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CHAPTER 1
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No one can really resist the power of Hell’s Place. Once it chooses you as a victim or killer or innocent, there is no escaping your fate. 

“What absolute rubbish, mate,” 

Johnathan Tuff put down his ice-cold pint on their wobbly wooden table and rolled his eyes at what his two best friends, Edward and Lewis, in the entire world could possibly be debating (more like arguing) about now. He had only left them two minutes ago to grab a fresh pint from the very cute woman at the bar and now they were debating something. 

Johnathan sat down on the uncomfortably hard wooden seats. He supposed it was meant to have curves in the wood to help cradle his ass a little more, but the curves had been carved completely wrong. The seat felt like it was stabbing and trying to kill his ass.

A feature that many women said was his best feature.

He had to admit Lewis and Edward looked a lot better in their matching dark blue polo shirts, jeans and black shoes than he did. He had only wanted to pop out for a quiet night round Edward’s house whilst his parents were on a date night, he hadn’t expected to come down to the new pub that had just opened.

He wasn’t really sure he liked it. He was a big fan of British pub culture and he was always pleased when he could write about the sociological importance of the Great British pub in one of his university assignments. Yet this one with its light refreshing wooden tones, bright white walls and lack of stickiness just felt so wrong.

Even the customers were wrong. 

A good pub always had three main types of customers. Young people (and ideally young women in little tight skirts) looking to get drunk on a cheap night out, the middle-aged regulars who didn’t want to go home to their families and the elderly who didn’t have any friends left except the pub.

This pub didn’t have any of those good people. Johnathan looked at a cute woman with long blond hair and beautifully high cheekbones flirting with her boyfriend in a business suit. They were clearly in love but they did not belong in a pub.

And a pub certainly shouldn’t have been serving chips fried in truffle oil. That was way too posh for a real pub, no matter how great the sweet, earthy chips made it smell.

“I’m telling you. Hell’s Place is cursed,” Edward said showing Johnathan and Lewis a newspaper article on his phone. 

Johnathan shook his head and went for his pint but Edward gestured him to say something.

“We need somewhere to live next year,” Johnathan said. “It’s March. A lot of the good houses in Canterbury have already been snatched up. Do you want to live with your parents in Medway next year?”

Johnathan really hoped Edward wouldn’t make this into a big argument. He might have been a physics student but he could argue as much as he wanted.

“No, I don’t,” Edward said tapping the side of his Diet Coke that he had barely touched. “It’s just I don’t want to die either,”

“Mate,” Lewis said, “grow up. Hell’s Place is not haunted and people certainly don’t go missing, get murdered and disappear,”

Edward tapped back to the phone screen.

Johnathan laughed and took a wonderfully refreshing sip of his ice-cold pint. As much as he hated the damn pub for being a fake with its earthy, expensive, posh food. At least they could pour a good pint. 

He just couldn’t understand why Edward was being so silly about Hell’s Place. Sure, everyone at Kent University had heard about the rumours of friends and coursemates disappearing or being murdered if they lived in Hell’s Place.

Yet everyone also knew that it was just a myth developed in the early 70s by the university to explain why students were dropping out. It wasn’t because of their awful teaching in the 70s, it was because of the so-called murders in Hell’s Place.

It was rubbish of course but clearly the myth continues to be stronger than ever.

“Why don’t we just live on campus again?” Edward asked.

“You lived with your parents a 40-minute drive away mate,” Lewis said whilst trying to get the attention of a young woman with long brown hair who had just walked in.

Edward kicked him. “Yeah, and I would prefer living with my parents than Hell’s Place. You two lived on campus, what’s wrong with that?”

Johnathan took another sip of his refreshing pint. He didn’t really mind living on campus. It meant he was close to all his classes, he could go to the university nightclub whenever he wanted and he could bring a girl back to his bedroom whenever he wanted.

But campus accommodation was expensive as hell, and his parents weren’t paying for him a second year. 

