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In Hell’s Place, the former council estate where people get murdered, disappear and other weird and twisted things happen every day, even the meaning of family becomes twisted.

Nothing and no one is safe in Hell’s Place.

Rick Lee gripped his steak knife so tight his knuckles were ghostly white as he stared at the tiny, dirty white terraced house in front of him. He spat on the cracked concrete driveway with large weeds, tree roots and worms silvering between the cracks.

He just couldn’t understand why anyone, much less the monster that took his younger sister, would want to live in this house. The awful white paint was peeling and flaking off the cracked bricks, the windows were cracked and black mould covered in the curtains inside.

He looked up and down the long, narrow street he was on. The handful of streetlamps flickered as they were dying from neglect, other dirty white houses were also falling away and all lights were off inside the houses. No one was awake.

Even on the cold street, besides the few black, white and light blue cars of makes and models he didn’t know, there was no one else awake. He smiled. No one would be able to stop him, protest or report him to the police.

He was breaking into the house and saving his sister no matter what. 

An icy cold breeze wrapped round Rick as it brushed passed him, but he didn’t shiver, he didn’t react and all he wanted to do was go inside and get his younger sister back.

Abbie was only a year younger than him, but she was smarter, more successful and sportier than he ever could have been. Rick still loved how she had competed at national dance competitions throughout her teenage years and she had won. Then she had given it all up to follow him to university, get her degree in business management and that’s when he had taken her.

Rick went towards the dirty white house. The rough feeling of the roots, cracked concrete and weeds pressed into his trainers. He kept going.

Jake Paulson was a monstrous young man, stalker and abuser. Rick had hated him ever since he first laid eyes on the monster. Jake tried to be cute and perfect with his short blond hair, sapphire blue eyes and fit, seductive body.

Everyone knew the truth though.

He was abandoned, unloved and an orphan that was so obsessed with finding a family that he kidnapped young women (and sometimes men) to become part of his messed-up family. Rick shook his head at the idea. Jake might have controlled his “family” through fear, beatings and emotional manipulation but that wasn’t what family truly was.

Family was about love, respect and protecting each other. Rick gripped the steak knife even tighter. He had always loved how his parents had protected him and his sister from their abusive grandparents, they had given them everything in life and how they moved heaven and earth to provide for them.

Even if it killed them in the end.

That was love, that was family and that was why he was going to get Abbie back.

Some even said Jake had evil powers that allowed him to make others fall asleep, become bewitched by him and other abusive spells, but Rick didn’t really believe that. Not for a moment.

Rick pressed on the dirty black wooden door, it fell open and Rick slipped inside. He raised the knife a little higher. The overwhelming hints of black mould, death and damp punched him in the face as soon as he went inside.

He went down a long narrow corridor. The cream-coloured walls made him want to vomit. The walls were covered in strange pictures of Jake, Abbie and other so-called siblings in weird positions. 

Rick pulled the pictures of Abbie off the walls.

It was clear as day most of the pictures were cut out, photoshopped or just not real. Abbie had never been to the mountains with Jake yet there was a bad photo of them abseiling down a mountain together.

Rick’s stomach twisted into a painful knot. He hated Jake, his twisted mind and Rick had no idea how many people Jake had kidnapped over the years.

He kept going deeper into the house, he went through a small storage room with a table and coats and into a kitchen.

The comforting aroma of freshly baked chicken pot pies with buttery flaky pastry, rich creamy sauce and sweetcorn lingered in the air. Rick licked his lips. Abbie was definitely here. She always cooked chicken pot pies when she was scared. 

He had to get her back.

Rick raised the knife a little higher so he could strike whoever came to stop him. 

The kitchen was completely empty. Black mould covered the cheap chipboard countertops, the oven was covered in damp fat and something sticky made his trainers stick to the floor briefly.

Someone moved upstairs.

Rick grinned. Hopefully Jake was aware that he was here, hopefully he was coming down and hopefully he could kill Jake and save Abbie.

Abbie was the prize. If he couldn’t have her then no one could.

Rick went to the floor-to-ceiling window at the end of the kitchen. There was no escape that way. The long grass flapped in the gentle wind outside, the old fence shook and a train flashed passed.

No one was going to jump over that old fence. Otherwise they would simply be killed by the train.

His victims were trapped, Jake was trapped and Abbie was trapped in the house. He didn’t need to worry.

The lights exploded on. Rick spun around. He pointed the knife forward.

“No!” Abbie shouted. “Jake! Help!”

Rick grinned. Abbie was alive, well and she was so beautiful. Rick jumped up and down on the spot. His beautiful sister looked great in her silky white nightgown, her fluffy slippers and her terrified face.

He went over to her, Abbie shook in terror and Rick hugged her. He grinned. Her body warmth felt so good against his and she still felt as firm and lovely as she always did.

“Get. Away. From. Her,” Jake said firmly.

Jake stood in the kitchen doorway holding a frying pan. His ugly face might have been made from stone, his broad shoulders and rippling muscles were so ugly to look at that Rick just wanted to vomit.

He hated every single thing about Jake.

Rick hugged Abbie tight. He had to protect her. He couldn’t allow Abbie to go back to Jake. He had to save her.

That’s what family did. 

Jake shook his head. “She isn’t your sister, Rick. I’m sorry that your parents are dead and your siblings ran away from you. You cannot force and abuse others,”

Rick laughed. Jake really was the master of delusions, lies and manipulation. No wonder poor Abbie was scared of him. Evil Jake had poured so many lies into her precious head that she believed he was a monster.

As soon as she was back under his control, he fully intended to show her the error of her ways. He was an angel, he was her brother and he was her saviour.

She had to believe in him and no one else.

Rick kissed her soft neck. Abbie screamed. Jake took a few steps back.

Rick pressed the
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