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This was the day Patrick was saved by the devil incarnate and he lost the love of his life.

“This is going to be epic,” 

Patrick Roberts just shook his head as his best friend in the entire world, Alex, knelt behind a large black Ford Ecosport in the little box-like car park in Hell’s Place. He had to admit that their part of the former council estate wasn’t the worst and he had seen worse houses, but it still wasn’t the best.

Alex ran a hand through his long, beautiful ginger hair that made Patrick just grin. He really wanted to do that and see if it was as soft and lifeful as it looked. He wanted to run a hand down Alex’s thin, smooth body and kiss his delightfully soft lips. Maybe they tasted like the strawberries that Alex had for dessert, or the minty chocolate bars that Alex loved or maybe something else entirely.

It was why Patrick had come out tonight with Alex. He wanted to tell him how he felt, how he wanted to date Alex and how he just wanted to give in to all their years of flirting and longing. 

Along three sides of the box-like car park, there were cramped, dirty white terraced houses without a single light on inside. Most of the houses had cracked windows and Patrick was so looking forward to finishing his degree so he could move back home. 

He really liked living with Alex, Sarah and Ashley. They had all been best friends for years and they were funny and brilliant to be around. Yet Hell’s Place was just off and this entire neighbourhood gave him the creeps.

It was bad enough that the streetlamp at the end of the tiny car park where the pothole-infested road and car park met, constantly flickered and gave off a sickly yellow light. It was close to midnight but Patrick at least got to hear the shouting, drunken laughter or talking of students returning from a late night out. Maybe they were silly for being up this late in Hell’s Place of all places but he wanted to be here for Alex. 

Everyone was well aware of the rumours and stories of people dying, going missing or simply vanishing without a trace. Patrick had no idea why Alex didn’t believe those stories, but he believed in some nightmarish tale about a woman appearing in the car park made from cherry blossom petals. 

Of all the stories to believe in Hell’s Place that one seemed silly. 

The massive cherry blossom tree in the middle of the car park was a massive pain in the ass (and not the good kind) as far as Patrick was concerned. It was a nightmare to drive round at night but Alex was captivated by it. He couldn’t deny it wasn’t entirely ugly and it was pretty with its bright pink petals, but Patrick was looking forward to seeing this so-called woman and leaving. 

Patrick knelt down on the rough, uncomfortable concrete next to Alex. The night was freezing and he hated the lumpy feeling of tiny rocks and shards of concrete digging into his knees, but he really would do anything for Alex. 

“Any minute now, she’s going to appear,” Alex said. 

Patrick rolled his eyes and was about to comment when all the petals started glowing.

A warm breeze blew across the car park and a whole bunch of cherry blossom petals swirled off the tree and landed in the middle. A moment later, a very tall, elegant and human-looking woman stepped out of the swirl.

Patrick tensed.  This couldn’t be happening. This was not possible. This was just impossible. A woman could not step out of petals like she had been there the entire time. 

It was not possible.

The woman was completely naked and Patrick had no idea where to look. He had never seen or wanted to see a naked woman before and she was grinning in their direction.

“Did you want a closer look?” the woman asked.

Alex went to get up but Patrick pulled him back down. He enjoyed the softness of Alex’s arms and the sheer chemistry and attraction that flowed between them. Alex really did have the most beautiful smile.

Alex’s head exploded.

Patrick’s eyes widened as Alex’s boiling hot blood splattered over his face and chest and jeans. 

The woman stood behind Alex and she licked the dark red rich blood off her demonic claws. Her teeth turned into fangs and her tongue was a whipping, lashing vine of thorns. 

Patrick fell on his ass. He didn’t know what was happening. This was impossible. Alex was dead. Alex was dead. Alex never knew that he loved him and wanted a relationship.

He had lost the man he loved. All because of... this monster.

Patrick’s hands formed fists. His blood boiled. He wanted to shout, punch, scream at this monster.

He leapt forward.

The woman disappeared in a swirl of petals.

She appeared behind Patrick. 

Slamming her foot up his ass. 

Patrick slammed into the Ecosport. Pure pain pulsed through him. He didn’t know what was happening. He didn’t want to die.

He forced himself off the car and he stared at the woman. She was crouched over Alex’s corpse just sucking up all his blood and gorging on his flesh. 

Patrick wanted to be sick. This was disgusting. Alex deserved better.

Patrick flew at the woman. 

He leapt into the air.

Kicking at the woman. He wanted to hurt her. Kill her. Annihilate her.

The woman laughed and disappeared in a swirl of petals. 

She reappeared and gripped Patrick by the throat and just grinned like the monster she was. Patrick coughed at the sheer intensity of the cherry aroma that poured off her. He hated how the air tasted like the worst, most artificial cherry flavouring was being pumped into his mouth. 

She was disgusting and her diamond-shaped eyes were awful, twisted and pure evil. It was even worse as they glowed bright purple and Patrick could feel the icy coldness of petals starting to cover his skin.

“What do you want?” Patrick asked.

At this point he just wanted, needed any information. And most importantly, he wanted to know why Alex had to die. He wanted to know why the bravest, kindest and most beautiful man he had ever met had to die. 

The woman cocked her head and her thorny tongue slashed the air like a snake. 

Her grip tightened round his throat and she opened her mouth as if to devour him in a single mouthful.

“If you hurt me, my friends will burn your tree down in the morning,” Patrick said.

He wasn’t sure Sarah and Ashley even knew what him and Alex were doing tonight, much less that the cherry blossom was the key to everything. It was a lie but he wanted to live, finish his degree and move away from this nightmarish place.

The woman smiled and licked his cheek. 

Patrick screamed in agony as the thorns sliced deep into his cheek and warm blood rolled down his face.

The woman shrieked and her mouth moved closer.

The woman’s head exploded a moment later and a force threw Patrick to the ground. He smashed into the Ecosport again and at this point, he was amazed
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