He needed to move off-campus. He didn’t have much of a choice and Hell’s Place had stupidly cheap rent.

“Please,” Johnathan said to Edward, “let’s grab one of these houses whilst we can. I need somewhere cheap to live, Lewis needs somewhere to bring girls back to and, don’t you want to be closer to Jack?”

Edward grinned at the mention of his boyfriend. Johnathan really liked that Edward was in a loving, happy and caring relationship. Jack wasn’t a bad guy either and he cared about Edward as much as he did. 

Edward looked back at his phone and frowned. “I just don’t want to die,” 

Johnathan shook his head and finished his beer whilst Lewis called up the rental company. 

“You aren’t going to die,” Johnathan said. “I would never let anything bad happen to you,”

Little did any of them realise their fate was now sealed. 
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After a brilliant summer filled with more laughter, holidays and fun with cute girls than he wanted to admit, Johnathan placed a heavy plastic box on the wobbly dining table of his brand-new place. The pots and pans inside crackled and banged against each other as he placed them down.

His mum in her casual jeans and a light blouse came crashing through the little doorway with another box, and he had to admit the living room was really nice.

This was the first time he had actually seen the new house in Hell’s Place. From the outside, it was an ugly little terraced house with dirty white paint that was starting to chip and peel off the cracked brickwork. He was almost ashamed to live here but the rent was stupidly cheap and his parents hadn’t raised him to be a snob.

Unless, it was about a pub then he would always be a proud snob.

The living and dining room itself was thankfully an open concept design. There was a slight slope in the fake hardwood floor as the two rooms connected and the ugly textured green sofas were a little in-your-face for his liking, but he hoped beyond hope after a while he wouldn’t notice them as much.

He doubted it.

Johnathan went over to the naked woman painting on the textured walls with two strips of wallpaper falling off, and the woman certainly had good proportions. He could see him and Lewis having a few laughs about the painting from time to time, and Edward would probably just sit awkwardly in the corner.

Johnathan wasn’t sure how living with Edward would work out. As much as he loved Edward as a friend, he wasn’t sure how he would cope if him and Lewis constantly brought back girls for some late-night fun. 

He was a light sleeper for starters. 

“What an awful painting,” his mum said. 

Johnathan laughed and hugged his mum as his father in a black tracksuit brought in his final plastic box filled with his clothes. He hadn’t really brought that much but his old campus flat had been tiny so he didn’t own a lot. 

“Oh, that’s so sweet of your landlord,” his mum said.

Johnathan looked round to see his mum going into the small galley kitchen with its stainless-steel countertops and sink. There was a bright blue plate of three chocolate ginger biscuits on a plate. 

He grabbed one before his mum could and the biscuits were so soft, perfect and crumbly in his hand. The strong aromas of chocolate and ginger were so intense that his mouth watered.

The biscuit tasted brilliant. The strong dark chocolatey notes mixed perfectly with the slightly sweet and spicy hints of the ground and stem ginger. It was like a wonderful explosion of flavour on the tongue that melted into buttery deliciousness.

Before he could even think he devoured the last two biscuits before his parents could even think about getting one. The sweetness, the chocolate and the fiery ginger was just sensational. 

“I wanted one honey,” his mum said giving him another hug.

Johnathan laughed. Then he realised he hadn’t actually thought or wanted to have a second biscuit. It was like he had picked them up and eaten them but he hadn’t wanted to. He wasn’t actually sure how the biscuits had ended up in his mouth, but he was glad they had. They were amazing.

Johnathan hugged his mum tight and enjoyed the sweet rose scent of her perfume, he shook his dad’s hand and they left him. He didn’t really want them to go because they were his parents, he loved them and now he wouldn’t see them until Christmas.

Yet they had already had a great day together, a nice meal and they had tried a few pubs in Canterbury. Thankfully, they were all real pubs and no fakes like the one on campus a few months ago.

