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5th May 2026

Canterbury, England

When your boss just appears in front of you whilst you’re talking about future, rather adult plans with your boyfriend over a bowl of French fries, that is hardly a good sign.

I had been hoping me and beautiful Asher, in his cute black t-shirt that highlighted his fit body and black jeans that cupped his lower regions perfectly, could enjoy a light lunch of refreshing tomato and mozzarella salad with a fresh leaf of basil, some amazing vanilla milkshakes and the best bacon fries we had ever had.

It seemed the political world had other ideas.

You see, my name is Ian Black. A superhero in the Democracy, Politics and Elections sector of the world. Normally, it’s my job to stop corruption, protect voters and make sure that the politicians don’t destroy the world. That happens way more often than you think.

Me and my beautiful boyfriend were sitting in our favourite booth with its light brown leather coating, in our favourite coffee shop when my boss, Athena, appeared right next to me. She looked great as always with her long white dress, her even longer brown hair flowed nicely down her back and her killer smile was always on display.

She had never frowned in all the decades I had known her, and thankfully because me and Asher were superheroes, we didn’t look a day over 30.

The rest of the coffee shop was rather busy for a Tuesday lunchtime. Some groups of young university students in their shorts, jeans and t-shirts that made them all look identical had pushed some tables together.

There was a massive group of students in the middle of the coffee shop. They all had their laptops out, massive textbooks that could easily be used as self-defence weapons and they were laughing the entire time. It was one of my favourite things about Canterbury. it was such a young, vibrant and hopeful city that I just loved.

On the edges of the coffee shop there were a handful of smaller groups of elderly couples and middle-aged friends just meeting up for a light lunch. Yet everyone was talking about the local elections happening in just a few days and I had a feeling that was why Athena was here.

Athena clicked her fingers, three large mugs of hot chocolate flowed over from the wooden counter and landed elegantly right in front of us. This had to be bad if Athena was giving us hot chocolate before she had even opened her mouth.

“How bad?” Asher asked, as he played with his rose gold necklace.

Athena wrapped her hands round her hot chocolate, smiled even more and she shrugged.

“Edward Hales needs to be stopped,” she said.

The words felt like bullets, hammers and daggers as they were rammed into my mind. She was insane if she thought we could go against a lord from the 1800s who had formed a demonic pact for eternal life as long as he kept killing people. Edward Hales was the evil mastermind behind Hell’s Place.

The strange former council estate where people got murdered, disappeared and other weird and twisted things happened to innocent people without a second thought. Me and Asher were great superheroes, but Edward Hales was basically an evil god in his own right.

We couldn’t go up against a god.

Asher reached across the table, squeezed my hand lightly and I immediately started to relax as I felt him send some Relaxing superpower into me.

“Edward Hales has sanctioned one of his creations to corrupt the three Councillors that represent Hell’s Place. The Church of Paradise is the sponsor for each councillor,” Athena said.

I held my stomach tight as I feared my lunch was about to come back up. My chest tightened, my stomach churned violently and I willed my body to keep my lunch down. 

The Church of Paradise was an outrageous cult that their so-called Great One William Tyler used to find victims then he killed them and ate them. His twisted idea was they could enter paradise and escape their pain by living within him as he consumed their flesh.

“What else?” Asher asked, clearly not having the same problems I did. I loved how he was always calm under pressure. 

“Whilst two councillors under the Great One’s control are currently on Canterbury City Council, the youngest one is not at the moment. That will change in two days. Once all three Councillors are elected, I fear the Great One’s Blood Power will activate,”

I bit my lower lip. I hated the idea of Blood Powers. It was some kind of demonic magic that could warp reality, make innocent people do insane things and make the world a lot more dangerous.

A lot of theories about the Great One had been created over the years by different superheroes and Gods and Goddesses of different sectors, but the main theory was terrifying. If the Great One ever managed to activate his Blood Power then he could release an energy field that would corrupt everyone and make them worship him without question.

Even if the energy wave only stretched as far as Kent, that was still millions of innocent people who wouldn’t have a choice. They would have to worship and risk being devoured by the Great One without free will.

That was outrageous. Everyone was entitled to free will. It was the bedrock of our democracy. 

And that’s why the Great One had to be stopped.

I took a sip of the delicious, mouthwatering hot chocolate. It was the perfect blend of sweetness, bitterness from the strong chocolate and a nice kick of mint at the end to wake up the taste buds. This coffee shop was brilliant.

“So this is all about stopping the Great One,” I said, “and making sure only democratically elected councillors win the election,”

Athena downed her hot chocolate, nodded and stood up.

“I’ll have everything sent over but you have to stop these three councillors from winning. Millions of lives and their freedom depend on it,”

Before I could say any more Athena disappeared and I just looked at the beautiful man I loved and we both smiled.

This sounded like an impossible case, an impossible mission and millions of lives depended on us.

This was going to be a lot of fun.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2

[image: ]


The Past

This was the night he died.

Over the past year, Councillor Chris Woolfeson had spent every single moment of every single day and night fighting for his constituents in Hell’s Place. He didn’t want anyone else to get murdered, disappear or any other twisted and weird things happen to them.

He was not allowing anyone else to get hurt, like his precious wife, Annalise. No one else was dying on his watch.

