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He might be free today but Hell’s Place always has its victim.

Leon Cole just stood there staring at his fit sexy beautiful wife, Lucy, as he stood on the soft green grass of his lawn, with his grey Ford Eco Sport a few metres behind on the pothole-infested road. And Leon knew that today was the day that his life would fly off the rails.

He couldn’t deny that his wife was stunning as always. She wore her normally tight-fitting black business dress that she always wore in the month of April because it was long enough to keep her warm but it was still stylish and she could cope with the heat.

Leon was glad he could still fit into his tight-fitting black silk business suit. He didn’t really need to wear it because he had lost his job, his savings and his reputation a few months back when he had been fired from his bank. He might have made one bad deal too many but his bosses were dicks anyway.

That was six months ago and he hadn’t even told Lucy yet. 

Leon smiled at sexy Lucy as she stood there on the front wooden step of their so-called forever home. It was the worst decision of his life, living in Hell’s Place was bloody stupid. It might have been a council estate but he had still been stupid enough to buy the house off the council.

Leon couldn’t believe he had allowed Lucy to let him buy the small terrace house with its dirty, mouldy white exterior. Leon glared at the silly small windows that felt like they were staring back at him. 

The entire house was so small, cramped and just smelt of mould that Leon was glad to be outside for a change. He had no idea why he had allowed Lucy to convince him to go half on the place with her. He had always loved Canterbury as a city, because it was an amazing city, a wonderful place to live but Hell’s Place wasn’t.

He didn’t even really care about the random things that happened in Hell’s Place. He knew the local university students that infected the very existence of Hell’s Place made up half the stories to stop respectful people from coming in. 

He didn’t believe for a moment that marriages broke down here, people died and people disappeared without a trace. It was all bullshit. 

Hell, the so-called devil was even meant to live in Hell’s Place. University students were so bloody stupid at times.

“You need your keys love,” Lucy said.

Leon hated her little high-pitched, loved up voice that was so fake and awful.

He had loved her about a decade ago. He knew that for sure, but he had no idea when their lives had become so fixed on rails. They had a routine and they did it every single day without fail.

Leon would wake up at 6 am, get ready for work and be out the door by 8 am. Then he would pretend to go to work all day and he would be back in time for Lucy to make dinner at 6 pm followed by so-called passionate sex at 8 pm.

Then they would both be asleep by 10 pm.

It was a stupid way to live. Leon wasn’t denying that and he really, really did hate the daily sex. He might have enjoyed it once but not anymore.

Maybe not even for years.

Every single bloody day was the same.

Until today.

“Take your keys,” Lucy said with an edge of something Leon didn’t recognise.

Leon smiled. He had actually forgotten what life was like when it wasn’t on the rails anymore. Lucy had no idea what to do in the situation, because he had forgotten his keys for a change.

Lucy had run out to give them to him but Leon just couldn’t be asked to walk over to her and get them. And she clearly didn’t want to leave the precious boundaries of their house to give him his own keys.

He hated her.

Leon laughed at the idea. He actually hated the damn woman because she was lazy, a user and she was so awful. She didn’t even want to get a job to help pay for bills, and Leon knew within two weeks the first letter from the bank (his own former employer) would come.

Then Lucy would finally know the truth and she would shout, argue and call him all the names under the sun. Because he had failed as a man to provider for her (utter bullshit) and she didn’t want to get a job.

Lucy took a step forward then she took two steps back.

Leon shook his head and truly looked at Hell’s Place for the first time in ages, because he didn’t have to follow his dumb routine to the letter anymore. He simply didn’t want to.

He was surprised how sweet, warm and filled with hints of lilies the morning air was for a change. It was so refreshing and just wonderful that Leon really enjoyed the scent that he normally never noticed. All because it wasn’t in the routine.

Leon looked at all the other small, dirty white terrace houses that were basically glued to each other on their street. They all had a small path made from dirty, grey (maybe white) stepping stones that led from the front door to the main footpath. 

No one really had any cars parked on the narrow little road that was meant to provide for them. Leon had only parked here because it was part of the routine but he hated it. The road was simply too narrow to safely drive through in the morning.

There weren’t neighbours, children or any real signs of life in the street. And Leon couldn’t blame that
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