He looked round and over the three plastic boxes. There was something a little sad about your whole life being able to be boxed up neatly without any arguments or panic about where to put x, y and z.

Johnathan shrugged, took the box with his kitchen stuff into the kitchen and grabbed the first chipboard cupboard he could see. 

There were three more biscuits on the bright blue plate.

Johnathan was sure he had finished all of them. His mum wouldn’t have said she wanted one if there were still some there. Was he so stressed and worried about the new academic year that he wasn’t concentrating?

He shook away the silly thought. This year was going to be great fun. He was living with his two best friends, he was going to be continuing with sociology (a subject he loved) and he was going to have his own bedroom to bring cute girls back too.

And most importantly, he could go to the pub whenever he wanted now he wasn’t living at home again like he had over summer.

He was living his best life.

Johnathan blinked and he found a half-eaten cookie in his hand and then bright white light filled his vision.

And a thousand images filled his mind.
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If only Johnathan had paid attention to this vision, everything he experienced over the next few weeks might not have happened. 

He doomed himself. 

***
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Whilst it is true that Hell’s Place likes to make people disappear, do crazy things and kill people, there are sometimes when Hell’s Place does something a lot, lot weirder. Sometimes Hell’s Place actually wants to save someone so they never fall victim to one of its many schemes.

This young man was one of those people.

Adrian Price was so excited to be spending his first night in his brand-new small, cramped terrace house in Hell’s Place. In two months, he would be starting his second year at Kent University and he would finally be able to bring hot guys back to his house without any risk of parents finding out. He would finally be an adult, experience love and just be whoever he wanted to be.

Adrian sat on the bright orange sofa that was seriously ugly and he didn’t actually like it. It made him feel like he was sitting on an orange or something, and his back felt like it was being stabbed from behind. He was definitely going to have to get some pillows or do something to the sofa.

He loved the house, he loved how cheap the rent was and he loved how close it was to Kent University but he couldn’t spend a year or two like this. He didn’t want his back to be shot up whilst he was so young.

Adrian was glad the rest of the living room was better. He had already moved the small chipboard coffee table away from the bright white wall over to the middle, so it was on top of the duck blue rug. 

At first Adrian wasn’t that sure about the rug but as he sat there, he couldn’t deny that it was cute and it really did help to bring the room together. And it almost made the room come alive, and even the odd wall art of so-called famous people looked okay.

Adrian had no idea who the two portraits belonged to, but the young man looked cute. He had long wavy blond hair, a fit body and he looked great in his suit. Adrian didn’t know a thing about paintings but he was impressed an artist could capture such details on a mere canvas.

Even the woman looked really nice and life-like. Her long, perfectly straight brown hair was impressive, her yellow dress was a little ugly but it was her eyes that Adrian couldn’t bear to look at. He felt like her eyes were burrowing into his soul.

Adrian picked up his phone and smiled at the messages from his friends about their house, and the house party they were having on the other side of Canterbury. He had wanted to live with George, Lucy and Callum because it would have been great fun. But Adrian loved Hell’s Place and he wanted a really small house to himself for a while until his three housemates moved in.

He didn’t exactly know them too well but that was how university house-sharing worked. You found random people you liked enough to move in with and then you made it work.

Adrian laughed again when Callum privately texted him and stressed how much he wanted Adrian to live with them. And how there was still a room free right next to his. 

Adrian was about to text back that he was perfectly happy living in Hell’s Place when someone knocked on the front door.

He had no idea who it would be so he went through the hallway, opened the icy cold wooden door. Only to see no one was standing outside in the perfectly warm summer evening.

Adrian shrugged and went back into the living room and he jumped when he saw Leave Now written in blood on the bright white wall opposite the sofa.

Adrian looked around but he couldn’t see anyone there. He couldn’t hear anything but he did notice the odd smell of paint filling the air. His mother had loved painting naked men and she would hit him for staring “just a second too long”.

