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Hell’s Place always keeps its secrets no matter the cost or who comes investigating.

Sadie Alexendra flat out couldn’t understand why the hell her mother had ever wanted to live in the council estate of Hell’s Place. Sure it was just outside Canterbury, England and that was a beautiful and wonderful place to live. But Hell’s Place was just a shithole.

Sadie slowly drove past the little dirty white terrace houses that looked half-wrecked, defeated and like they were about to fall down at any moment. Even her little black Ford Fiesta moaned and Sadie really didn’t need her car giving up the ghost in protest of driving through this hellhole.

The large dirty windows just looked so disgusting and as the car jerked Sadie hated the damn potholes. She felt like she was driving through a bombsite or the aftermath of the damn blitz instead of a wide open road.

Sadie gripped the steering wheel even tighter as the potholes intensified and she was just waiting for the wheels to fall off her car or the bloody suspension to snap. The potholes were that bad and Sadie hated Hell’s Place with a passion.

After a few more minutes of driving past more ugly terrace houses than Sadie wanted to admit, she pulled her car over outside her mother’s old house. She forced herself out and she just stood in front of the lifeless, dead house.

She was surprised that her mother’s house looked identical to all the other abandoned, dead, dirty houses in Hell’s Place. Her mother’s house was caked in dirt and small weeds, roses and oak saplings grew in between the cracks of the path leading to the rotten front door.

Sadie wanted to shout at her mother for not calling her so she could fix the door, house or the path. Just do something. But her mother was dead as of last week and Sadie was here to sort out her possessions before the local council reclaimed the house as their own.

She had no idea who the hell would be stupid enough to buy the house but her mother had been stupid enough. So clearly stupid people existed in the world.

Sadie took a deep breath of the rose-scented air. She had loved her mother more than she wanted to admit considering how rude, abrasive and just horrible she could be at times. 

“Let’s just get this over with,” Sadie said to herself as she realised there wasn’t any sign of life in the Hell’s Place.

Sadie went to the front door and touched the door handle. Then she laughed as the door just collapsed in her hands. 

How the hell her mother had lasted this long in the house was beyond her, and she was just grateful the body had been taken to the local morgue three days ago. This wasn’t her idea of fun but she wanted to see how her mother had been living for the last few years.

Sadie went inside and gagged at the sheer smell of smoke, ash and cheap cigars. She coughed more and more and she covered her nose with her t-shirt. Her mother had always liked a smoke but this was disgusting.

The cigar smoke clawed at her lungs and Sadie opened up all the windows (well the ones that didn’t break at her touch) and went back out the front again.

That was disgusting and she hadn’t even managed to see much of the living room or any of the house for that matter.

Sadie focused on a small group of oak saplings blowing in a light warm breeze as she tried to get the burning cigar smoke out of her lungs and nose. She felt dirty, disgusting and she really wanted this to be over so she could go back to her husband, Luke, and kids.

Luke had asked why Sadie had wanted to come to her mother’s house given how bad their relationship was. She wasn’t that sure but she supposed she had wanted to see how her mother was doing and how she had lived.

Clearly she had simply been smoking herself to death ever since she had moved to Hell’s Place.

Then Sadie spotted a small black garage door on the side of the house and she went over to it. It was in better condition than the house but that wasn’t really much of a competition.

Still Sadie kicked the garage door gently and smiled when it started to silently roll itself up and Sadie’s mouth dropped.

The entire garage was covered in twenty corkboards covered in newspaper clippings, red string and more sticky notes than Sadie knew was possible.

Sadie went into the garage and started reading one of the corkboards. It was something about the disappearance of a young man, the discovery of a house and body filled with human hair and so many more weird stories that made no sense.

Yet all those people and victims had lived in Hell’s Place.

Sadie sort of remembered her mother mentioning in passing that there were lots of rumours about Hell’s Place being haunted or cursed. Clearly her crazy mother had been making up strange connections that didn’t exist, but the sticky notes, the red string and the connections between the newspaper clippings was rather stunning.

And way more intelligent than Sadie thought her mother was capable of.

Sadie started reading more and more of the newspaper clippings and the small sticky notes. Her mother was claiming that Hell’s Place was a living creature that killed people, kidnapped them and made crazy, crazy things happen.

This was all impossible.

The sound of bells made Sadie stop reading for a moment and look back towards the garage door. 

A large cardboard box was there. 

Sadie hadn’t heard anyone come up, she hadn’t seen any signs of life in the estate and she hadn’t seen the cardboard box there a moment ago. 

She went over to it and opened it up. Sadie grinned like a little schoolgirl when she saw the bright sparklers and indoor child fireworks that her mother had designed for her and her brother as a child.

They weren’t real fireworks. Instead they were just canisters filled with different metals so when they were lit the flames burnt different colours but they didn’t explode.

They were perfectly safe for good kids like her and her brother.

It was just amazing that her mother had kept a box of them. So Sadie picked up a sparkler and she lit the end with a lighter in the box.

She held the sparkler away from herself like her mother had taught her and she smiled at all the pretty sparkles shone bright. She had loved doing this with her mother, father and brother when they were kids. 

She had so, so many wonderful memories.

Then the sparkler glowed burning hot and Sadie dropped it.

The sparkler landed in the cardboard box and instantly caught alight.

And it exploded.

Sadie jumped out the way and her eyes widened as all the so-called “child” fireworks proved to be extremely real, adult fireworks. That all mysteriously shot into the garage.

Sadie hissed in shock as she watched the newspaper clippings, red string and sticky notes caught alight and burn to ashes. Then the fires just
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