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Everyone knows obsessions can turn deadly but that is even more true in Hell’s Place. 

Max Edwards had always loved books. He had loved reading books as a child when his parents were shouting and throwing things, he had loved books when his ex-boyfriend was screaming at him and threatening to hit him and he had loved books when he met the love of his life, Callum. 

He just loved how books could take him to another world where life was perfect, challenging and he got to make so many wonderful friends with different characters of books. It didn’t matter if the book was fantasy, science fiction or romance, he loved them all.

Max had really liked how him and Callum had both met in a massive bookstore in Canterbury during one of their days without any lectures at university. Max was studying biomedical science and Callum was studying Law. Max still wasn’t exactly impressed he had met Callum in a True Crime section on the way to the science fiction section, but Callum was cute.

And he seriously knew a lot about books.

So they had met for coffee and lunch at the bookstore every day before browsing the shelves for an hour, then they were on some dates (and spoke about books even more) before officially dating and loving books almost as much as they loved each other.

Max still missed Callum every single day after the car crash, but he was still going to treasure and adore their little dirty white terrace house in Hell’s Place for as long as possible.

He stood in the living room and just grinned at all the thousands upon thousands of paperback books around him. When Callum had been alive, they had saved all their birthday, Christmas and maintenance loan to get all the supplies they needed to turn their walls into bookshelves. It had been a tough three months of living on beans but it was so worth it.

Then they had both expanded the shelves into other rooms so whenever they went anywhere in the house, they were surrounded by books. And Max loved it. Especially when Callum’s mum had brought them both some really old leather-bound books that smelt wonderfully musty and old.

They were real books.

Over the years Max had kept buying more and more books, turning different rooms into storage rooms and he never stopped after Callum died. In fact, he had gone through all Callum’s True Crime books and sold them so he could get more books for himself.

He loved Callum and still had twenty photo albums (technically books) of their wonderful twenty years together. He treasured those photos every day and he would always treasure them, but he needed to buy books. There wasn’t an hour or minute of the day when Max wasn’t wondering about what book to buy next.

And thanks to the Amazon revolution and independent publishing, there were so many more thousands of amazing writers publishing their books. So he was never ever going to run out of amazing new writers to discover.

His obsession would never ever die.

It was even better when his landlord died and the house couldn’t be sold or renewed for another few years whilst the estate got sorted out. So the letting agency allowed him to keep the house as long as he paid rent, and because the letting agency never came round to check on him. He did something he had always wanted.

Little did he realise this was the thing that would kill him. 

He was going to build a basement.

It took two awfully long months but the crew had managed to dig under the house so he had a basement the size of an Olympic swimming pool. He set about building shelves and piling up more and more books.

He had never really liked the basement door because it was a weird locking one. He didn’t understand why the builders had wanted a lock on the door but they had said it was standard practice. They warned him against not carrying a spare key with him at all times in case the door shut on him because it couldn’t easily be opened from the inside without a key.

He just didn’t understand them and he wasn’t listening because he was thinking about buying a new fantasy series from a new author. 

He had loved the basement.

The basement was warm, humid and stunk of musty books but Max flat out loved it. He often spent his evenings in there reading and he occasionally slept down there. He just loved being surrounded by all of those books.

The people at his biomedical job testing blood samples had asked about the new basement and Max couldn’t recommend it enough. He was fairly sure that his peers thought he was a little odd with his book obsession but he didn’t care. He was happy, great at his job and he had so many books to read.

He was living his best life.

Until one day he was carrying twenty brand-new hardbacks into the basement and the door shut behind him. He heard the massive bang of the door behind him and his heart pounded in his chest. His breathing turned rapid and he panicked.

He even dropped the hardbacks and rushed over to the cold dark door. He banged on it but it wouldn’t open and he didn’t have the key on him. He had never needed it before and then he realised no one else knew where he was.

No one really knew how to get in contact with him, his employer didn’t really know where he lived and he didn’t have many friends who would check up on him. And even if they came to the house would they be able to get past the different levels of books to
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