He knew the smell of paint and it was getting stronger and stronger with each passing moment.

Adrian shrugged and sat back down on the awfully uncomfortable sofa. 

His hand turned wet, so Adrian lifted up his hand and frowned. It was covered in blood red paint but he couldn’t see any on the sofa.

Adrian stood up and wiped his hand on his jeans but the paint wasn’t moving. It was getting worse and thicker and thicker.

“What the hell?” Adrian asked.

Adrian took a deep breath of the paint-scented room and he tried to ground himself in the moment, just like how his therapist had taught him to deal with his child abuse and trauma.

He focused on the ugly bright orange sofas. They were still there and they were just as lumpy and uncomfortable as before, nothing had really changed there. The little chipboard coffee table was still as cheap and rather bad as before and the duck blue rug was still really cute.

The intense white walls were only changed by the blood red writing, and the paintings... were empty. Only their frames remained.
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Adrian’s heart pounded in his chest. His breathing turned rapid. Sweat poured off his brow.

He had no idea where the people in the paintings had gone and then the smell of paint got choking. 

Adrian gagged on the choking aroma just before a man’s hand covered his mouth.

The woman appeared in front of him. She punched him in the stomach again and again.

The man threw him against the ugly orange sofas and then Adrian blinked and they were gone. The man and the woman were back in the paintings just as they were before he had opened the door.

Adrian hated the feeling of the sofa stabbing him in the back as he sat upright and noticed there was fresh blood red writing on the coffee table. 

Leave Now. 

Adrian flat out couldn’t understand why the hell this house wanted him gone. He was a good man, a good kind person and he was just wanted to live for the first time in his life. After having a mental breakdown in his first year at university because of his child abuse and trauma and getting professional help for it, he was finally able to live his own life.

He was going to study hard and play even harder this year. He was going to say yes to all the opportunities he had been too scared, too isolated and too much in fear for his life to do. Adrian was determined to live life to the fullest.

“And that is why you have to leave,” a man said.

Adrian looked around and there was no one there, but he had a feeling it was the man in the painting talking to him.

“Can you read my thoughts?” Adrian asked.

Maybe a better way to test that would have been to think the words, but Adrian just wanted answers now. He wasn’t kidding around anymore not after everything he had been through.

“Yeah, Hell’s Place has a funny ability to do that, but you have to leave now. You have to go and live your life somewhere else, because Hell’s Place will kill you in the end,”

Adrian’s blood ran icy cold as he realised all the myths, rumours and threats about Hell’s  Place were actually true. He had thought all the rumours about the murders, the disappearances and the weird stuff that happened here were just that, rumours.

They were real, they were very real and Adrian didn’t want to become part of the evil legacy.

“Why can’t you just leave me alone?” Adrian asked.

A woman’s laughter echoed around the entire house. 

“Because,” she said, “Hell’s Place doesn’t leave anyone alone. Hell’s Place loves to play with everyone because that’s fun. We like to play with humans like toys, but sometimes even we like to spare people,”

Adrian had no idea what was happening, not really. He didn’t think he had drunk or eaten anything weird today and he never did drugs. He wasn’t even tired, so he had no idea why this was happening.

But he did want to live and he didn’t even really want to live with his three other housemates anyway.

He would have much preferred to live with George, Lucy and Callum anyway. Especially with Callum probably having a thing for him anyway, something Adrian seriously wouldn’t have objected to if he truly thought about it.

Callum was hot, kind and perfect boyfriend material.

Adrian stood up. “Thank you. Give me an hour to pack up,”

The woman’s laughter echoed around the house again and Adrian went perfectly stiff as he saw five plastic boxes of all his stuff already in front of him. Even the cute duck blue rug was boxed up for him.

“Put this in my car for me?” Adrian asked joking.

The woman laughed a final time and the plastic boxes were gone. 

Adrian was never going to tell anyone about this, but he was so looking forward to living with his friends and finally living the life he had always wanted, deserved and hoped beyond hope he would be alive long enough to see.

