust but Reuben was just glad for the company.

The man passed Reuben the glass of water and sat him up. Reuben downed the water as quick as he could.

He wasn’t sure who the hell the young man was, but he was amazing, kind and it was just nice to have someone look after him for a change. 

“Thank you so much, and who are you?” Reuben asked wishing there was more water.

The man clicked his fingers and the glass refilled itself with ice cold, refreshing water. 

Reuben downed it again and he didn’t even care that the young man could use magic. He just wanted to stop the burning sensation in his throat. 

“I am Edward Hales,” the young man said, “and you are welcome,” 

Reuben stopped as Edward made another glass of refreshing water appear in his hands, because he knew he was screwed. Everyone in Hell’s Place knew the messed-up legends saying that Edward Hales, the former landowner and Lord of the land where Hell’s Place stood on, was actually alive. Some people even claimed he was the evil mastermind pulling the strings of the evil place.

“What do you want with me?” Reuben asked.

Edward grinned and his blood red eyes flashed a little. “Tell me the three things you want more than anything else in the world,”

“I want to be well,” Reuben said. If Edward could make him well again then he didn’t care what happened. He might have been 19 years old, but he wanted to be outside with his friends, his siblings and actually having a life.

He wanted to be free.

“I want to have a family that loves me,” Reuben said.

Edward grinned and Reuben noticed a flash of his fangs. 

“And I want to save my final wish for the future,”

Edward laughed. “You’re a clever one I will give you that. When I normally make these sort of deals with people, they are never smart enough to keep one final wish for the future, so I agree,”

Reuben tensed. What deal? He was just wishing to get better. A deal implied Edward wanted something in return, why couldn’t he be nice for once in his life and just do something for free?

Edward flashed his fangs a final time and his blood red eyes glowed bright red. 

Reuben tried to get up and move and scream but he couldn’t. He was too weak. He was always too damn weak so as Edward chomped on his neck and injected a boiling hot liquid into his veins, he barely managed to scream.

He wanted, just for once his parents or family to come in. He wanted his parents to save him, love him and just care for him.

He felt his blood turn thicker, his muscles get stronger and his skin paled to a ghostly, dead white. 

“Save me mum, please,” Reuben said more like a whisper and Edward laughed. 

No one came to help him. Not his mum, not his dad, not his siblings. He was always alone and unloved and as Reuben felt his skin crackle with magical energy he was determined to never ever allow that to happen again.

He would have his ideal family no matter the cost.

Edward ripped his fangs out of his neck and grinned. “Do you feel my power inside you?”

Reuben shook violently on his lumpy, bumpy single bed that stabbed him in all the wrong places. What the hell had just happened? His entire body felt wrong. He felt alien.

Then Reuben stepped out of his bed for the first time in years. He grinned like a kid in a candy store. He was actually supporting his own weight and he could feel the dusty thick blue carpet under his toes. 

It felt amazing.

Reuben nodded his thanks to Edward as he disappeared and Reuben went outside into the hallway. The cold hardness of the wooden flooring felt so refreshing under his feet. Even the air
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