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Everyone wishes telemarketers and cold callers to just die. Hell’s Place is only too happy to oblige. 

Archie Brown shrugged to himself as his sixth call of the day just slammed the phone down on him and told him she wished he would die. He stretched back in his uncomfortable desk chair that stabbed his lower spine if he leant the wrong way. He hated the silly gift his wife had brought the week before she died, but he couldn’t get rid of it now.

As much as he wished to.

The awful banging and shouting of his two neighbours arguing about the bins yet again made him roll his eyes. He peered out the small cracked window next to his left and Mr Beck’s hands were already tied up into fists.

Mr Beck might have been over ninety years old but Archie still wouldn’t want to challenge him in a fight. There was just something strange about the old man in his baggy jeans and dinner shirt with the sleeves rolled up. 

The other middle-aged man gave Mr Beck the middle finger and stormed off back to his own small dirty white terraced house. He liked watching those two fight every week, it was just a weird little thing that happened.

His back radiated pain as his lower spine got stabbed and hissed. He stood up and he just shook his head at all the tens upon tens of pictures of his wife on the wall. There were beautiful pictures of her on the beach in Spain, her laughing in France and her just being happy in the garden.

Archie was sure she had never actually frowned in her life, she was always so happy and that’s what he loved about her more than anything else in the world.

He picked up his piping hot mug of cheap coffee that he was pretty sure was 1% coffee and 99% toxic chemicals, but the strong bitter taste of cheap coffee in his mouth was worth it. It was just a shame that everyone he called up hated him because of his job. 

He used to tell them he was just doing his job, he just wanted to earn money to support his sick wife and he was a good person at heart. No one cared so he had simply stopped telling them.

His phone buzzed telling him he needed to make another phone call, so he dialled the next number his boss had sent him.

The phone rang.

A lot of people had asked him if he felt bad about telemarketing and just harassing people. He used to, he really did. These people hadn’t signed up or consented to giving his boss their phone numbers, but that was how the world worked.

Data privacy was a joke and a thing of the past.

Someone answered and Archie looked at who the name belonged too. 

“Hello, Mr Hales, I am Archie from Payment Limited and you took out a credit card two years ago,”

The man laughed on the other end. Archie just wanted one person, just one person to fall for the trick so he could get more information about them and a cut of whatever legal action his boss wanted him to push for that day.

Today, his boss wanted him to get people to sign up for Payment Protection Insurance.

“You are an idiot my dear boy,” the man said his voice becoming a lot more ancient. “Do you know how many of my people wish telemarketers dead?”

Archie frowned. This was the weirdest phone call he’d ever had. Normally, people just hung up, told him to f-off or told him to kill himself. No one wanted to have this type of conversation with him.

He pressed on with the script.

“We have reason to believe your card provider-”

“A lot of people,” Mr Hales said. “Normally, I would not listen to the silly prays and curses of you mere mortals but I understand why you cold callers are so annoying and you live in my neighbourhood,”

A chill ran down his spine. Archie looked at the number and it was definitely the number for Canterbury, England. Yet he lived in Hell’s Place on the outskirts of Canterbury, it was impossible for this guy to find him. It was a massive student city for starters. 

“And-” Archie said.

“Be silent,” Mr Hales said. “If you call one more person, I will kill you,”

Mr Hales hung up the phone and Archie laughed and shook his head. He really needed a pay rise if he was going to keep getting crazy phone calls like that. He was just a man who was trying to make a living, he wasn’t a bad man, he wasn’t a murderer or killer. 

He was just a man doing an annoying job. Why did everyone have such a problem with him?

Archie wrapped his hands again around his wonderfully lukewarm coffee and took a sip. It was so much better warm, that way he couldn’t taste all the harsh chemicals in it. 

His phone buzzed again and he went to check his next phone number to call but he stopped. What if this guy was serious? He didn’t want to die and this was Hell’s Place after all. He had heard of a few rumours about his friends disappearing and his neighbours had warned him about his job a few times. Could there be any truth to the rumours?

Archie shook the silly idea away. He was just doing his job and it didn’t matter that he annoyed people. He simply needed to call another twenty people, convince them that they needed Payment Protection Insurance and he would get paid.

