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You would have thought that after living in Hell’s Place after forty years (I’m actually one of the longest surviving residents) that I, Emond Crane, would know the dos and the do nots of this hellish former council estate. After all, this was the nightmarish estate where people disappeared, died or turned into murderers without anyone actually batting an eyelid.

All because this was Hell’s Place. An estate where everything and everyone was weird, twisted and a little crazy.

So over the years I learnt how to survive. Whilst I read to sick children in Canterbury Hospital, made soup for the homeless round Canterbury high street and I even salted the snowy streets of my little narrow road for my neighbours, I still killed some people. That was simply the pattern I had noticed over the years and long decades, people who played the game in Hell’s Place, typically stayed alive a lot, lot longer than others.

If it makes you any happier, I only killed terminally ill elderly people. I never touched anyone else before I buried them in my backyard, but I still made a critical mistake one morning.

I simply forgot to ignore the weird things in Hell’s Place.

“This is weird,” I said to myself as I stood in front of my large single-panelled glass patio sliding doors that my nephew had got me last Christmas. Why the hell he didn’t simply get me out of this awful place is beyond me, the doors were silly, dumb and let all the heat out. Yet considering a storm had broken my last patio doors, I supposed these had to do.

I took a small sip of vanilla-flavoured ground coffee from a fresh pot that I had made for my wife like I had every morning for the past twenty years. Of course she had been dead twenty years but that was Hell’s Place for you, you simply needed to play along and make yourself out to be a little crazier than you were.

The coffee was rich, delicious and the vanilla gave the bitterness a nice sweet contrast. It was why I flat out loved my coffee syrups and in that regard, I was simply the easiest person ever to buy for.

The weird thing was simply that me and my fellow dirty white terrace houses were arranged in a perfect square. From my patio doors I could see most of my neighbours’ gardens with their large patches of lustrous green grass, dead rose gardens and the odd silver birch. There were even some children toys in a garden or two, like swings, slides and a paddling pool.

Yet I could see the windows of all the other terrace houses and the neighbour directly across from me used to have her blood red curtains open all the time. I used to have to shut my curtains early in the evening because I didn’t want to see her and her ageing body get changed whilst she was naked.

For the past three months the curtains had never opened but today they were. 

The bedroom looked shrouded in darkness, I didn’t see any movement, any signs of life nor any signs of the naked woman. Of course, if I was smart then I would have left it and gone back to my coffee, watched some dumb soap on the TV or I would have waited to collect my pension from the Post Office.

Those are all the things I should have done.

I paced round in my little box-like living room for a few moments. The day was nice with it being not too cold, not too hot but just mild enough for my joints not to cease up if I went outside. I don’t even think I would need my walking frame or anything. It wouldn’t be hard to go and see her and make sure that everything was okay. And I knew myself well enough because of a career as an insurance investigator for thirty years that if I didn’t go and see her then this would only itch at my brain for the next few years.

I needed to go and see the woman in the house opposite me. Yet I should have just stayed in, watched my dumb soap and lived my normal trapped life to make sure Hell’s Place did not get me.

Sadly I didn’t want to do that at all. 

I should not have downed my hot coffee in one delicious mouthful, grabbed my new black jumper and keys and headed out the door.

I just wanted to see if everything was okay, if she was well and if she needed me to get anything for her. Maybe a pint of milk, maybe a ready meal or maybe some company.

If only I had remembered that this was Hell’s Place and not the council estate where I had grown up. I might still be... well, I’m not exactly alive or dead at the moment but somewhere terrifying in-between.
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About an hour later I shuffled up to the naked woman’s front door, a small wrecked old excuse of a wooden door. There were large cobwebs lining the two windows around it, even larger and deeper cracks had ripped into the wood almost like a demonic dog had tried to eat its way through the door and even the narrow concrete path leading to it was chipped and broken as hell.

A chill ran down my spine and I knew I should have fled, I should have shuffled away and I should have just ignored the weird things.

That wasn’t how Hell’s Place worked though. 

The day had gotten a lot colder and small shards of ice and frost caked the lustrous blades of green grass either side of the broken concrete path. The strong taste of iron formed on my tongue and burnt away any wonderful taste of vanilla and coffee like my mouth had tasted only moments ago.

I went to knock on the dying front door when it opened. A quiet squeak echoed around me and rang in my ears and I expected the woman or a carer or someone to pop out and greet me. No one did. I don’t even think there was anyone else left in the house but there had to be.

Someone had to have opened the curtains.

The sweet aromas of succulent pulled pork, incredibly rich and juicy steak and lemon-roasted parsnips and potatoes poured out. It was a great smell, I hadn’t had a real roast since my wife died. Maybe I could steal a potato or two, or even three.

I stepped into and I don’t even remember walking in a long, narrow, almost-claustrophobic hallway but I was there inside one. There was horrible thin, ripped crimson red carpet and the entire hallway was barely lit by three flickering orange lights that looked like they were from the Victorian era. 

I shivered and my breath formed long columns of thick vapour and a single icicle grow out of my nose. 

“So I do have a visitor,” a woman said her voice echoing all around me.

I blinked and then there was a very young woman with long black hair flowing around her shoulders standing there. Her white dress shirt was the only thing she was wearing, her eyes were a stunning, sexy piercing blue and her smile was something else.

It reached her eyes, and her smile made her look kind, hopeful and I immediately trusted her. It was almost like I just knew there was no chance in hell that she would ever hurt me.

“What brings you here?” she asked taking me in her arms.

I should have resisted, I should have stepped away and I should have shuffled out the house as quickly as I could but I couldn’t. She was simply too stunning and her roast dinner smelt great.

“I wanted to check if your mother was okay. I think she’s upstairs,”

“Nope Emond,” she said smiling. “I am the only woman in this house and well, I know you shut your curtains early so you did not watch me undress,” 

I pushed her away and took a few slow steps back. This was impossible. This could not be the same woman because the woman I had seen was about my age, her body was old and her eyes were never this beautiful or piercing. This woman just was not her.

“You know the first rule of Hell’s Place my dear child,” she said.

I shook my head but I already knew the rule so I said it anyway. “Always ignore the weird things,”

“You forgot that didn’t you?” she said before laughing.

Her beautiful smile faded as fangs grew out of her unnaturally long, inhuman smile, her ears turned pointed and her
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