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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?”

Edward laughed nervously. The voice had to be lying to him. England was the greatest nation on this planet and as long as the idiot Scots, Welsh and Irish were enslaved to England then the world would be brilliant.

No country would be smart enough to become a successful nation without England’s guiding touch and England’s enlightenment. It was just how the world worked. 

The voice was lying.

“If I am lying,” the voice said, “let’s make a deal with a minor cost. I will help you live long enough to see this future and if I am wrong then you will be immortal and all-powerful. If I am telling the truth then you can keep living forever for a simple price,”

The icy coldness of the lamp post burned Edward’s skin as a black Ford Eco Sport drove past and pulled him back to the present.

He still couldn’t believe he had agreed to the deal even now. He had been given immortality for a hundred years and when he had heard of the first email and computer, he just knew he was doomed.

So he had to keep killing, finding new victims and allowing the wonderful dark magic of the Voice to feast.

Edward just grinned to himself. He liked his life, he liked making Hell’s Place and forging it brick by brick. He needed a new victim to stop himself from ageing by even an hour.

So Edward just walked off into the icy cold darkness and just hoped beyond hope he could find an idiot walking about this late at night. There had to be a drunk university student, they were always about.

And then Edward could and would feast on that juicy life-filled flesh.

Because Hell’s Place truly was all about the darkest form of survival. 
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Caleb Collins just flat out couldn’t believe how amazing the entire small terrace house looked in Hell’s Place as he stepped away from hanging the last of the ribbons on the black curtain rail. He really liked how the blue, yellow and red ribbons hung elegantly off the rail and just helped to pull the rest of the decorations together perfectly.

He took a few steps back and this was going to be the most amazing party ever. Caleb had been working all day on the birthday party for his girlfriend, Bella, and he had done even better than last year.

He had no idea such a thing was even possible until now.

Caleb really liked the massive “happy birthday” banner that he had hung along the top of his bright white wall of the living room. He had freshly wiped each wall, floor and work surface because this was Hell’s Place after all, and they were all university students. Nothing got cleaned most days and just once, Caleb wanted the house to look nice for his girlfriend.

He had put “happy birthday” coasters in nice shades of green, blue and purple on their cheap plastic coffee table. And even the side tables next to the ribbon-covered sofas looked nice for a change.

Caleb gently kicked one of the tens upon tens of red, green and gold balloons he had spent hours pumping up. Bella was going to love this party and it was going to be even better when all her university friends showed up.

It was coming up to six o’clock so Bella’s lectures should be finishing about now, it would take her at least ten minutes to get home. So all her friends and even her parents should be showing up about now.

She was going to love it.

Caleb shivered as an intensely warm blast of heat came in from the kitchen, and Caleb just grinned. The sensational hints of caramel, baked carrot cake and toffee apples filled the living room.

All of Bella’s favourite foods were almost done and she was going to love him even more. Caleb was just looking forward to the birthday sex, Bella wasn’t exactly the most sexual woman but Caleb didn’t mind that. Bella was still a wonderful, caring and nice girl so Caleb was just happy to be with her.

In fact, her birthday was probably the only day of the year that Caleb had sex anymore. Not that he was complaining.

As the sheer silence of the living room reminded Caleb that he was done for the day, he smiled and went over to one of the ribbon-covered sofas and sat down. He liked how weird and warm the ribbons were against his skin, and he was already dressed for the party. Caleb always wore Bella’s favourite outfit, a black t-shirt under an unbuttoned white shirt and black tight jeans. 

Then Caleb just felt fatigued.

He looked at his
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