He wasn’t going to let some idiot old man stop him working. Everyone needed to make a living in this world.

Archie dialled the next number and it didn’t ring for a few moments but when it did. Archie really wished he had never dialled it.

The constant echoing laughter of an old man poured out of the phone and Archie felt a hell of a lot colder.

He shivered. He felt someone was watching him, walking up the stairs and coming to kill him. 

His heart pounded in his chest His throat went dry. He did not want to die today. He was sorry for being a telemarketer.

The temperature in his office returned back to normal and Archie laughed. He was being silly, of course he wasn’t going to die and there was no one coming after him. Even the old man laughing on the phone had stopped so it had probably never happened.

A massive pipe shot out of his desk chair through his lower spine.

Archie screamed in bloody agony as he stared down at the blood-soaked pipe shooting out of his stomach.

Blood dripped down from the pipe and Archie kept screaming. He didn’t even know what was happening.

A man placed a very wrinkly, cold, bony hand on his shoulder and Archie stopped screaming and shook as more and more blood poured out of his wound.

“I understand why the little mortals get annoyed by you. Probably, I only kill people when I need the food and their souls and the entertainment,” Mr Hales said. “But you, you I make a very special exception for because I hate cold callers,”

Archie felt Mr Hales place both hands round his face and his eyes widened as he realised Mr Hales was going to snap his neck.

Mr Edward Hales snapped Archie’s neck and laughed to himself. He might have been over two hundred years old but he hated telemarketers just as much as anyone else. And they always made people miserable, but Hell’s Place belonged to him.

He made the rules. He made the decisions about who was sad, who was angry and who was miserable about their days.

Not Archie. 

So he had to die, and Edward clicked his fingers, devoured old little Archie and disappeared. 

Erasing Archie forever and Edward felt great about that. Now, he had to find another victim.

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

VIBRANCY

[image: ]


Arabella Moss flat out loved painting as she stood outside in her tiny square garden of her shared university house. There was just something so relaxing, natural and beautiful about painting. She felt like she was traveling back in time before everyone had got a smartphone and used it to capture moments of beauty instead of the canvas.

The bright sun was creating a brilliant shade of contrasts on the hop vines that swarmed her entire garden. She had first moved in a couple of months ago and the half-rotten green fences had been bare and awful to paint. Now there were so many textures, shapes and tiny little details to capture with her brush.

Arabella liked how a warm breeze brushed her cheeks and carried the sweet hints of peanut butter cookies from the large plate that her friends Jackie and Issac were devouring next to her. She wasn’t sure why they liked to watch her paint on her easel, but they did.

And considering they were both medical students, and in the labs most hours of every weekday, it was actually just lovely to see them. She couldn’t imagine better people to sit with and enjoy their chaotic conversations.

“So that’s when I said to her, let’s go back to my room,” Iassac said.

Arabella laughed. “Yeah, then you vomited all over the stairs, your girl screamed and all of us saw you naked,” 

Arabella shook away the awful image. Issac wasn’t a bad looking man at all, but she really didn’t want to see her best friend’s private area. At least she knew it was big and if she was even desperate, Issac would certainly be her first call. She was fairly sure she was never going to be that desperate though. 

Arabella picked up a thin brush made from fine hair from her small wooden table next to her. She really wanted to nail the tiny veins running through the almost-maple leaf design of the hop leaves. She wanted to get better at bringing images to life and she really couldn’t fail this assignment.

Professor Brookes had threatened to fail her for the module if she didn’t get better. Arabella had no idea what Brookes meant. Her paintings were life-like, perhaps, maybe, not really. She was great at sculpture, photography and every other aspect of her degree.

Painting was just beautiful but evil. 

Jackie and Issac always said her paintings looked breathtaking, but clearly they were so untrained, uncultured and silly people who didn’t have the eye of a real artist. She needed to be better and faster to be able to give her paintings real depth and texture.

“What do you think?” Arabella asked. 

She really wasn’t sure it was good enough. If anyone saw the painting they would probably love it, and she had to admit, she had done a great job painting the individual leaves, stems and the blades of soft, lustrous
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