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Hell’s Place has a strange way of twisting fate. A person tries to do good and it kills them. A person tries to do bad and it saves them. 

If only he learnt that a little sooner.

Natt Martin just couldn’t believe it as he finished reading the morning newspaper sitting in his favourite black armchair. He had wanted this morning to be absolutely perfect in his perfectly soft, relaxing armchair with support in all the right places. And because the damn newspaper that was going to be impossible.

There had been yet another bloody disappearance.

Natt rested his head against the bright blood red cushion he had attached to his armchairs years ago. He had really liked how soft and relaxing it was as it cradled his head perfectly.

The sweet aromas of apple tea, vanilla custard pastry and strawberry jam filled his living room. He didn’t bother looking down at the little wooden table next to him as his hand wrapped around the mug of apple tea. 

Everything was meant to be perfect this morning, but even the bright golden sunlight coming in through the massive floor-to-ceiling windows didn’t seem to be making the day better. A person was still missing and Natt just couldn’t take it anymore.

Natt had lived in Hell’s Place for five years now. He had been living here ever since he had come to Kent University and he had really liked it. The rent was amazingly cheap, the small dirty little council houses were actually really good, and the neighbours were weird but nice.

He wasn’t exactly sure why he had never moved away. Maybe it was because he liked the area, maybe it was because he liked Canterbury city centre, or maybe because he somehow knew he was trapped here forever.

Natt shook the silly idea away. 

But in the five years he had lived here, he had read about twenty people disappearing, a few murders and a few other crimes. Natt knew that Hell’s Place wasn’t normal and it was a strange place to live.

He couldn’t deny anymore that Hell’s Place was getting a little out of hand.

Natt sadly got out of his armchair and knocked over his apple tea. He hissed as the boiling hot liquid splashed over his hand and once it touched the floor it splashed over his leg too.

He felt like a kettle had been poured on him.

This seriously wasn’t a perfect morning and Natt just hated that. 

Natt limped over to his floor-to-ceiling windows. He almost smiled at the perfectly normal narrow street outside. Hell’s Place was strange because there was no road outside, that was behind the house, but there was a narrow concrete footpath that led to all the other houses on this street.

No one was outside yet, but Natt admired the bright golden sunlight that covered everything in a nice golden light. Natt didn’t want to admit the strangeness of Hell’s Place because the area was so nice, so weird and so perfect to live in.

Something he was quickly realising was a lie.

He was going to have to fix this problem and he knew the only way to do that was to form a neighbourhood watch. Even though he didn’t really know anyone here, he didn’t have many friends and he wasn’t even sure the other people here could be trusted.

He would have to do this alone.

Over the next month, Natt spent every single spare penny he had on the latest military-grade spy equipment. He had installed cameras all over Hell’s Place and using the TV aerials on top of his house, he had managed to create the perfect network.

Using the various monitors throughout his house he could see every single part of the council estate quickly and effectively. He could see into everyone’s houses, everyone’s car and he could hear every conversation.

He developed a perfect routine that meant he was a master of watching and knowing exactly what was going to happen when.

Natt always got up in the morning and checked the recordings. Then he went to work, checked the cameras in his lunch hour and then he spent his evenings watching them.

He had already stopped two murders, a kidnapping and he had witnessed someone have a “heart attack”. Even though at this point he suspected no one actually died of natural causes in Hell’s Place. Especially because the person who died of the heart attack was so young, so healthy and so perfectly friendly. 

Something else had happened.

And then Penelope Granger turned up.

Natt wrapped his hands round a large mug of apple tea one lunch time on his day off. He had wanted to do a new part of his routine that included a midday walk about the entire council estate to watch for new problems.

He had been sitting in his armchair, enjoying the wonderful warm sunlight warming his skin before everything went dim.

He looked out the window to see a fleet of massive moving trucks pulling up outside. Someone was moving in opposite him and Natt was so excited. There was a new person to explore, investigate and create a file on.

Natt loved reading, printing and developing his case files on everyone in Hell’s Place. It was a perfect little hobby (more like obsession). 

He closed his newly installed blood red blinds a little and he watched the beautiful blond woman get out of one of the moving trucks. Her long, sexy legs were striking and Natt just wanted to know everything about her.

A few hours later, Natt was still watching her. His massive mug of delightfully spiced apple tea was long gone but he didn’t still want to move. 

His knees, joints and back ached in protest of standing up for so long. Natt didn’t care as he watched the very last of the moving trucks drive away and he was surprised the blond woman was just standing there staring at him.

Then Penelope Granger smiled at him and Natt realised he really had to know everything about her.

Over the next month, Natt couldn’t believe how annoying Penelope Granger was. She was beautiful, hot and sexy as hell but she was as paranoid as him it turned out. Natt couldn’t get anyway near the house, she always blocked out her windows and even the sound equipment didn’t want to work.

Her entire house was a dead zone.

Natt just couldn’t understand it. They were friendly neighbours, he had invited her round a few times and the two of them had even fucked twice for the fun of it. 

Still, Natt couldn’t get any real information on her. It seemed like she had a perfect subtle way of dodging, twisting or even avoiding any question he asked entirely. She did it so perfectly that Natt only noticed the fact when she was gone.

He had tried to go into her home multiple times but she had kindly and beautifully rejected him. He knew absolutely nothing about her but that all changed the night he died.

Natt settled into his well-worn black armchair that he was seriously starting to hate at this point. The fabric was so worn that it was uncomfortable and the lumbar support was digging into his back
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