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Everyone thinks in Hell’s Place, the strange former council estate where people die, disappear or other twisted and weird things happen every day, that I’m immortal. They firmly believe that I cannot die, I am all-powerful and I like people thinking that.

You see, being Edward Hales, the mighty Lord originally born in the 1800s and owned the land that Hell’s Place is built on has many advantages. Especially, when I made a demonic pact so I could continue to hunt, terrorise and make life... interesting for innocent people.

Yet, if life has taught me anything over the last 200 years, it is that whoever moves into Hell’s Place is hardly innocent. They all have their secrets, their lies and their skeletons, so please do not feel bad about me twisting them to my tune.

They all deserve it, but one person almost killed me.

And that terrified me.

There was even a time when I hated killing, hurting others and terrorising them. That all changed one morning in 1941, and maybe if I didn’t almost die, the next hundred years would have played out very, very differently.

In 1941, the delightful aroma of smoke, burning rubber and charred wood filled the street as I went along it. The Nazi bombers had attacked in full force last night, they dropped their bombs and so many houses in Canterbury were reduced to ash.

Long columns of black, grey and white smoke veiled the sky. I frowned. I stood at the end of a long road filled with a few smashed-up bicycles up against collapsed brick walls. A few middle-aged couples, elderly people and even a young woman in nothing more than rags were standing outside their homes.

The young woman definitely caught my eye in her casual shirtwaist dress. It perfectly highlighted her sexy body, her thin waist and I certainly wouldn’t mind taking her out of it. 

A cold wind brushed my cheeks, I felt a pressure build against my mind and I couldn’t help feeling like a threat was coming towards me.

I looked round, I couldn’t see anyone else and I focused back on all the people outside their homes. 

They were all looking at the three bombed,  burnt out houses in the middle of the street. The red excuse of a fire truck that was nothing more than a red eyesore was a hive of activity as the local volunteers struggled to put out the fire. 

A few elderly people noticed me, a woman cocked her head and pointed at me. The woman wore a black pin-up dress and I couldn’t deny she might have been old but the fitted waist and the flared-out skirt suited her. No one else paid me any attention besides her but I understood what she was looking at.

Unlike all the other middle-aged and elderly men in the street who wore the horrible rayon-wool blend suits, because of fabric rationing, I was wearing an expensive silk suit. My suit didn’t have the horrible boxy structure, broad shoulders and cinched waists that were so typical of the 1940s. I had the power, the money and the resources to get away with good fashion.

There was no way I was looking like a 1940s man even if my life depended on it.

I was Edward Hales, mastermind of Hell’s Place, evil incarnate and I was going to look the part whether people liked it or not.

Or maybe she was looking at my bloodred eyes.

After a few moments, the elderly woman shook her head, focused back on the volunteer firefighters and ignored me. 

The pressure against the back of my mind got a little stronger, I looked round and still couldn’t see any danger.

I actually felt sorry for the people. They had lost their homes, their memories and now they were homeless. I wanted to reach out and offer them a shoulder to cry on, a helping hand and someone to talk to, but I had larger plans to do today.

I had to find another victim. 

The young woman in the shirt dress stretched her long, beautiful body, she saw me and she waved. I licked my fingers, flashed my fangs and she smiled even more.

I was about to go over to her when I felt someone standing behind me, I heard them draw a sword and I smiled.

I turned round and I was surprised to see a young man standing there. He wasn’t wearing a single-breasted suit, synthetic clothes or anything like a man from the 1940s. Instead he was wearing a long black robe and he was pointing his longsword straight at my chest.

The man’s brown crewcut made him look cheap, disgusting and so beneath him, but his fighting stance was good, solid and everything in my body was telling me to kill him as soon as possible.

A slight hazelnut aroma with rich hints of vanilla and oranges came from his hair, and that concerned me more than I wanted to admit. This man made no sense. Oranges were rationed, rare and impossible to get a hold of unless you were a child.

This man shouldn’t have been possible, but he was, and I was as possible as him it seemed.

“Edward Hales,” the man said. “You’ve gone too far this time,”

The man flew at me. He leapt into the air. He swung his sword.

I blocked the sword with my arm. He swung again. Again. Again.

I blocked all the sword blows with my forearms. He didn’t even cut me. The man leapt backwards.

Still his footwork was solid. His posture was perfect. The man was focused only on me.

I took a few steps forward. I stumbled. My lungs felt like they were like on fire.

The intense aroma of oranges, vanilla and hazelnut filled my senses. I staggered to the ground and coughed up blood.

“What is this?” I asked, wiping the blood from my mouth.

“Poison. A special demonic poison from Japan,” the young man said.

I clicked my fingers, my body neutralised the poison and I leapt back up. I smiled at the young man. I still had no idea who he was but I had to kill him now.

He knew too much. He was too brilliant. He was a danger.

I charged. My fingers turned to talons. I lashed at him.

The young man disappeared. He swung from behind. I rolled forward.

The young man leapt forward. Swung at me from multiple directions. He was too quick.

I blocked as fast as I could. I swung. I kicked.

Faster. Faster. Faster.

The young man kept up. He blocked. He dodged. He struck.

His sword bounced off my arms, skin and body like armour. 

The young man leapt backwards. He rolled in the air. He landed elegantly on the ground.

He sucked in the smoke-filled air. He charged. He became a blur.

I blinked. He struck me. Ramming his sword into my chest.

Agony ripped through me. My muscles screamed. The young man twisted the sword.

I whacked him across the face. He dodged. He leapt into the air.

The bastard ripped the sword out. He sucked in more air. He flew at me.

He lashed my chest. He sucked in more air. He struck me again.

I couldn’t understand. He was so quick. So deadly. So skilled.

I swung wildly at the air. Again. Again. Again.

I kicked. Punched. Lashed in all directions.

He dodged all my attacks. He laughed. He backflipped.

I just looked at him. He wasn’t sweating, his breathing was normal and he didn’t have any killer intention. 

It was important. I couldn’t understand how someone could fight me of all people and not have a murderous reaction.

“Who the hell are you?” I asked, clicking my fingers and my body healed itself.

The young man smiled, he clicked his fingers and the intense aroma of oranges, hazelnut and rich vanilla smashed into me.

The healed slashes exploded open, my blood spattered across the floor and I screamed in agony. I laughed. His sword was poisonous. It wasn’t activated until he clicked his fingers. That’s why I couldn’t detect it.

Dark, red rich blood poured out of my slashes and my mouth and I clicked my fingers. My body destroyed the poison.

I forced myself up. The wonderful hints of smoke, burnt flesh and burnt-out homes filled my senses and it smelt so much better than the poison. 

I pointed my talons at him. “I’ll give you a final chance to run away before I kill you,”

The young man made sure his footwork was perfect, his stance was perfect and everything else about him was sheer perfection.

Then I smelt it. My demonic senses activated. The pounding of his heart, the slight cracking of his heart wall and a blood
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