Six months later Adrian read in the local paper that his three would-be housemates in Hell’s Place had all been murdered in their sleep. The police had no idea who had done it. There was no evidence, no witnesses, no nothing.

Adrian was tempted to come forward with information but he knew no one would believe him. No one would believe a council estate itself would or could kill people, and as he threw the paper in the bin, he went over and kissed beautiful Callum on the lips.

He had a good life now filled with laughter, love and passion. Something he had always wanted and for some reason Hell’s Place had spared him.

Something he would always, always be grateful for.
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As the last wonderfully delicious bite of the strong bitter chocolate and slightly sweet, spicy ginger dissolved into buttery deliciousness on his tongue, Johnathan’s eyes just widened. He was still standing in his small galley kitchen with chipboard cupboards and stainless-steel countertops and sink, but something had just happened.

He looked at the bright blue plate that was completely empty of biscuits. A small part of him wanted to feel the soft, irresistibly crumbly biscuits in his fingers again and he wanted more of that chocolate flavour, but there were no more.

He shook away the temptation. He couldn’t have any more biscuits. What the hell even was that craziness?

Were the biscuits laced with something? Maybe the landlord had tried to drug them, poison them or simply scare them into believing the rumours about Hell’s Place were true. It was such rubbish.

He knelt down onto the ice-cold wooden flooring and he took out a pot to put in the cupboard. He certainly wasn’t going to tell Edward about whatever the hell had just happened, he would freak. He might want to come out of the tenancy agreement.

The very idea made him shiver. He couldn’t afford for the tenancy agreement to fall apart, because there was no way he could afford to pay for his own rent and half of Edward’s too. It was what the agreement said would happen if one of them bailed out.

As much as he didn’t want to admit it, his parents not having enough money to support him this year, he really needed to live within his limits. He couldn’t afford Edward dropping out, so he wouldn’t tell Edward what had happened no matter what.

And he was not letting the other two anywhere near those crazy biscuits. 

He put a few more pots and pans into his cupboard and threw the bright blue plate into the bin. As long as the plate was gone then he wouldn’t have to deal with the irresistibly rich and bitter and spicy biscuits. 

“Hey mate,” Lewis said crashing through the door. 

Johnathan really wanted to have that front door looked at. There had to be something making the lock get stuck so someone needed to basically bash it down to get in. 

Lewis threw his rucksack onto the bright green sofas and jumped onto it like he owned it. 

“You alright mate?” Lewis asked. “You seem a little scared,”

Johnathan forced himself to smile. He was fine. He was fine. He was fine. 

He shook a little as he realised he actually wasn’t, and he really wanted to tell someone about the craziness of whatever vision he had just had. It was insane the idea that Hell’s Place was alive and it could save or kill people.

It had to be a lie and the landlord had definitely drugged those biscuits. He was never eating them ever again.

“Just a long drive,” Johnathan said, “and you know, it’s always a shame leaving my parents,”

Lewis shrugged. “If you say so, I’m glad to get away from mine. They never let me go out late, they never let me have girls over and they are so dull,”

Lewis put his dirty trainers on the sofa and Johnathan pushed them off.

“No,” Johnathan said, “your parents simply know you will always come home drunk, you will fuck anything that moves and you make way too much noise when you come home,”

“Ha,” Lewis said. “Yeah, you’re right. And you have to live with me for an entire year,”

Johnathan laughed and went back into the kitchen and he froze at the sight of the bright blue plate back on the side where it belonged. 

“Excuse me,” Lewis said.

Johnathan stepped to one side and he hadn’t even realised that Lewis had moved. Maybe he really was tired from the long drive, maybe he had never thrown the plate away and maybe he had been frozen whilst Lewis moved to get into the kitchen.

“Wow, mate. These are some good-sized fridges. I’ll make some food and become better at impressing girls for sure,” Lewis said.

