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A lot of people wonder how the hell houses, homes and flats are actually sold in the weird and wonderful housing estate of Hell’s Place. This is not the normal method, but it is certainly one of them.

You see if anyone met John Jones in the street, you could and would easily mistake him for a perfectly ordinary man. He was attractive with his short blond hair, clean-shaved appearance and he looked amazing in the black suit that he always wore without fail. But you would sadly be mistaken because there was nothing normal about John.

Just like how there was nothing normal about anyone who lived in Hell’s Place.

John flat out loved the first of March, because the weather started to get warmer, the sun shone a little brighter and he could start to look forward to finally wearing shorts again. Of course, he would never allow his neighbours, friends or peers see him in shorts, but he was so looking forward to wearing them again.

He hated suits.

He held out his car keys towards his little black Fiat Atec that was a tens of metres ahead of him. He was just looking forward to the air-conditioning of the old car, it would be so much better than feeling the blistering sun at the back of his neck.

It was far too hot for March, but once he got in the car everything would be okay. Then he could go to work, in his nice air-conditioned office and he could assess the accounts of his various clients and help them make any tax breaks that they needed to before next month.

The small businesses he worked with loved him. He always preferred helping smaller businesses over the larger ones that paid more, because for most of his clients, the tax break he helped them earn was the difference between fairly paying their workers or not at all.

He liked helping innocent people. 

His feet echoed off the chipped, cracked pavement with weeds growing through it like soldiers on a mission. Hell’s Place wasn’t that bad, and there were some lovely parts of the former council estate. Yet this was the last time he was going to leave his car in this part of the estate.

“Morning,” a woman said as she left her little dirty white house with her two little terriers. 

John nodded at her and the woman went away humming a little tune to herself. 

There was no one else on the long street besides the woman and him. All the other dirty little white terrace houses looked deserted and abandoned and John felt his stomach tense a little. He had heard the rumours about the weirdness and people disappearing all over Hell’s Place, he hoped everyone here was okay.

Granted, he had killed a few neighbours and exes in his time because it was just the normal thing to do in Hell’s Place. It was almost like the estate wanted you to kill and it even helped you clean up the bodies.

He shook away the thought.

He was just about to unlock his car when a massive red For Sale sign caught his eye. The sign was right away a much nicer house than the typical dirty white former council houses of Hell’s Place.

This one was detached with two large white pillars in front of the black door and there were three palm trees either side. It was a beautiful house but John just shook his head. 

This house didn’t belong in Hell’s Place. It was even stranger that it smelt of rich, freshly roasted pecans, roses and mint even though there was no mint in the perfectly cut grass outside. Houses like this perfect one did not belong in Hell’s Place.

As much as John wanted to explore and investigate, he had lived in Hell’s Place for far too long. If the stories were right then this was how Hell’s Place lured in its next victim and he did not want to die, disappear or become just another local legend.

He wanted to get to work and help his small business clients. 

A warm gust brushed his cheeks and he couldn’t help but focus on the bright red For Sale sign. There was a number on it and he had helped more than enough local small real estate companies over the years, they probably owed him a favour.

He could have a little look inside. Him and his husband, Albert, had been talking about getting a little property to rent out and get a little extra retirement income. 

As much as he didn’t want to, he took out his phone, called up the realtor and smiled as he recognised the sweet woman’s voice immediately. He had helped Penelope Johnson five years ago to save a boatload of money that she had used to expand her company and set up a little charity account on the side supporting local deprived schools.

After a few moments, she gave him the code to the realtor box and he went inside.

As soon as he went inside, before he even got a chance to properly look around, the most amazing aroma of freshly baked apple pie, cinnamon and red wine punched him in the face. The apple pie aroma was so overwhelming, his eyes watered.

He managed to wipe away his tears and he was amazed. He was standing in the middle of a massive circular entrance way with polished white marble with red veining, the walls were covered in impressive abstract art paintings and there was a golden desk pushed against one wall.

This was certainly not a house that belonged in Hell’s Place. 

