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Hell’s Place understood full well humans like to go on walks on particular routes, so Hell’s Place wanted to know what happens when that route changes. How do humans cope?

And do they die?

Devon Halls had really enjoyed leaving his small cramp terrace house in Hell’s Place, Canterbury as part of his normal act with his wonderful, sexy beautiful Annalise. Devon was walking down the narrow concrete pavement right next to the wide road in Hell’s Place. 

Devon rather liked the wide open road in Hell’s Place. There were barely any cars on the road, because it was early afternoon so all the men, women and students that lived here would be at work or university.

There was a broken-down Ford SUV on the other side but Devon didn’t really care. Everything in Hell’s Place broke down and rotted away eventually so it was only a matter of time.

Devon rather liked the small dirty white terrace houses as he went past. He was impressed some people had actually tried to maintain them. 

One particular house had fresh bright white paint on the outside, perfectly clean double-glazed windows and there was a freshly mown lawn out front. Devon hadn’t done that for years and he had no intention of starting no matter how much Annalise begged him to.

He waved at a small child that popped his head out of the window before seeing Devon and running back inside. Devon had no idea what that was about but it was nice seeing children here again.

Not a lot of children existed in Hell’s Place.

There were so many roads that a lot of people found it easy to get lost on, but Devon didn’t understand how people could possibly get lost in Hell’s Place. The roads weren’t that hard to learn and they were all rather lovely.

Devon really liked walking this particular route and down this road. The delightfully warm breeze blew gently past him making the hints of roses, mint and freshly cut grass fill his senses. And the great taste of mint ice cream formed on his tongue.

He had really missed having mint ice cream with the kids, maybe when he got back to the terrace house he would get some out the freezer.

Devon couldn’t deny this was his favourite part of the day, because it was easy, fun and it was just part of their routine these days. It was a bright Monday so it was his turn to start the argument and storm off.

Then he would return home a few hours later, Annalise would apologise, make him a great dinner and then they would have make-up sex. The best sex that ever existed as far as Devon was concerned.

It was almost a shame they were going to be moving soon as soon as they found a house in another city or town. Devon loved Hell’s Place but he wanted to see, experience and enjoy the world. He didn’t want to be trapped in this Place forever.

Then Devon just stopped as he came to a massive crossroad that opened up one side of the road. He didn’t remember this crossroad, this road had always been perfectly straight until the end that curved and bent slightly.

This was a new change and he didn’t know where he was. He didn’t know how to get back home, he didn’t know how to find Annalise, he didn’t know anything.

Devon turned around and jumped when he noticed the entire road had changed slightly. The road didn’t have the same dirty white houses as before because all these terrace houses were bright yellow.

The bright sunlight hit the houses and reflected something awful. Devon felt like he was staring into the sun itself, he felt his eyes burnt and he clamped his eyelids shut.

He had done this route a thousand times before and he had never made a mistake like this. Maybe he had walked too far, but he couldn’t have. He had driven round all of Hell’s Place and no one had yellow houses.

Actually, they weren’t legally allowed to change any of the houses. All the houses had to be white, there were no exceptions except for Christmas. 

Devon didn’t dare open his eyes as he slowly went forward. He didn’t want to do this, he didn’t want to be out walking anymore, he just wanted to be with the woman he loved.

Devon felt himself step down into something and he tried to open his eyes but he couldn’t. The blinding sunlight was still reflecting off the damn houses, he had to do something.

He kept on walking.

Someone slammed on the brakes.

Devon opened his eyes just in time to see a bright white car stop just in time. The hood of the car touched his hip but he was okay.

“Get out the road!” the driver shouted as Devon did that and the driver sped away.

Devon’s eyes turned watery as the bright sunlight shone even brighter into his eyes. He forced them open as he went over to the pavement and he sat down.

He closed his eyes again and he didn’t even care that the pavement was burning hot and he could have sworn he smelt the skin on his hands cook. He had to figure out what the hell was happening.

Everyone knew that Hell’s Place was a weird council estate that was a strange mixture of student accommodation, rented houses and owned houses. He was pretty sure the council only owned the land in name but people disappeared, died and had weird accidents.

Maybe it was his turn for something bad to happen to him.

He wasn’t sure but he wanted to find Annalise, so he took out his phone. But he couldn’t open his eyes because of the damn light.

Devon coughed and shivered as he felt his body go mad at the sudden increase in temperature. He felt like his feet were in lava and his body was so close to a raging fire that he was scared it was going to consume him.

Sweat poured off his back, his eyebrows and down his forehead. He felt disgusting and ugly and like he was going to die.

Someone touched his shoulder. “Are you okay honey?”

Devon grinned as he heard Annalise’s sweet, beautiful voice. Devon wanted so badly to open his eyes and kiss her, see her and just be with her.

Then he realised that Annalise was in danger, she needed her sight too and Devon didn’t want to risk the woman he loved.

“Close your eyes,” Devon said firmly. “The light’s going to hurt you,”

Devon wiped a thick layer of sweat off his forehead.

“What are you talking about honey? It’s cloudy,” Annalise said.

Devon opened his eyes and he just couldn’t understand what the hell had happened. He looked up at the cold, grey sky without much hint of sunlight and then he looked up and down the street. Every single house there was dirty white.

Not a single yellow or bright white house was there.

Devon looked at Annalise. She was wearing the same hot, sexy blue t-shirt and jeans as earlier.

“But there was blinding sunlight everywhere,” Devon
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