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This was the day Michael, his wife and his dreams of a better life died. 

“You opened the door to the weird neighbors,”

Michael Harper just hugged his beautiful wife Susanne in her stunning white dress, her long blond hair flowed over his face and her smooth skin made him smile. He shrugged. The sweet floral hints of her homemade perfume were a little too strong for his liking, as was the chemical taste of lemons on his tongue, but he loved her.

Susanne broke the hug, went back to cutting potatoes on their white marble countertops and just muttered to herself about their weird neighbors.

Michael lightly waved at his two neighbors as they stood looking out of their large French patio doors. Their neighbor Lisa looked nice enough, if not a little strange, in her deadly black dress, vampire-like fangs shooting out of her mouth and her deadly pale skin.

Ronny didn’t look much better with his deadly pale skin, bloodred eyes and his left hand was constantly shaking. Michael wasn’t sure if there was a reason, but it was slightly annoying. 

Michael didn’t understand why the neighbors hadn’t taken the black bar stools that he had offered them earlier around their black marble kitchen island. The stools were rather comfortable, warm and it was a great social space.

He had loved sitting round the kitchen island with friends as they talked, had pizza and played board games. It had to be the best feature of the kitchen.

It was even better than the smart fridge that broke and dropped chipped ice onto floor more often than not, but it was always a nice flashy piece of tech to show new guests. Even though Lisa and Ronny hardly looked interested in anything except the garden.

The happy neighbors kept looking out of the French doors. Michael’s even larger garden was covered in the golden light of the setting sun. The red, white and blue roses blew in the warm summer breeze, and the garden looked great.

And he really didn’t want to think about mowing the lawn tomorrow. It wasn’t that long but Susanne always wanted it kept short, as much as they both hated mowing the lawn.

It just wasn’t their favourite job.

Michael watched her beautiful, perfect ass. She was being a little unfair because sure, they lived in Hell’s Place. The strange former council estate where people died, went missing and other weird and twisted things happened every day without a second thought. Yet not everyone was weird.

They were perfectly normal. They both worked office jobs, they both owned their own house and they had never broken the law. He didn’t think a couple could be more normal. 

They were even planning to have kids, get them into good schools and just go on holiday next year. They wanted to live a happy, normal, perfect life.

Little did they realise perfect and normal never went into the same sentence as Hell’s Place. 

“Don’t be like that honey,” Michael said kissing his wife on the neck. “Lisa and Ronny wanted to tell us about their church and Paradise,”

“Jesus Christ,” Susanne said. “I’m peeling potatoes, I want to have a nice relaxing evening with my husband and I want to watch the latest crime drama. I don’t have time for this bullshit,”

Michael went to say something but both Ronny and Lisa turned as one, cocked their heads at unnatural angles and grinned large wider than any human ought to be able to do without screaming out in agony.

“Honey,” Michael said tapping her on the shoulder. “Please look at the neighbors,”

Susanne kept peeling the potatoes, throwing the peel into the grey waste caddy and smiled to herself. 

Lisa and Ronny started taking a few steps closer, fangs shooting out of their mouths and a few drops of blood dripped down their chins.

“Honey please. Look at the neighbors. I’m scared,” Michael said.

Susanne slammed down the peeler, looked at the neighbors and shrugged.

Michael’s eyes widened as Lisa and Ronny looked perfectly normal. They didn’t have any fangs, any sign of blood and their smiles were perfectly normal.

Susanne grabbed the peeler, went back to peeling the potatoes and smiling to herself. Michael frowned. The neighbors’ fangs returned, a few more droplets of blood rolled down their chins and their supernaturally large smile reformed.

“What do you want?” Michael asked.

Lisa and Ronny stopped as one, their hands became talons and Michael really wanted a weapon about now.

“We come from Paradise. The Holy One takes away your pain, your suffering and he allows you to find Paradise within him,” Lisa said. 

A chill ran down Michael’s spine, his chest tightened and cold sweat rolled down his back. If this was anywhere else in the UK, he wouldn’t have doubted this was all purely innocent and made-up, but this was Hell’s Place.

He didn’t doubt for a second find Paradise within him meant something very, very different.

“You opened the door to them,” Susanne said grabbing the last potato. “Sort them out,”

“Why would we want your Paradise?” Michael asked.

Ronny’s shaky hand shook even faster, it slapped against his leg and his bloodred eyes became more fearful.

“Because you must,” he said. “If you do not join the Holy One in Paradise then you will continue to be in pain, to suffer and exist in this evil world. He can save you, love you and treasure you forever,”

Michael went a little closer to Susanne. The chemical hints of her floral perfume was oddly comforting against the weirdness of his neighbors. 

Lisa’s hands became talons, blood leaked from the tips and her eyes stretched out. Michael gasped. Susanne still wasn’t reacting, moving and she was just cutting her potatoes. 

“What if the Holy One can save your wife?” Ronny asked.

Michael looked at Susanne. She was just as beautiful, kind and great as always. She put the peeler down, looked at their weird neighbors and cocked her head.

“Did they always have fangs?” she asked.

It took him a few moments to realise what Ronny was actually talking about. Susanne had lung cancer for the past few months. It was terminal, she was in denial and he had stopped talking about it because it made her happy.

They were just enjoying being together, making a difference in their teaching jobs and being in love.

Susanne filled the saucepan full of potatoes with water. Michael bit his lower lip. What if someone could save her? He had ignored it for so long but he didn’t want to lose her. She was the woman he loved, the woman he treasured and the kids at their special educational needs school loved her too.

Susanne couldn’t die. He didn’t want to go through the pain, the suffering and the hell of living without her. What if the Holy One could save them both?

“What do we have to do to live in Paradise?” Michael asked.

“Are you seriously listening to this rubbish?” Susanne asked.

“Yes,” Michael said. “If it means living with you, loving you and protecting you from your cancer, I will happily listen to this over and over,”

“I don’t have cancer,”

“Yes you do. The doctors said so, I’ve seen the scans and I
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