John looked back at the black front door and he realised, he didn’t actually know how he got to the middle of the entrance. He hadn’t remembered walking to the front door, much less traveling inside.

He shook a little. This was not normal, this was not okay and he really needed to leave immediately.

Little did he realise that as far as Hell’s Place was concerned, entering the house was already strike one.

“Hello?” John asked, his voice echoing around the house.

He was sure that someone would have been inside. He knew For Sale houses were mostly empty in the US but in the UK, people still tended to live in the houses. There was no one here.

John went towards the door but the apple pie smelt so good. The entire house probably had a great kitchen and if that was true then he might be able to get some great rent money. Him and Albert might be able to retire to the Cotswolds or France or Canada like they had always dreamed of.

If they retired to France then they could be closer to their son, Alec, and his wife and kids. 

John turned away from the door and-

He jumped as he found himself standing in the middle of a massive modern kitchen. It was beautiful with its shiny chrome worktops, white and blue backsplash and all the latest appliances.

There was even a touchscreen oven in the walls like Albert had been showing him last night. But John didn’t like it, this wasn’t his home and he couldn’t buy it.

Still, as far as Hell’s Place was concerned, wanting to see the kitchen was strike two.

He couldn’t see him and Albert living here, and he didn’t want someone else to live here either. This had to be a monstrous creation of Hell’s Place, because it was too close to his and Albert’s dreams.

Sure, it would be great if him and Albert had some extra money. John ran a hand over the cold worktops for a moment. Albert would love baking apple pies and cinnamon buns in here.

John shook his head and forced himself to back away. It was bad enough he could see him and Albert living here. In fact, this would be the perfect house for them and he was willing to bet Albert would love him even more if he brought it.

Maybe it would save their relationship.

John shook a little. He hadn’t meant to cause the arguing so much lately. He hadn’t meant to be working so much and pushing Albert away, he just wanted some peace. Albert had never wanted to live in Hell’s Place and he wanted to do more with John as a couple.

Last night had been bad, John knew he was an idiot. All Albert had wanted was to go to Canterbury High Street and have dinner together at a fancy Mexican restaurant. He shouldn’t have been so annoyed but he had been arguing with a client all day and-

There was never an excuse for taking work out on Albert.

“Are you going to claim me?” John asked the house knowing this was Hell’s Place’s work.

The house groaned a little in a maybe gesture and John really hoped he could save himself and Albert.

“Buying you won’t save my marriage,” he said smiling. “I’m going to have to do that myself,”

John took a final look at the perfect, dream house. The house that would make Albert smile, happy as he baked apple pies and cinnamon buns and grew roses in the garden. The house that might save his marriage, but marriage was about more than physical things.

“It’s not going to work,” John said more to himself than anything else and he went towards the front door.

He was a little surprised that when he blinked he wasn’t teleported outside. Instead the strong aroma of apple pie, roses and cinnamon got even more intense as a final effort to lure him deeper into the house. But John was not buying it.

He was leaving and he was going to go home and save his marriage.

He blinked and found himself next to his little black Fait Atec with the driver’s door open, and he laughed to himself. Hell’s Place was still trying to lure him away from his marriage, but he wasn’t doing it.

John slammed the door shut and he went towards his home. He had to talk to Albert and he just hoped beyond hope that he could save his marriage.

Because as much as he loved his work and he loved his clients, there was one person in the world he loved more than anything else. And that was the beautiful man at home. 

The man he wanted to be with forever.

In a normal situation, Hell’s Place might have been annoyed, rageful or hurt that it had failed to kill someone. Yet this was one of the extremely rare cases that it wasn’t. It was half-tempted to kill Albert so John could find him when he got home, it was tempted to kill John or make him disappear, but it didn’t want to.

John had shown it something today that the people of Hell’s Place rarely did. That was courage, love and dedication no matter what dream or desire it tried to lure them into.

And that was something Hell’s Place respected, so for today, John and Albert got to live.

But as everyone knows in Hell’s Place, your days are numbered and even if you survive there are plenty of other people to kill, disappear or to make into a terrifying legend.

So watch out, you never know what tomorrow will bring.
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