Johnathan nodded as he threw the plate away again and he saw the plate already in there. Now there were two plates in the bin and he was hoping beyond hope that there would be no more drugged biscuits to give him visions.

Little did he realise the weirdness was only just beginning. 
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Of all the different racing video games, Johnathan couldn’t deny that Mario Kart 8 was the best and he flat out loved that Edward had brought his Nintendo Switch with him. 

There was just nothing like the silly music of the Coconut Mall track, the craziness of going constantly between 2nd and 12th in the blink of an eye because of your friends launching tons of red shells at you, and Johnathan’s personal pet hate. You were in 1st place for the first two laps but as soon as the third lap started something went wrong and you lost the race because of a minor mistake.

After a few hours of playing through all the basic tracks and exploring the city ones that Edward had access to through the expansion pack. The house was definitely starting to grow on him, Johnathan just wished the damn bright green sofas would become less awful.

He supposed they were soft and supportive in all the right places. And he could sort of imagine them being alright enough to make out with a girl on.

Lewis had told him and Edward over pizza that he had already activated all his dating and hookups profiles again. He was looking forward to “getting back at it” after having the summer off because of his parents. Johnathan was surprised Lewis had such a high sex drive.

If Lewis put a fraction of the energy he put into women and sex into his degree, Johnathan was sure he’d be the smartest man alive. He doubted that was going to happen anytime soon though.

The great aroma of warm pepperoni and melted cheese from the still-warm meat feast pizza with an incredibly flavourful tomato and basil sauce filled the living room. Johnathan was glad Edward was relaxed as he did a solo track as Mario and finished 1st.

A few hours ago when he had first arrived, Edward had been so nervous, so unsure and he screamed when Lewis jumped out at him. Lewis was evil like that at times. Edward was probably still scared about the curse of Hell’s Place.

Johnathan bit his lower lip. He couldn’t really blame him and a small part of him wanted to tell Edward about the blue plate, the biscuits and the vision. He couldn’t. He couldn’t do it. What if Edward left because of it?

There was no way in hell that he could afford the rent if Edward left, and honestly, he didn’t want to be in the house alone with sex-obsessed Lewis. That would be hellish.

“Want to play again?” Edward asked with a massive grin.

Johnathan laughed and nodded. He stole Lewis’s favourite character and pressed down the accelerate button as the countdown started. Edward looked like a little kid at Christmas.

This was probably the most relaxed he had seen Edward for months, maybe since last year. He bit his lower lip a little harder, because it was true. Edward had always been a little tense, anxious and stressed.

He wasn’t sure why.

In fact, there was a lot about Edward’s life he didn’t really know about. Whenever they were together, they spoke about video games, pubs and their courses. He knew Edward had lived with his parents but Edward had always tried to make sure he never met them.

He shook away the thought. He was sure he was just overreacting because of the weird-ass vision and drugged biscuits earlier. Edward was fine and he was happy that was what mattered.

“Watch out mate,” Lewis said laughing as he redshelled Edward and he dropped four places.

Johnathan turned a corner and he went up a place for a second before he fell off into the lava.

He rolled his eyes. His younger sister Chloe had loved Mario Kart as a kid and he used to beat her tons. It was a shame he had lost the skill over the years.

A few hours later after more tracks and crashes and races than he wanted to admit, Johnathan hugged his best friends and went upstairs to bed. 

Lewis made a joke about how he was going to have sex before the end of the night and Johnathan put in his earplugs. He wanted to dissolve into silence and just put the craziness of the blue plate and vision well and truly behind him.

Unfortunately for him that was not how Hell’s Place worked.
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Becky Johnson carefully placed the cold, perfect, wonderfully smooth stone back on her bedside table right before she went to sleep. She stared at the wonderful stone that sat right next to another stone that was exactly the same. Both stones were milky white, pure and the greatest days of her life.

