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University student Charlie Benson rather liked the cute little flats with their dirty white, wooden façade that he supposed was meant to make them look elegant, even though it didn’t really work. A few rows of red roses, yellow tulips and a couple of rosemary bushes lined the little front gardens too.

Charlie went over to the rosemary, rubbed the delightfully refreshing leaves in-between his fingers and enjoyed the wonderful aroma. Rosemary always reminded him of Sunday lamb roasts with his family back up North and he loved those dinners together.

Every Sunday was special to his family, even if they weren’t religious in the slightest.

A black Fiat Aztec from 2005 bumped along the narrow pothole-infested road in front of him, Charlie waved at the young driver and he really hoped the young driver wouldn’t crash. He bit his lower lip. He had only been learning to drive for a few months and he would have hated to come down this road.

Large and small, old and new and modern and vintage cars of all different makes and models lined the road. He was sure his dad would have been able to tell him what every single car was, but Charlie didn’t care about cars.

Right now he was only interested in sex.

He gave the rosemary a final rub between his fingers, he took a few leaves to chew and he could almost taste his mum’s melt-in-the-mouth lamb on his tongue. He was so looking forward to going back home next month for a few weeks. He really missed his family.

He went across the narrow, cracked concrete walkway behind the rows of plants, he almost tripped on an uneven lump of damn concrete and he pressed the cold buzzer.

Charlie could hardly deny the front entrance to the apartment building was probably one of the nicest he had seen in Hell’s Place. The large wooden doors were perfectly clean, smooth and they actually looked like they were maintained. 

There were no chips in the reinforced glass slits in the door, no stains and they was no smell of weed. Charlie was relieved about that. He understood from his psychology degree that drug use was a coping mechanism for people with difficulties, but he hated the smell of weed.

It was foul, disgusting and it made him feel sick.

He still couldn’t understand why this apartment building seemed to be rather well-maintained by Hell’s Place standards. Everywhere else he had visited was always smashed-up, run-down and it was just weird. 

Hell’s Place might have been a former council estate where people died, disappeared and other weird and twisted things happened to people every day. Yet Charlie was more than determined to have a perfectly normal Hell’s Place experience, even though he didn’t doubt the rumours for a single second.

Charlie pressed the cold buzzer again, the little buzzer machine rang and he finished chewing on the wonderful rosemary in his mouth. He couldn’t wait for his mum’s roasted lamb next month.

A lightly warm breeze brushed his cheeks as the front door buzzed open, Charlie’s stomach filled with butterflies and he was so looking forward to having a hook-up with this particular guy.

He had spent about an hour last night chatting, planning and wanting to meet up with a local hunk. The hunk was tall, athletic and he was so toned that Charlie wanted to ride him as much as possible. 

It was even better that the hunk seemed respectful, patient and he was actually interested in Charlie besides sex. It was so refreshing considering most of the hook-up apps were filled with nothing but weirdos, time wasters and creeps pretending to be younger than they actually were.

It was why Charlie always made them send him a voice note, a picture of them right now, in addition to their profile pics, and he always told friends where he was going.

Safety, good sex and good people was all he cared about.

He went through the cold wooden door into the ice-cold lobby and he really wished he hadn’t worn his denim short-shorts that barely covered his large ass, and he went up the concrete staircase.

The hallway was so ice-cold, the black handrail almost burnt him it was so cold and his breath formed long columns of vapour. He bit his lower lip. If the hot guy hadn’t already proved he was real, seriously hot and willing to have sex, Charlie would have just left.

But he didn’t want to be just another time waster. He understood that hook-ups could be scary as hell and it took a lot for people to actually want to do it so he was going to respect the effort. 

And actually show up.

He continued up the narrow concrete corridor, he rubbed his hands together and he hooked a left onto the second floor.

Charlie’s stomach filled with butterflies, he saw down the short corridor with about eight ugly green fire doors and he knocked on number 40. 

He ran a hand through his long brown hair to make sure there were no random bits standing in weird, unattractive directions. He straightened his loose-fitting t-shirt that he was hoping was just going to be ripped off anyway and he just grinned.

A moment later the fire door opened, Charlie went to take a step forward but a cute guy just looked at him. He certainly wasn’t the guy he had spoken to on the dating app and he was about the same age as him.

The guy on the dating app had been four years older.

The cute guy just grinned at him, Charlie grinned back and he couldn’t deny the cute guy was hot as hell.

Charlie’s hands turned sweaty, his cheeks went warm and his wayward part flared to life. The cute guy grinned even more.

The cute guy was so cute with his fit, lean sexy body that didn’t have a gram of fat or muscle on it. His long dirty blond hair framed his handsome face perfectly and his blond, neatly shaven short beard made him look even more stunning.

Charlie didn’t even know until now that he was into guys with slight beards. The cute guy was just sheer perfection.

He remembered this was Hell’s Place. 

Charlie frowned, took a few steps back and his stomach churned violently. What if this cute guy was a demon, a monster or some other technique for Hell’s Place to kill him? He had heard all the rumours and stories. There were no mistakes in Hell’s Place and people did die every day.

He didn’t want to be just another number, another statistic or another person erased from the estate. He wanted to have sex, live and finish his degree.

The cute guy leant against the door frame.

“Can I help you cutie?” he asked.

Charlie’s head went light at the guy’s sweet, soft velvety voice that he would have happily listened to all day, and night.

“I was told this was the address of a hook-up,” Charlie said, not knowing how to explain this. “I was talking with a guy online last night, he sent me this address and promised we would hook up,”

The cute guy looked at the ground, nodded and sighed.

“I’m sorry. I have no
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