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This was the day Ben Davis learnt just how deadly dating apps could be. 

As far as Ben was concerned dating apps were just a hellscape, because the people who used dating apps fell into one of three categories. Like him, there were people who actually wanted a real relationship, they were the tiny, tiny minority. Then there were people who just wanted a hook-up or were undecided. Finally, there were just the creeps.

Dating apps were full of creeps.

The great aroma of freshly baked cheesy garlic bread, crispy bacon and juicy roasted pork with rosemary filled the living room as Ben laid on the sofa. He brushed his brown hair out of his eyes, and allowed the blue ugly sofa to take his tiny weight.

He smiled to himself. His housemates really were right about him being dwarfed by any chair, sofa or anything else he sat on. He couldn’t help if he was tiny and skinny as a rake, so he always looked microscopic. At least his tiny size helped him pull more than enough guys at the clubs.

Even though he hated clubs with an utter passion. 

Clubs were always just too noisy, too hook-uppy and they were his scene. Ben really wanted to just sit down and talk and get to know a cute guy. 

Hence the dating apps.

The rich cheesy aroma of the garlic bread in the little galley kitchen that connected to the open-plan living room made the delightful taste of freshly, caramelised, roasted garlic form in his mouth. Ben was so looking forward to his dinner, and it would be even better if he had someone to share it with. 

Ben took out his phone, opened up his favourite dating app and started swiping left or right depending on how cute the guy was.

He wasn’t sure why his particular app was his favourite, but he really enjoyed the prompts, the photos and the app seemed a lot more focused on getting to know the person instead of jerking off to their thirst-traps. Even though some guys on the app posted really hot photos.

Photos of bodies Ben certainly wouldn’t mind fucking from time to time. 

The first profile that made him stop for a moment was a guy called Peter. Short blond hair, a massive smile and he had some cool interests. Ben sat up a little straighter. Peter liked dungeons and dragons, watching films but he liked debating foreign policy. 

Ben swiped left. It wasn’t a major red flag but he dated political men before and they were never that much fun. Politics was always critical, because democracy died in the darkness, but there was more to life and dating than politics.

He kept on swiping left for a few moments because the app was just swarmed with people looking for hook-ups and they kept using the same one-word answer for all their prompts. Why they did that was just beyond him, until he found another cute guy.

Max was cute as hell with his longish blond curtains, boyish grin and he studied maths and computer science at the University of Oxford. He was clever, cute and his profile seemed normal.

Ben swiped right. 

The next profile loaded.

Swipe Left For Death.

Ben cocked his head, sat up straight and forced himself not to check on his dinner. He shook his head because that had to be the weirdest prompt answer he had ever seen. Why the hell would someone write that?

The hints of roasted pork with rosemary, cheesy garlic bread and crispy bacon got even stronger. Ben shook the idea of the silly prompt and checked on his dinner.

He got the delicious garlic bread, bacon and juicy pork out of the oven, plated it up and went back over to the sofa.

It was just such a weird answer to a prompt and he wasn’t going to swipe right just to save his own life. 

As much as Ben wanted to watch the latest episode of his favourite science fiction show on a streaming service, he took out his phone and looked more at the weird profile.

Oliver was just weird. There wasn’t a single clear photo of his face, his entire body was covered in tattoos and he could have sworn Oliver’s tongue was shaped like a snake. Ben shook his head. None of these were red flags on their own and Ben didn’t mind guys with tattoos and weird tongues (sometimes it was a turn-on) but this was just weird.

And a weird relationship was not what he wanted from dating apps.

He swiped left.

His phone went red hot, exploded and Ben threw it across the room.

He shot up, knocked his dinner off his lap and shouted.

“Damn,” he said and he was just glad none of his other housemates were home. That wasn’t natural and sure he knew he lived in Hell’s Place, but that was strange.

Hell’s Place might have been a former council estate where people went missing, got murdered and other weird and twisted things happened every day. Yet a strange dating profile and an exploding phone, that seemed a little too much even for Hell’s Place.

Little did he realise that was exactly what Hell’s Place wanted him to think.

Ben grabbed some kitchen roll from the countertop, cleaned up his dinner and threw himself back on the ugly sofa. This really wasn’t what he needed tonight. He had been so looking forward to that dinner.

