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Over the decades upon decades that the council estate of Hell’s Place had been just north of the wonderful city of Canterbury, a lot of people had wondered a simple question. Why was Hell’s Place so weird?

Edward Hales knew the answer because he had been alive for over two hundred centuries. He loved the land, he loved the mystery of Hell’s Place and he loved making it all happen.

It didn’t matter how many idiot university students, posh young men and women or even the elderly that came to live on the estate. He enjoyed claiming all of them in the end because it was such a fine balancing act. If he took too many lives then no one would come and the local university students would stop coming here, and even the local council might have a look at what was happening.

If he didn’t take enough, well, he would die.

Edward leant against the icy cold black metal of a lamppost and he shivered in pleasure. He had missed the icy coldness of winter whilst the UK had been having an awfully hot, sticky summer that had made him sweat far too much. He might not have been a Lord anymore but he still needed to be perfect.

He was hardly a fan of how awfully ugly roads had become in recent years. When he was a young fit Lord, the roads to his estate had been cobblestone, elegant and perfectly suitable for all modes of transport.

Now he just hated to even look at the long perfectly straight road covered in this ugly stuff called tarmac. It was black, sticky and it was nowhere near as elegant as cobblestones were. Even the little narrow roads that shot off from the road towards small areas of cheap parking for the residents (victims) weren’t that impressive.

Edward couldn’t deny that the little dirty white terrace houses were rather nice. He was surprised that the poor idiot plebs of this world could afford such a luxury. A house with heating, running water and an actual toilet.

Mere poor people didn’t deserve such things.

“You need a new victim,” a voice said in the darkness.

Edward rolled his eyes and pressed his perfectly young fingers into the icy coldness of the metal lamp post. He wanted to hiss as the metal threatened to burn his skin but he didn’t care and sadly it didn’t.

He just wanted to live, stay alive a little longer and see where the cesspool of humanity was actually going. He couldn’t leave Hell’s Place so he was stuck learning about the world through his victims and his residents.

Edward wasn’t even sure how the mad idea for Hell’s Place had even begun. He was fairly sure he had never actually wanted to do it but now it was far too late to stop. Maybe he actually was the devil after all.

The only thing Edward actually remembered about the Old Night, the night that had changed his life forever and started him off this so-called dark path (according to his wife, his first victim), was a fireplace.

He had been sitting on a brand-new leather chair that he had imported from America just after that stupid War of Independence had ended. He had honestly excepted America to become no better than the shithole of Africa without England’s firm hand to guide it.

Maybe the Americans were more intelligent than the English believed. 

Edward really missed his drawing room with its sweet aromas of cigar smoke, oranges and coffee from the further corners of the Empire. He was having a small coffee before his guests arrived for dinner and he would have a brandy with the men later on. All whilst the women did whatever rubbish they did behind closed doors.

The flames were dancing, swirling and twirling around each other in their beautiful shades of red, yellow and orange.

Then they turned blood red and Edward felt as if someone was standing behind him and now he really thought about it, he was surprised he could remember the actual conversation like he had only had it yesterday. 

He tried to move but his joints, bones and muscles felt frozen solid. He wanted to scream, panic or just do something but that would have been unbecoming and something that a commoner would have done. He was a man, an Englishman man and the English do not react with emotion.

“You are a good man,” the voice said behind him.

“I am a great man,” Edward said insulted the voice actually doubted that.

A strange laughter came from behind Edward forced himself not to shiver as he watched the blood red flames. Something he was fairly sure wasn’t giving off heat anymore.

“What do you want?” Edward asked. “People always want something. Do you want land? I have twenty acres. Do you want money? I have a million pounds,”

“That is an impressive amount for a commoner,” 

Edward hissed. How dare the voice say he was a commoner.

The voice laughed again. “You do not believe you are a commoner? Oh you will be in a century or two. You think you are rich and above everyone because you have a house, land and have a good job,”

Edward went to nod but he couldn’t move.

“What if I told you in a century or two the average English person would be on £30,000 a year?”

Edward laughed, and was surprised he could actually do that. That had to be a lie, there was no chance the commoners and idiots he saw every day would be on that sort of money. He would never allow it.

“And what if I told you that in the future there would be machines that could make communication across the world easy. And what if I told you the English Empire would be dead shortly?”
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