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An immense wolf’s howl ripped through the local forest as engineer Mark King wrapped his hands round his lukewarm mug of strong black coffee. He smiled to himself. At least the white wolf hadn’t noticed his escape for a few hours this time. 

He leant back in the red leather booth he was sitting in and just enjoyed the wonderfully refreshing fake 1950s-style of the diner. The hard, cheap plastic tables were nice enough with a few coffee, tea and wine stains that covered them.

The dirty white tile flooring was a strange mixture of clean and dirty. Half of the tiles were freshly polished and even the grout between them was sterile white. Then it was like the cleaner had simply given up on the other half. They were sticky, covered in oil and they were caked in dirt.

Mark was just glad he wasn’t sitting over there.

The cute owner of the diner, Madge, was a sweet middle-aged woman who always wore a white and red waitress uniform four sizes too small for her. And Mark still woke up in a night sweat about seeing her massive ass when she had sadly bent over once.

He was sure he was never going to get over that horror show, but she was lovely enough so he didn’t really mind. Too much. 

The entire diner smelt great with freshly fried chips covered in crunchy sea salt, vinegar and the juiciest cheeseburgers he had ever had the pleasure of smelling. Madge could seriously cook and that’s why he kept escaping Hell’s Place and he loved it.

Hell’s Place might have been a nightmare incarnate, but he enjoyed the challenge. It was a strange former council estate where people died, disappeared and other weird and twisted things happened every day without a second thought.

It was meant to be impossible to escape from, but Mark had played the game of Hell’s Place so well, so often and he figured out most of the rules that he managed to escape often. Yet the white wolf could always find him in the end and he would go.

No method of escape would work twice and he really, really didn’t want to get caught, because that meant he would never be able to see his precious adult daughter ever again.

His cute daughter Aleshia was sitting in the booth opposite him, devouring a bacon cheeseburger like she hadn’t eaten all day. Knowing her and her insanely long shifts at the local hospital, it was possible. She was always working, always wanting to help others and always pushing herself to the limit.

It was one of the things he admired about her.

“So what do you think Dad?” Aleshia asked.

Mark had almost forgotten that she wanted him to meet her boyfriend at the weekend. Aleshia wanted to bring them to the diner, they could have a nice meal together and her mum might show up.

He was more than grateful Annalise had managed to escape Hell’s Place when she was pregnant. At least the love of his life and Aleshia were safe, and his daughter could have a normal, happy life without any murder, heartbreak and strangeness.

Mark laughed to himself. Well, anymore strangeness than only being able to see your dad when he could escape from his housing estate.

“I don’t know how many more times I can escape,” Mark said.

Aleshia grinned, leant across the table and held her dad’s hand. Mark really liked her warm touch and her smile. It was so precious.

“You’re my dad. You’re clever, great and you’re amazing. You’ll figure it out,” she said.

Mark had no idea how to respond. It was getting harder and harder to escape, run through the forest and escape the white wolf. It wasn’t like he was getting any younger, and his knees were starting to play up.

A dull ache radiated from his knees, shoulder and back. He had been an engineer for thirty years and his first few jobs hadn’t given him proper protective equipment. He knelt on the hard concrete for hours a day, every day for a week and months at a time as he fixed things.

His body was now paying the price. All whilst his bosses got richer in their nice comfortable offices.

His hands formed fists. It was so unfair that his former bosses could spend time with their families, enjoy their lives and do whatever they wanted all whilst he had to suffer at the hands of Hell’s Place.

“Is there any way you could pay or sacrifice for your freedom?” Aleshia asked.

Mark took a sip of the deliciously strong bitter coffee. He shouldn’t have told her about all the rules, the games and the sacrifices that Hell’s Place ran off. He didn’t doubt she would happily sacrifice herself so he could gain his freedom.

Hell’s Place would probably love that, but he couldn’t live with himself if he killed his only daughter. He couldn’t and he wouldn’t do it. No matter the consequences.

Another wolf’s howl ripped through the forest.

Mark looked out the massive window. He saw the trees were a lot clearer now. The large pine, oak and willow trees blew in the cold breeze, the moon was full and bright and there was a wolf-like figure stalking round outside.

“I don’t have much time left,” Mark said. “You look beautiful as ever. I’m glad you’ve met Peter and I really want you both to live a long and happy life far away from Hell’s Place,”

The lights dimmed inside the diner. Madge cursed under her breath and Aleshia frowned.

“But, I love you Dad. I want you to be free and I want you to live with me and Peter and mum,”

The diner’s door opened, Mark’s mouth dropped and he saw a young man with bloodred, glowing eyes, a black suit and long brown curls walk in. Mark shivered. The white wolf was at the young man’s feet.

Mark flat out couldn’t believe that Edward Hales was actually here. He was the twisted lord from the 1800s who made a demonic pact for eternal life and he owned the land that Hell’s Place was built on. 

He was the mastermind of all the death, all the agony and all the disappearances on the estate.

Edward Hales sat next to Aleshia, she backed up to the other edge of the booth and the white wolf went over to her. Maybe the wolf wanted a stroke or pet or belly rubs.

“My wolf will not hurt you I promise,” Edward said like coming to a diner in the middle of the night was perfectly normal.

Mark nodded permission for his daughter to stroke the white wolf. 

“It’s a beautiful night, isn’t it? A Perfect night for an escape, a lovely family meet-up and even better, a chance for freedom,”

Mark shook his head at Aleshia when she sat up perfectly straight, grinned and almost bounced up and down in excitement. Edward grinned.

Mark knew never to trust an offer that sounded too good to be true. He didn’t want to play any games, make any twisted deals or kill anyone just so Edward would grant him his freedom. No matter
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