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No one can really resist the power of Hell’s Place. Once it chooses you as a victim or killer or innocent, there is no escaping your fate. 

“What absolute rubbish, mate,” 

Johnathan Tuff put down his ice-cold pint on their wobbly wooden table and rolled his eyes at what his two best friends, Edward and Lewis, in the entire world could possibly be debating (more like arguing) about now. He had only left them two minutes ago to grab a fresh pint from the very cute woman at the bar and now they were debating something. 

Johnathan sat down on the uncomfortably hard wooden seats. He supposed it was meant to have curves in the wood to help cradle his ass a little more, but the curves had been carved completely wrong. The seat felt like it was stabbing and trying to kill his ass.

A feature that many women said was his best feature.

He had to admit Lewis and Edward looked a lot better in their matching dark blue polo shirts, jeans and black shoes than he did. He had only wanted to pop out for a quiet night round Edward’s house whilst his parents were on a date night, he hadn’t expected to come down to the new pub that had just opened.

He wasn’t really sure he liked it. He was a big fan of British pub culture and he was always pleased when he could write about the sociological importance of the Great British pub in one of his university assignments. Yet this one with its light refreshing wooden tones, bright white walls and lack of stickiness just felt so wrong.

Even the customers were wrong. 

A good pub always had three main types of customers. Young people (and ideally young women in little tight skirts) looking to get drunk on a cheap night out, the middle-aged regulars who didn’t want to go home to their families and the elderly who didn’t have any friends left except the pub.

This pub didn’t have any of those good people. Johnathan looked at a cute woman with long blond hair and beautifully high cheekbones flirting with her boyfriend in a business suit. They were clearly in love but they did not belong in a pub.

And a pub certainly shouldn’t have been serving chips fried in truffle oil. That was way too posh for a real pub, no matter how great the sweet, earthy chips made it smell.

“I’m telling you. Hell’s Place is cursed,” Edward said showing Johnathan and Lewis a newspaper article on his phone. 

Johnathan shook his head and went for his pint but Edward gestured him to say something.

“We need somewhere to live next year,” Johnathan said. “It’s March. A lot of the good houses in Canterbury have already been snatched up. Do you want to live with your parents in Medway next year?”

Johnathan really hoped Edward wouldn’t make this into a big argument. He might have been a physics student but he could argue as much as he wanted.

“No, I don’t,” Edward said tapping the side of his Diet Coke that he had barely touched. “It’s just I don’t want to die either,”

“Mate,” Lewis said, “grow up. Hell’s Place is not haunted and people certainly don’t go missing, get murdered and disappear,”

Edward tapped back to the phone screen.

Johnathan laughed and took a wonderfully refreshing sip of his ice-cold pint. As much as he hated the damn pub for being a fake with its earthy, expensive, posh food. At least they could pour a good pint. 

He just couldn’t understand why Edward was being so silly about Hell’s Place. Sure, everyone at Kent University had heard about the rumours of friends and coursemates disappearing or being murdered if they lived in Hell’s Place.

Yet everyone also knew that it was just a myth developed in the early 70s by the university to explain why students were dropping out. It wasn’t because of their awful teaching in the 70s, it was because of the so-called murders in Hell’s Place.

It was rubbish of course but clearly the myth continues to be stronger than ever.

“Why don’t we just live on campus again?” Edward asked.

“You lived with your parents a 40-minute drive away mate,” Lewis said whilst trying to get the attention of a young woman with long brown hair who had just walked in.

Edward kicked him. “Yeah, and I would prefer living with my parents than Hell’s Place. You two lived on campus, what’s wrong with that?”

Johnathan took another sip of his refreshing pint. He didn’t really mind living on campus. It meant he was close to all his classes, he could go to the university nightclub whenever he wanted and he could bring a girl back to his bedroom whenever he wanted.

But campus accommodation was expensive as hell, and his parents weren’t paying for him a second year. 

He needed to move off-campus. He didn’t have much of a choice and Hell’s Place had stupidly cheap rent.

“Please,” Johnathan said to Edward, “let’s grab one of these houses whilst we can. I need somewhere cheap to live, Lewis needs somewhere to bring girls back to and, don’t you want to be closer to Jack?”