His bedroom window smashed.

Chris woke up with a start, he bolted upright and just stared at all the shattered glass just floating in the cold nighttime air all around him. The shards of glass didn’t drop, splatter across his cream carpet or anything else. They simply floated there all around him like the rain droplets had been frozen in time.

An ice-cold chill brushed his cheeks and his topless chest and he shivered. It was the middle of summer, the night wasn’t meant to be this cold and he felt the temperature continue to drop.

He reached down for the black t-shirt on the carpet but the glass shards moved towards him, he stopped and he just watched the white curtains flap in the cold breeze. Clearly Hell’s Place wanted him cold, scared and very much alone.

His phone sat on his oak bedside table. If he was quick he might be able to reach it and activate the panic alarms that sent the private security company to him, but he doubted it was quick enough. He bit his lip. He doubted he could react fast enough to avoid the glass shards from shredding him.

He did not want to die. He had to protect his constituents, protect Hell’s Place and he had to make sure no one else died, like Annalise. That was all he wanted. 

No more death, no more loss of wives, partners and husbands. He wanted everyone to die old in Hell’s Place instead of Hell’s Place murdering them, attacking them or making other horrific things happen every day without a second thought.

A large cloud of bloodred mist that glowed, crackled and pulsed with crimson light flowed in through the shattered bedroom window. The cloud hovered at the end of his bed for a moment and then landed.

A tall, elegant man wearing bloodred robes, holding two golden fans and wearing a bloodred hat like the ones Cardinals wore at high-ranking meetings, just sat on the wooden trunk at the end of his bed. The man grinned at him. 

Chris wanted to vomit at the intense aroma of death, blood and rotting flesh that invaded his senses, but he forced himself not to. The awful taste of bile and sausages and creamy sweet potato mash clawed at the back of his throat as his dinner threatened to come back up.

The man looked round, laughed like a child and nodded at the bedroom like it was a pathetic attempt to live well, happy and Chris was sure this was a demon of Hell’s Place. Even if no one in Canterbury City Council believed him.

Still the glass shards flowed all around him.

“Who are you?” Chris asked really wanting to put his black t-shirt on. It was freezing.

The man laughed like a child. “I am the Great One, the leader of the Church of Paradise and I am here to make you a holy deal,”

Chris tensed, he sat up perfectly straight and he really didn’t like where this was going.

Everyone in Hell’s Place had heard rumours of the Church of Paradise. Some people said it was real and Paradise was within reach, others said the Great One murdered, devoured and consumed your flesh.

A chill ran down Chris’s spine.

“I prefer to keep faith out of politics and the Council,” Chris said as carefully as he could.

The Great One laughed annoyingly like a damn child.

“Oh you poor, poor thing. You must be in so much pain being faithless, without your wife and without any children,” the Great One said like he was actually about to cry.

Chris raised his finger to threaten the Great One, a glass shard sliced it off and warm dark red rich blood squirted onto the bedsheets.

The Great One grabbed the finger, licked it and chomped on it like it was the most delicious snack he had ever tasted.

The sheer pain suddenly hit him as the shock washed away. Pain radiated up his arm, into his chest and Chris hissed in pain.

“Oh no. I’m so, so sorry. You must be in so much pain. Let me help you. Let me take you to Paradise so you can live without pain,”

Chris just glared at the Great One. He wanted to shout, scream and tell the Great One to simply go and die, but he couldn’t.

The Great One stood up, he came over to Chris and the glass shards parted for him like the sea for Moses. Chris stopped hissing. The Great One sat down, gripped Chris’s injured hand with his and smiled weakly.

“I am really sorry that I hurt you. I never want people to be in pain and like you, I want to help people,” the Great One said.

Chris tried to take his hand away but he couldn’t. The Great One’s grip was too strong, too powerful and Chris’s body stopped responding. 

Chris tried to kick, punch and move any part of his body except his head but he couldn’t. He felt a pressure growing against the back of his mind and he heard something inside him.

It could have been a hymn, a song or a priest giving a hateful speech that oddly sounded calming in amongst the chaos of everyday life. It was a song about how hate brings hope, deliverance and it stops the world from burning to the ground.

Chris tried to resist, but he couldn’t.
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5th May 2026

Canterbury, England

After all the paper folders on the three councillors appeared in front of us, me and beautiful Asher grabbed a few massive slabs of cake to go and we went back to our floating office above the greatest city in the South East.

I flat out loved my office, not quite as much as Asher, but fairly close. It allowed me a great 360-degree view of Canterbury. I got to admire Kent University to the North with its impressive forests, woodlands and university buildings. From this height, all the university students looked like tiny ants just going about their lives without a care in the world.

Or just stressing about assignments, lectures and their course readings. I so didn’t miss the readings. Textbooks were just way too dense for me.

I stood close to the edge of the wooden floor as I stared down on Canterbury Cathedral below. The grey roof titles, the sharp pointy spires and the sheer grandeur of it was marvelling. I never missed an opportunity to look down on it.

Asher refused to come close to the edge. As much as he loved me, whenever we came to my floating office, he always sat in the fake leather booth in the middle and he didn’t dare leave it. I could understand why because there wasn’t a railing or anything on the walls.

It really did look like you could just walk or fall or be pushed off the edge
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