Becky enjoyed listening to the calm, relaxing snoring of her second husband as he lay in bed next to her. Of course, he was taking up all the room in the bed yet again, but it would all be over soon.

She really liked how the small slivers of bright yellow light from the Hell’s Place street lights came in through their broken bedroom window. Becky’s large bedroom might have been pitch-black (exactly how she had designed it) but she liked seeing the slivers of light illuminate her precious stones. 

The sweet hints of lilies, roses and lavender filled the entire bedroom. It was the least that Becky could do given what was going to happen, and she did love that rich, sweet concoction of flowers. 

Becky reached out and gently stroked the first stone she had ever gotten. She smiled as she remembered that perfectly warm, toasty day in early spring when she was a child.

Her and her big brother had been playing in a small stream near their house. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky, they had been splashing and laughing and Becky had loved every single second of that day.

Becky still remembered the sheer softness of the mud under her feet as she climbed the gently sloping sides of the bank. The air was damp, refreshing and had a strange sweetness to it like a neighbour had been cutting their grass lately.

Then her brother had been chasing her through the stream and he had fallen over. Becky had raced over to make sure he was okay and he had found the perfectly smooth white stone for her. 

She had loved it ever since.

It was even better when their mother had disappeared. At least that was what Becky’s dad had said as he covered his cheek, but Becky knew he was lying because she had seen exactly what had happened.

And all of them were way, way happier now.

Becky’s husband snored even louder, making her jump a little. She just rolled her eyes and she gently stroked the second stone that thankfully didn’t have any hints of blood on it. She had had to scrub that perfect stone so much to get the blood out of it but it was okay again.

Becky had never intended to kill Francis, her first husband, but he had left her little choice. 

She smiled and kept stroking the perfect second stone as she remembered how hot, sexy and insanely fit Francis was when they had first met. They had been at a club at Kent University, it had been loud, hot and sweaty. 

Becky had been about to leave but Francis had come over and brought her a drink. She had been so captivated with his good looks, deep manly voice and he was a sex god in the bedroom. And it was even better than he seriously cared about her.

She had believed wholeheartedly that he was the one, and Becky was fairly sure he would have still been the one if he hadn’t made three fatal mistakes. 

Becky still couldn’t believe Francis had been stupid enough to buy a stupidly cheap terraced house in Hell’s Place only five minutes away from Kent University after they had already graduated. She had wanted to go traveling, see the world and enjoy what the UK had to offer. She didn’t want to be stuck in Canterbury anymore.

His second mistake had been spending all his money on beer, cigars and cocaine. She didn’t mind all that too much because if Francis wanted to be an idiot then she would let him. But it was down to her to pay all the bills so she never ever went on holiday.

Or she couldn’t buy anything except the essential range at the supermarket. She hadn’t done four years at university to live like this.

Then his third and final mistake Becky still laughed about at times. One night Francis had parted ways with his coke supplier so he had been angry, rageful and he had shouted and screamed at her. Apparently the idiot believed she should have done even more for him. 

Becky hadn’t had the heart to tell him they were only two weeks away from defaulting on their mortgage in Hell’s Place. Something that was a feat in itself given how cheap the evil place was.

So when Francis had turned around to grab yet another beer she had picked up the perfect stone, something he had found for her two days before on their rare date night. And she whacked him.

The stone smashed the back of his head and he went down. 

Becky laughed and crawled on top of that ugly, fat body and she placed a food waste bag over his head. And she smashed it again and again and again with her bare hands.

There was no reason to endanger the precious stone even more. The stone had done its divine job so now she had to do the rest.

After a few minutes, she was fairly sure that Francis was dead so she picked up the body and drove to her dad’s house. She parked on the driveway because her dad was in Spain, and she carried Francis for an hour as she went towards the riverbank.

Then she buried him right next to where she had buried her mother. Her mother had abused, beaten and almost killed her Dad and Becky was never going to allow that to stand.

So Becky had killed her mother with the first stone. All to save her Dad.