Edward grinned at the mention of his boyfriend. Johnathan really liked that Edward was in a loving, happy and caring relationship. Jack wasn’t a bad guy either and he cared about Edward as much as he did. 

Edward looked back at his phone and frowned. “I just don’t want to die,” 

Johnathan shook his head and finished his beer whilst Lewis called up the rental company. 

“You aren’t going to die,” Johnathan said. “I would never let anything bad happen to you,”

Little did any of them realise their fate was now sealed. 
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After a brilliant summer filled with more laughter, holidays and fun with cute girls than he wanted to admit, Johnathan placed a heavy plastic box on the wobbly dining table of his brand-new place. The pots and pans inside crackled and banged against each other as he placed them down.

His mum in her casual jeans and a light blouse came crashing through the little doorway with another box, and he had to admit the living room was really nice.

This was the first time he had actually seen the new house in Hell’s Place. From the outside, it was an ugly little terraced house with dirty white paint that was starting to chip and peel off the cracked brickwork. He was almost ashamed to live here but the rent was stupidly cheap and his parents hadn’t raised him to be a snob.

Unless, it was about a pub then he would always be a proud snob.

The living and dining room itself was thankfully an open concept design. There was a slight slope in the fake hardwood floor as the two rooms connected and the ugly textured green sofas were a little in-your-face for his liking, but he hoped beyond hope after a while he wouldn’t notice them as much.

He doubted it.

Johnathan went over to the naked woman painting on the textured walls with two strips of wallpaper falling off, and the woman certainly had good proportions. He could see him and Lewis having a few laughs about the painting from time to time, and Edward would probably just sit awkwardly in the corner.

Johnathan wasn’t sure how living with Edward would work out. As much as he loved Edward as a friend, he wasn’t sure how he would cope if him and Lewis constantly brought back girls for some late-night fun. 

He was a light sleeper for starters. 

“What an awful painting,” his mum said. 

Johnathan laughed and hugged his mum as his father in a black tracksuit brought in his final plastic box filled with his clothes. He hadn’t really brought that much but his old campus flat had been tiny so he didn’t own a lot. 

“Oh, that’s so sweet of your landlord,” his mum said.

Johnathan looked round to see his mum going into the small galley kitchen with its stainless-steel countertops and sink. There was a bright blue plate of three chocolate ginger biscuits on a plate. 

He grabbed one before his mum could and the biscuits were so soft, perfect and crumbly in his hand. The strong aromas of chocolate and ginger were so intense that his mouth watered.

The biscuit tasted brilliant. The strong dark chocolatey notes mixed perfectly with the slightly sweet and spicy hints of the ground and stem ginger. It was like a wonderful explosion of flavour on the tongue that melted into buttery deliciousness.

Before he could even think he devoured the last two biscuits before his parents could even think about getting one. The sweetness, the chocolate and the fiery ginger was just sensational. 

“I wanted one honey,” his mum said giving him another hug.

Johnathan laughed. Then he realised he hadn’t actually thought or wanted to have a second biscuit. It was like he had picked them up and eaten them but he hadn’t wanted to. He wasn’t actually sure how the biscuits had ended up in his mouth, but he was glad they had. They were amazing.

Johnathan hugged his mum tight and enjoyed the sweet rose scent of her perfume, he shook his dad’s hand and they left him. He didn’t really want them to go because they were his parents, he loved them and now he wouldn’t see them until Christmas.

Yet they had already had a great day together, a nice meal and they had tried a few pubs in Canterbury. Thankfully, they were all real pubs and no fakes like the one on campus a few months ago.

He looked round and over the three plastic boxes. There was something a little sad about your whole life being able to be boxed up neatly without any arguments or panic about where to put x, y and z.

Johnathan shrugged, took the box with his kitchen stuff into the kitchen and grabbed the first chipboard cupboard he could see. 

There were three more biscuits on the bright blue plate.

Johnathan was sure he had finished all of them. His mum wouldn’t have said she wanted one if there were still some there. Was he so stressed and worried about the new academic year that he wasn’t concentrating?

He shook away the silly thought. This year was going to be great fun. He was living with his two best friends, he was going to be continuing with sociology (a subject he loved) and he was going to have his own bedroom to bring cute girls back too.

