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Whenever you mention Hell’s Place to someone, they will instantly walk away, scream and then run as fast as they could. Hell’s Place, a former council estate on the outskirts of Canterbury England, could never really understand why.

Sure, people always complained when the residents of Hell’s Place would be murdered, disappear or other weird and twisted things would happen to them. Yet Hell’s Place wasn’t all bad, sometimes it helped people.

Yet so few believed it ever did.

Like today.

As much as Kit Hicks had really enjoyed the first term of his second year at Kent University studying classics, a wonderful mixture of languages, ancient history and culture. He just wasn’t sure if he wanted to renew his tenancy agreement with his housemates.

Even if it would make him homeless because as much as he loved his parents, he was not going back home. He didn’t want to hear his brother and his girlfriend argue every day, his parents try and pretend everything was okay in their marriage when it wasn’t, and his younger brother struggling himself.

It was why Kit had fled to university as soon as he could, it just killed him inside that he couldn’t help his younger brother Aaron as much as he wanted to. Aaron was such an innocent, sweet and cute kid that he deserved so much better than any of them.

Kit shook his head, grabbed a yellow crystal off his floor-to-ceiling wall of shelves and he played with it in-between his fingers. He knew he was being silly with an entire wall in his tiny bedroom filled with red, blue and yellow crystals that were meant to be a million different things, but he felt like he needed them.

He had managed to survive six months in Hell’s Place without anyone he knew having any weird dreams, being murdered or disappearing. Maybe it was because of the protective power of the crystals, maybe it was a sheer lie or maybe Hell’s Place was just buying its time.

Kit shook away the silly thought and went over to his large in-built wooden desk that ran from one wall to the other. He flat out loved his desk, it was the main reason why him and his friends had wanted to stay here for the year.

The desk was so spacious and smooth and Kit could just spread out on it. His old desk in his en-suite flat on campus was so small, it was impossible to spread out his laptop, academic papers and all his textbooks whenever he was doing coursework. It was so much easier this year and he was grateful for it.

He looked at his laptop, the new tenancy agreement just there on his screen and the little signature box was flashing away at him. 

He wasn’t really sure why he didn’t just sign it. He knew if he didn’t stay here for another year once the tenancy agreement ran out in June (six months’ time) then he would have to search for a new house with new friends, go back home or simply be homeless.

He didn’t like any of those options.

In fact staying here and living in the same house made the most sense, but he couldn’t sign it.

The rich, warming aroma of his hazelnut hot chocolate next to his laptop made him lick his lips, the taste of velvety hazelnut formed on his tongue and he was so looking forward to diving into the chocolatey goodness.

His stomach still tightened into a painful knot at the thought of living in the same house with his housemates for another year. Him, Mason, Issac and Harrison were all friends six months ago, but being friends with people and living with friends were two totally different lives.

They really put the Hell in Hell’s Place.

It was even worse after Mason and Harrison had gotten into a relationship, Mason’s depression, anxiety and other mental health difficulties had gotten more severe and Harrison was the only person who he would open up to.

Mason was completely obsessed and dependent on Harrison, and Kit was just uncomfortable. Mason acted like a child round Harrison, and he couldn’t cook his own meals, do his own washing or do anything for himself.

Harrison was doing everything for Mason and Kit just didn’t think that was right.

Not right at all.

Kit pulled out his desk chair, sat down and he was about to close the tab. He just couldn’t do it, he couldn’t do another year of this nightmare because it was just stressful. Living with a couple was not fun in the slightest.

It was even worse that no one could challenge Harrison and Mason on their toxic, childish relationship, because they would start shouting, slash out and it would turn into a toxic conversation.

Well, Harrison would do all the talking and Mason would just sit there like a good little boy.

Kit shook. It was just uncomfortable, awful and not right in the slightest, but what other choice did he have? 

Stay here another year, go back home or be homeless? Not exactly much of a choice, and he had Issac, and they were great friends, they laughed and spent time together. As long as Issac was here, everything would be okay.

Kit went to sign the tenancy agreement.

“Do you humans really think crystals affect me?” a man asked Kit.

Kit froze, his heart pounded, sweat dripped down his back.

He turned round and jumped at the sight of the tall, handsome man juggling some crystals like they were toys.

He was surprised how handsome the man was in his tight, black business suit, his longish brown hair was perfectly styled into the cutest curtains Kit had ever seen and it framed his gorgeous face perfectly. The man couldn’t have been older than 20, same as him, but that couldn’t be possible.

Neither could the man’s bloodred eyes.

The man put the crystals back on the shelf and Kit rolled his eyes. That was a massive waste of money and he really didn’t want to think about just how much he had spent on crystals the past six months. He had no idea what creature of Hell’s Place this was, but he knew he had to be extremely careful. 

Or he would be just another victim of Hell’s Place. And no one would ever find his body, or even remember him.

“Do not sign the tenancy agreement and please get out of Hell’s Place come June,” the man said frowning.

“Who are you to tell me what to do?” Kit asked.

The man smiled and Kit could have sworn he saw two fangs flash out of the man’s mouth.

A chill ran down Kit’s spine. He might have only been at Kent University for a year and a half but that was more than enough time to hear about the rumours of Edward Hales. The Lord from the 1800s who owned the land Hell’s Place was built on and made a demonic pact to live forever.

It had to be a lie, a myth, a scary story designed to terrify freshers. Kit shook away the silly idea. Edward Hales couldn’t be real.

But he was and he was standing right in front of him.

Kit stood up, grabbed a rough red crystal that the woman in the market had promised him would protect him from evil. Edward Hales had to be evil incarnate. 

Edward laughed. “The crystal will not help you, but I do not wish to harm you either. All I want you to know is the truth about your housemate, Harrison, because I want to save you,”

“All the legends and myths say you never help people,” Kit said. “Everyone says you only kill them, make them disappear or even more twisted and weird things,”

“That is true and that is what I am trying to save you from,”

Edward picked up another three blue, red and yellow crystals and juggled them. He smiled like he was having the time of his life.

Kit felt his own crystal to see if there was a sharp point he could use as a weapon. That wasn’t. 

“In June, Harrison will still be in the house as will Mason. Issac will leave if you leave, but I plan to kill Harrison because he is a stain on humanity and he is a disgusting creep that I must feast on,”

Kit felt a cold drop of sweat roll down his back. He couldn’t allow Edward to kill his friend. Sure, Harrison was a bit weird about his obsession and how he had gotten Mason to be completely dependent on him like he did with all his exes but there was no reason to kill
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