He went to take out his phone out then he swore as he looked at his broken phone on the other side of the room.

He blinked and he felt something in his hand. He looked down and gasped because his phone was back in his hand and it was turned on, on the strange dating profile.

The broken phone was still on the other side of the room, his dinner wasn’t in front of him and Ben just flat out couldn’t understand what was happening.

The phone flickered and the entire screen was filled with a shirtless picture of Oliver. Ben couldn’t deny Oliver had a stunning body with a six-pack, large biceps but it was completely covered in tattoos of snakes and demons. That wasn’t his type.

Ben double-tapped the picture to remove it, his finger wouldn’t move and he realised his finger was stuck to the image.

A manic laughter filled the living room, Ben’s eyes widened as one of the tattoo snakes slithered up his fingers and Ben screamed.

Pure agony ripped through his entire arm as the tattoo snake swam under his skin towards his brain and heart. 

The rich aroma of garlic bread, crispy bacon and juicy pork smelt toxic and foul. Ben wanted to vomit. 

He tried to throw the phone away, he punched his arm to kill the snake and nothing worked.

The pain and snake and everything else just stopped. Ben shook away the silly thought in case it had all been a crazy and insane dream.

“I’m okay,” Ben said to comfort himself more than anything else.

Something chomped on his heart.

Ben screamed in agony, he collapsed to the floor, he felt like his heart was about to explode.

The hard coldness of the floor pulsed chills into his face as he slammed onto the ground and watched in horror as two black shoes formed in front of him.

A moment later, Oliver appeared in front of him. All his beautiful body, large wayward part and constantly moving tattoos were on full display and Ben just gulped.

Oliver knelt down and looked Ben in the eye. “I warned you. Swipe left for death,”

Oliver kissed Ben’s cheek and Ben screamed a final time as he felt the snake move round inside him, chomping on his flesh and eating him inside out.

He just focused on Oliver’s laughing, smiling face and he wished he had known how deadly dating apps could be. Especially, in the nightmarish former council estate known as Hell’s Place. 
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Today Navaeh learnt she had taste, self-respect and boundaries when it came to choosing victims.

Before Navaeh moved to Hell’s Place, the former council estate where people got murdered, disappeared and other weird and twisted things happened every day, she had never not liked people.

To her, people might be a little silly at times, but they were always kind, helpful and just fun to be round. At secondary school, she had always flowed between the nerdy physics group and the popular girls because she was liked by everyone and she liked everyone in turn.

That seemed like a lifetime ago.

Navaeh opened the mouldy wooden front door of a dirty white terraced house, smiled and went inside. She tucked a curl behind her left ear. The awful hints of mouldy takeaways, cheap Chinese food and sweet vanilla lingered in the air.

She wasn’t sure when the students had last cleaned but it had clearly been weeks.

She went along the short little corridor towards the living room. The thin blue carpet fell apart as her high heels chomped into it, the flickering yellow light finally died and the warm air escaped out the house.

Navaeh clicked her fingers and the front door slammed shut.

A year ago she might have been scared about showing her powers without a second thought but she was powerful, dangerous and she wasn’t scared of some university students.

She hooked a right into the living room and was almost surprised at all the empty shopping bags just littered on the dining table, the crumbs and other rubbish scattered on the wooden floor and the messy pillows thrown over the two red sofas.

It was like these students were just allergic to cleaning. 

The connecting kitchen was in even more of a state and Navaeh wanted to gag at the sheer intensity of the rotting chicken that clung to the air, and was probably seeping into her white blouse, black trousers and light tan jacket.

If the smell was embedded into her clothes, she was going to flip. She had only brought them two days ago.

Before that, Navaeh had spent the past year trapping people in time loops to create time energy from all the happy moments, years and activities they would never get to do because she had trapped them. She used to say she needed the time energy to save the love of her life that Hell’s Place had sent two thousand years in the past when they had created a time machine.

The time energy helped him to live so one day they could hopefully see each other again.

Now she realised she just enjoyed trapping people because sometimes, people were just pathetic, stupid and needed to be taught a lesson.

Like Mitchell Evans.

Navaeh tapped the dirty white wall next to her, making the entire house hum, vibrate and pop with magical energy. 

Soon her target would come to her.

Mitchell wasn’t a bad man
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