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This was the day I changed forever. I did not die, but I certainly did not live anymore. I was a glorious combination of both in a wonderfully demonic, musical way.

I, Garry Fitz, flat out hated the damn drum beat that constantly echoed all around me as I stood inside my tiny galley kitchen. playing around me. Right now, there was no one around me, and there certainly wasn’t anyone playing some stupid drums. It was just me standing in the middle of my tiny kitchen with its cracked chipboard countertops, the sterile shiny stainless steel sink that I had cleaned last night and a pile of washing up. 

With all the stupid drumbeats pounding into my skull every hour of every day, I seriously could not be asked to do any cleaning. Which was something I really needed to start doing because I didn’t have any plates, mugs or spoons. A problem considering I wanted fried eggs on toast for lunch with a piping hot mug of rich bitter coffee.

I needed clean items for that. 

Every single second of every damn day for the past week no matter where I was, who I was talking to and what I was doing there was always the foul sound of drumbeats pounded into my head. It was even worse that no one else could even hear them.

My three housemates had left thinking that I was crazy. They had already contacted the landlord to try and get me removed, they were all staying with other friends of ours who had blocked me because I was so-called insane, and my life was falling apart. I had already failed my exam yesterday because I was so exhausted.

Also, I just couldn’t focus on my exam questions because of the damn fucking drumbeats.

I took a deep breath of the mould-scented air because of the pile of washing up that I seriously needed to get to today no matter how much energy the evil drumbeats sucked from me. And I was determined to find out the cause of the awful beats, there had to be a reason why they were happening to me and no one else.

A few days ago, I had considered that I had a brain tumour or something neurological like that, we had learnt about neurological conditions in my biomedical degree and it seemed logical. I went to a private clinic under my dad’s name because he was rich enough to have private medical insurance. The clinic didn’t find anything wrong.

I went for a hearing test at a local optician’s (I don’t understand why they do both services either) and again, there was nothing wrong with my hearing. The poor man doing the test definitely thought I was insane because he was looking more and more uncomfortable as the test went on. He basically ran away from me as soon as the test ended.

There was nothing physically wrong with me, so I asked one of my friends who studied psychology if there were any mental health conditions that could explain the drumbeats. She listed off a whole host of different conditions, most of them psychosis-related, but I didn’t match the symptoms enough.

I didn’t have anything mentally or physically wrong with me, so why was I hearing the damn drumbeats constantly?

I went into the living room and gagged at the disgusting hints of black mould that covered the dirty white textured walls behind the TV and bookshelves that had certainly seen better days. That was something else that only I could see, but this time I was honestly sure that my housemates and landlord just didn’t want to deal with it. 

That was sort of fair but the sheer furriness of the walls was starting to get disgusting and if the landlord didn’t sort it out soon, I was definitely going to call the council.

This terraced house was not safe to live in.

I smiled at the thought as I sat down on the far too soft cream sofa that I sank into. I was sure it was going to swallow me up when I sat on it, it was why I normally preferred the desk chair in the corner. At least the chair wouldn’t eat me, but the thought was a strange thought.

You see I lived in Hell’s Place, a former council estate filled with rumours about murders, disappearances and strange supernatural creatures that worked for so-called Edward Hales. It was pure rubbish of course because Edward Hales was a lord from the 1800s so he couldn’t still be alive. Much less pulling the strings of Hell’s Place to make sure only weird things happened.

The damn drumbeats continued and I just screamed out in rage. This was not fair. I was not insane and I was actually a nice person. I didn’t drink. I didn’t fight people and I didn’t smoke.

I helped homeless people on the weekend, I supported my housemates when they were depressed or crying their eyes out and I helped my classmates when they were stuck on assignments. I was a good person.

Why was this happening to me?

A scream pounded into my skull for a wonderful second before the evil drumbeats returned. It was nice to hear another sound for a change and I noticed there was a small wooden door in front of me. It wasn’t connected to the black mould wall, the floor or anything else. The door was simply there.

I got up and circled it. The door had been infected with woodworm for ages, small holes littered it but the closer I got to it, the louder I could hear the drums. 

I reached towards the golden doorknob that was bright, shiny and very modern, a sheer contrast to the rest of the door. I stopped. I didn’t really want to touch it and go inside because I just knew that as much as I didn’t believe in the rumours about Hell’s Place. If I opened the door then I was going to die.

Of course no one ever wants to die, and I certainly didn’t, but I wanted, needed answers. I wanted to be able to focus on my exams, I wanted my friends back and I wanted to go back to my life where I was the lovable friend that everyone depended on. The whole reason why I was studying biomedical science was so I could help people.

I couldn’t do that if everyone thought I was insane because I kept hearing drumbeats.

I turned the doorknob and when I blinked again, I found myself standing in the middle of a large open room with thick wooden beams supporting plaster walls. The drumbeats were even louder now but there was no one and nothing in here.

The sickeningly sweet aroma of lilies, cherry blossoms and gin filled my senses and this wasn’t right. The thin plaster walls blew in a wind that wasn’t there and then I noticed they were actually moving to the drumbeats I was hearing.

I went across the perfectly smooth floor that I almost slipped on a few times and I touched one of the plaster walls. 

My fingers burnt as I touched it and the drumbeats stopped for a few seconds. If that was what it took for
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