After returning home, Becky had washed the stone, cleaned up everything and played the grieving wife to the letter. The police checked on her again and again and Becky laughed these days when she thought about the cops crying because they had failed to find her husband or his killer.

They were fools.

Her second husband snored so hard that it shook the bed and Becky stopped stroking the perfect precious second stone for a moment. 

And she reached down to the floor, reached under the bed and pulled out a third perfect, beautiful stone. She loved her second husband for finding such a wonderful stone for her that was as smooth and cute as the other two.

He had brought it for her as a gift and she had given him an amazing afternoon, evening and night as a thank you. She was going to miss the sex but the stone was calling, the stone was wanting another victim and she couldn’t say no to her precious, perfect stones.

Her stones were her everything. Her stones never abused her or her loved ones, her stones didn’t betray her and her stones never snored constantly throughout the night.

Her stones were perfect.

And Hell’s Place always had to have more victims. 
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CHAPTER 8
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Johnathan’s eyes exploded open. His heart pounded. His breathing rapid.

Was he safe? Where was he? Were there any stones under his bed?

Johnathan forced himself up and he pressed his back against the cold poster of his favourite actress as he sat up. He forced his breathing to calm down as he took slow, long deep breaths of the slightly stale air. The taste of sweat lingered on his lips and he wiped the cold sweat off his forehead.

He really had no idea what the hell was in that dream or vision, or why the hell it had happened.

He flicked the light switch next to his bedroom and it still felt so strange to wake up in a bed that wasn’t his own. He was almost expecting the “real” owner of the bed to walk in at any moment and be angry with him for being here. It had taken him a week to get rid of the same feeling when he lived on campus last year.

The white clinical light was way too bright for his liking. He was so going to have to buy another light bulb tomorrow, and he really needed to unpack. His three plastic boxes with his bedroom stuff and clothes were tucked away in one corner of his small bedroom and it just didn’t look like his bedroom.

He wanted to put up some posters, some artwork and setup his gaming laptop when he got a second. It might not have been as good as a gaming PC because of the thermal throttling but now he had the space, he might get a gaming PC.

Johnathan shook away the thought. It was way too early in the morning for thinking about gaming, but that dream was insane. Was it actually possible for someone to store stones related to each husband they had killed?

He was about to reach under his bed before he remembered his bed didn’t have storage underneath. It was impossible to store stones underneath. 

“You okay?” Edward asked knocking gently on the door.

He rolled his eyes. Edward was the last person he wanted to see right now. It might have been three o’clock in the morning but he couldn’t tell Edward about the vision. He would freak and panic and... he just couldn’t.

“Yeah. I’m okay,” Johnathan said.

“I thought I heard you scream,”

That couldn’t be right. Johnathan hadn’t screamed, had he? He was certain he hadn’t screamed a day in his life, or at least since he was a baby. He didn’t scream.

“No, I didn’t scream. Get some sleep. Class starts tomorrow and you don’t want to be tired for Jack, do you?”

“You’re a good friend,” Edward said then a moment later his bedroom door clicked shut.

Johnathan tried lying back in his bed but everything felt so wrong and alien to him now. He could have sworn his bed was comfortable a moment ago. Now it felt all lumpy and like there were little ants crawling under him.

He pressed the bedsheet and there were no ants. He had no idea how much the drive had tired him out but this was insane. First the bright blue plate, then the visions and now he was imagining ants crawling under his bed.

Was he going insane or was he deluded? 

Johnathan bit his lower lip and forced himself to go back to sleep. Once he had a good night’s sleep, he was sure everything would be okay.

There would be no more visions, no more weird things and no more drama.

Meanwhile in the depths of whatever Hell ruled over Hell’s Place, a person laughed manically at that utterly stupid suggestion. And the person was going to have a hell of a lot of fun playing and tormenting and traumatising old little Johnathan.

Let the next vision begin.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 9
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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
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