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Ashley Floyd flat out loved the sweet hints of her raspberry shampoo perfectly blended with refreshing shea butter and strawberry as the hot water rained over her body. She smiled to herself. The hot steam covered the cold glass, water droplets formed on the white tiles round her and the sterile white grout hadn’t turned brown, like her last shower.

She made sure the three-finger-wide gap at the end of her sliding shower door still wasn’t too wide, and thankfully it wasn’t. It was the best thing to do in winter when having a shower, because the gap allowed some of the hot steam to escape so it warmed up the bathroom. Reducing the risk of stepping out the shower and shivering as you walked into a wall of coldness.

She always did it and she was never going to stop. The real key was making sure the gap was large enough to allow steam to escape, but not so large that water splashed out the shower.

It was an art form.

Ashley ran her long fingers through her long brown hair and she couldn’t help smiling. She liked the feeling of the hot water flow over her, the steam covered her body and the shower was the only time of day she could take a few moments for herself.

No responsibilities, no panicking about how to find the next job to apply for and no looking after her young brother.

In the shower, she could simply be herself. Something she definitely wanted more of. 

Ashley stuck her head under the delightfully warm hot water, started rinsing her raspberry shampoo and she didn’t stop smiling.

After months of struggling to find a job after completing her Masters in clinical psychology she finally had a job interview. She was going to go there, blow the interview panel away and she was going to get the job of her dreams.

She was finally going to be an assistant psychologist, help improve lives and she would be one step closer towards becoming a fully qualified psychologist. Everyone who had ever doubted her would be completely wrong.

And that was a feeling she would love to have. Her parents, her family and her friends would all be wrong, and that would be a wonderful feeling to treasure.

She grabbed her raspberry conditioner, scrubbed it into her long hair and readjusted the shower head, so the conditioner wouldn’t be washed off for a few minutes. 

She was going to prove her family, her parents and everyone else wrong. Even if it was the last thing she did.

Which was very possible given how she lived in Hell’s Place. The former council estate where people died, disappeared and other weird and twisted things happened every day without a second thought. She didn’t really believe in the rumours but after sweet Megan disappeared two weeks ago, Ashley couldn’t deny it anymore.

She had been friends with Megan for years, they went to university together and now it was like Megan had been completely erased from the face of the Earth.

That was how evil Hell’s Place was, and as soon as Ashley landed an assistant psychologist job, the sooner she could leave this hellscape. 

Ashley shook the silly thoughts away. She grabbed her scrubby, she added her sea salt, shea butter and coconut shower gel and rubbed it over her body. 

The water stopped, the lights went out and the extractor fan died. 

Ashley flat out couldn’t believe this was happening. She had a job interview in a few hours, she still needed to prepare and her entire body was still covered in bubbles from her shower gel.

And there was still tons of conditioner in her hair.

Ashley shivered a little as the cooler air of the bathroom brushed her naked body. She really missed the feeling of the hot water flowing over her. If she went to the interview like this she would probably never get in, the interview panel would never give her the job and she would never be able to escape Hell’s Place.

Everything was too silent.

Ashley closed her eyes, listened and realised there wasn’t a car alarm blaring off in the distance. That wasn’t normal. Whenever their street normally had a power cut, which was extremely rare, a car alarm from her neighbours always went off.

She wasn’t sure why. She had never asked but it was how she always knew the power was back on. 

This meant it couldn’t be a power cut for the neighbourhood or even the street, this was all focused on her home.

And her home alone.

Ashley opened the sliding doors, stepped out and she was so glad only a small shiver ran up her spine. She didn’t think she could deal with stepping out into a wall of cold air.

She grabbed the towel, gingerly wiped the soap bubbles off herself and rolled her eyes. The conditioner in her hair was a problem for later. She still couldn’t understand why the hell there was only a power cut in her house and nowhere else.

After drying herself off as much as she could with her blue fluffy towel, she opened the smooth bathroom door, opened the small wooden cabinet next to it in her narrow hallway and she checked the fuse box. She frowned. The fuses were perfectly okay and she could see all the other electronics were working in the house.

It was only the shower and bathroom, even though the fuses said it all should have been working.

She shivered as a blast of ice-cold air shot at her. The wooden cabinet felt a lot rougher, colder and small ice crystals formed over her skin.

Ashley shot back inside the bathroom. She shivered, wrapped herself in the blue fluffy towel and she rubbed her hands together.

She was so cold, her entire body
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