And most importantly, he could go to the pub whenever he wanted now he wasn’t living at home again like he had over summer.

He was living his best life.

Johnathan blinked and he found a half-eaten cookie in his hand and then bright white light filled his vision.

And a thousand images filled his mind.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 3

[image: ]


If only Johnathan had paid attention to this vision, everything he experienced over the next few weeks might not have happened. 

He doomed himself. 

***
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Whilst it is true that Hell’s Place likes to make people disappear, do crazy things and kill people, there are sometimes when Hell’s Place does something a lot, lot weirder. Sometimes Hell’s Place actually wants to save someone so they never fall victim to one of its many schemes.

This young man was one of those people.

Adrian Price was so excited to be spending his first night in his brand-new small, cramped terrace house in Hell’s Place. In two months, he would be starting his second year at Kent University and he would finally be able to bring hot guys back to his house without any risk of parents finding out. He would finally be an adult, experience love and just be whoever he wanted to be.

Adrian sat on the bright orange sofa that was seriously ugly and he didn’t actually like it. It made him feel like he was sitting on an orange or something, and his back felt like it was being stabbed from behind. He was definitely going to have to get some pillows or do something to the sofa.

He loved the house, he loved how cheap the rent was and he loved how close it was to Kent University but he couldn’t spend a year or two like this. He didn’t want his back to be shot up whilst he was so young.

Adrian was glad the rest of the living room was better. He had already moved the small chipboard coffee table away from the bright white wall over to the middle, so it was on top of the duck blue rug. 

At first Adrian wasn’t that sure about the rug but as he sat there, he couldn’t deny that it was cute and it really did help to bring the room together. And it almost made the room come alive, and even the odd wall art of so-called famous people looked okay.

Adrian had no idea who the two portraits belonged to, but the young man looked cute. He had long wavy blond hair, a fit body and he looked great in his suit. Adrian didn’t know a thing about paintings but he was impressed an artist could capture such details on a mere canvas.

Even the woman looked really nice and life-like. Her long, perfectly straight brown hair was impressive, her yellow dress was a little ugly but it was her eyes that Adrian couldn’t bear to look at. He felt like her eyes were burrowing into his soul.

Adrian picked up his phone and smiled at the messages from his friends about their house, and the house party they were having on the other side of Canterbury. He had wanted to live with George, Lucy and Callum because it would have been great fun. But Adrian loved Hell’s Place and he wanted a really small house to himself for a while until his three housemates moved in.

He didn’t exactly know them too well but that was how university house-sharing worked. You found random people you liked enough to move in with and then you made it work.

Adrian laughed again when Callum privately texted him and stressed how much he wanted Adrian to live with them. And how there was still a room free right next to his. 

Adrian was about to text back that he was perfectly happy living in Hell’s Place when someone knocked on the front door.

He had no idea who it would be so he went through the hallway, opened the icy cold wooden door. Only to see no one was standing outside in the perfectly warm summer evening.

Adrian shrugged and went back into the living room and he jumped when he saw Leave Now written in blood on the bright white wall opposite the sofa.

Adrian looked around but he couldn’t see anyone there. He couldn’t hear anything but he did notice the odd smell of paint filling the air. His mother had loved painting naked men and she would hit him for staring “just a second too long”.

He knew the smell of paint and it was getting stronger and stronger with each passing moment.

Adrian shrugged and sat back down on the awfully uncomfortable sofa. 

His hand turned wet, so Adrian lifted up his hand and frowned. It was covered in blood red paint but he couldn’t see any on the sofa.

Adrian stood up and wiped his hand on his jeans but the paint wasn’t moving. It was getting worse and thicker and thicker.

“What the hell?” Adrian asked.

Adrian took a deep breath of the paint-scented room and he tried to ground himself in the moment, just like how his therapist had taught him to deal with his child abuse and trauma.

He focused on the ugly bright orange sofas. They were still there and they were just as lumpy and uncomfortable as before, nothing had really changed there. The little chipboard coffee table was still as cheap and rather bad as before and the duck blue rug was still really cute.

The intense white walls were only changed by the blood red writing, and the paintings... were empty. Only their frames remained.
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