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This was the day he died. 

“Why doesn’t our house have a snowman?” 

David Peters finished making his piping hot battery-acid coffee with a shot of maple syrup and just looked at his beautiful wife Linda. He had no idea she wanted a snowman, he didn’t know she even liked snow and most importantly he had no idea she was thick because it was impossible to have a snowman without snow.

It hadn’t snowed all year. 

He picked up his boiling hot mug, leant against their brand-new bright white kitchen worktop and really tried not to smile. He loved Linda more than anything else in the world because normally she was very intelligent, kind and just an amazing woman. They both volunteered to read to disabled children at the weekends, she was a high-powered lawyer for the innocent and he worked his socks off every day to provide for her too.

Yet it was so stupid that she wanted a snowman.

He went over to her through their Christmas wonderland of a living room filled with red, green and bright orange tinsel that covered the walls so thickly that it was probably going to mark all the painting he had done only a month ago. 

He almost tripped over the fifty thousand little present lights that she had brought, and the thick layer of pine needles from the Norwegian Christmas Tree that they simply had to have stabbed into his bare feet. 

And he wrapped his arms round her beautiful, thin, seductive waist and-

There was snow outside.

He had literally put the bins out ten minutes ago and it had not been snowing. It was a crisp, chilly December morning a few weeks before Christmas and there were no signs of snow. Now everything in Hell’s Place was covered in a thick layer of snow.

It wasn’t a dusting, a light sprinkling or anything. It was a thick layer of white, powdery snow that covered everything like a blanket.

David shook his head. Damn Hell’s Place. Why did Linda want to live in such a weird, chaotic and utterly strange former council estate? He had wanted to live in Canterbury itself, or London or even the shithole known as Medway. 

Hell’s Place was not where he wanted to live.

“Look, other houses have a snowman,” Linda said. 

David shook his head. Linda was right, he looked over the short-ass three-foot broken fence of their neighbours and both of them had identical snowmen in their garden. Both of them were in exactly the same position, height and look.

It was creepy.

It was almost like the snowmen were looking at him. David didn’t like this, he didn’t want to get spied on by snowmen and it was almost the holidays. He had presents to buy, food to source and he had to prepare his wife’s presents if he wanted his marriage to stay peaceful.

“Maybe we could make a snowman together,” Linda said kissing him on the cheek.

David drank a bit of his coffee and enjoyed the strong bitterness on his tongue. It might not have been the worst idea, it would keep Linda happy and that might buy him enough brownie points to get some peace later. He still needed to build her new exercise bike that cost over a thousand pounds because she loved it so much.

It was a surprise but a bloody complex surprise to put together. 

“Sure honey, I’ll love that,” David said downing the rest of his rich bitter coffee. “You go and get your boots on and I’ll get started,”

He grabbed his boots, coat and scarf from by the French doors and he went outside as Linda ran upstairs.

He stepped out onto the crunchy perfectly mild snow and it wasn’t even cold enough to turn his breath into long columns of vapour like a dragon. It was a perfectly fine day.

He picked up a handful of the wonderful snow and crushed it in his hands. The snow sliced his skin and David hissed in pain.

“Linda,” David said.

He looked back at the house but he couldn’t see it. He had literally just stepped outside and he couldn’t see his own house anymore. There was only a sheet of snowy whiteness like a snowstorm was only a few metres from him.

The temperature bombed and an intense shiver ran down David’s spine. He gasped as the air felt like it was freezing his lungs with every single breath he took and he felt like a dragon at the amount of vapour he was pouring into the air.

He was freezing cold and he should have grabbed a thicker coat.

David stumbled towards the snowy white sheet and he reached into it but he couldn’t feel his house. He couldn’t feel anything.

His fingers felt like ice. His feet were numb and he couldn’t even shiver anymore because every single cell in his body was freezing.

“Linda, help me. Please. Don’t come out,” David said.

“Dave where are you?” Linda asked. “Where’s all the snow gone?” 

David's eyes widened before they froze open and he went to gasp but it was too painful. All the saliva and moisture in his mouth just turned to ice and he watched his sweet beautiful wife step outside. 

He wanted to reach out, touch her and order her to go back inside but Linda was perfectly okay. It looked like she was walking about on a hot summer’s day without there being any snow at all, all whilst he was freezing to death.

“David?” Linda asked. “Honey, babe, where are you?”

David hated seeing her shoulder slump back, her face fall and her beautiful smile died as it sunk in that something awful had happened and that he was no longer here.

“Hell’s Place, Edward? Have you taken my David?” Linda asked the warm air.

It took David a few moments to realise what the hell his wife was doing and he realised that they lived in Hell’s Place. A strange, magical and freaky place where people went missing, died and strange things happened on a daily basis.

Edward Hales had ruled over the estate where Hell’s Place was built on in the 1800s, and it was nonsense but even now people still believed he ruled over the land. David didn’t believe in such crap but maybe he should have.

A deafening laughter echoed all around him and David wanted to shake his head but he couldn’t. It was even worse as Linda shook her head, an icy tear rolled down her left cheek and she shook her head.

“You bastard,” Linda said.

David wanted to hug her, touch her and tell her that everything would be okay because he was still here but he could feel the icy cold snow turn to ice around his body.

Within moments he was covered in ice and then the snow formed itself around him and his eyes morphed into little chunks of coal, his nose grew massive and orange and searing pain filled his head as it got rounder and rounder.

If his body was made from flesh then maybe he would have cried, screamed or shouted out in defiance but it wasn’t flesh and blood anymore. He was a snowman and in the magical world of Hell
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