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The awful wailing of the perimeter alarm made Marianne Jason frown as she rushed into her little basement lab. The awful wails echoed off the rough log cabin-like walls. Marianne went over to the central wooden bench and started examining her research.

Three small cauldrons bubbled, hissed and popped as they supernaturally floated over three small fires. The twigs burnt and crackled and popped as they tried to give as much energy as possible to the developing potions. 

She just needed them to work now more than anything.

The entire lab smelt of damp, smoke and charred wood. They weren’t ideal conditions for experiments in the slightest but she was hiding, she was always on the run and finally her cloaking spell had failed.

He was here. The mastermind of all her pain, misery and murders was here and she had to escape now.

Yet she had to prefect her potion to escape his control forever. 

She forced herself not to laugh at the stupid thought. Escape. No one ever escaped in Hell’s Place. The strange former council estate where people got murdered, disappeared and other weird and twisted things happened to them every single day without a second thought.

Hell’s Place was alive, always hunting and hungry and everything was a lie. No one escaped and if you actually thought you had, then you were the biggest fool ever.

The potion inside the middle cauldron stopped bubbling, hissing and it simply turned bright crimson. Marianne bit her lower lip. This wasn’t good. The potion shouldn’t be ready yet and it was nowhere near thick enough and she doubted it was powerful enough.

Ever since Edward Hales, the twist lord from the 1800s who owed the land were Hell’s Place was built on, had formed a demonic pact for eternal life as long as he killed. Marianne had studied demonology every day and night, just wanting to find a way to beat Edward.

He deserved to die after all the pain, all the suffering and all the torment he had been causing over the past 200 years. Even more so because he had made her kill her own daughter.

Sweet Bella.

Marianne pushed her daughter’s memory away from her. She picked up the middle cauldron and swirled it round in her hand. All her demonic studies showed the main difference between human and demon physiology was at the cellular level and demon cells were next to impossible to breach.

Human cells were easy to breach with the right poison, the right drug and the right method. Demon cells didn’t have such methods.

She had to change that.

The awful wailing got even louder then they fell silent. The temperature dropped inside the lab and the foul aroma of death filled her senses.

“It’s been a long time Marianne,” Edward said.

Marianne spun round and Edward was standing right behind her. He looked just as young as he always did, no older than 24 years old, and he looked as stunningly attractive as ever. His handsome, youthful face were all lines and angles.

His long black curls framed his pointy face perfectly and his bloodred crimson eyes shone at her. Edward even looked great in his gothic-style three-piece suit that highlighted his fit body perfectly.

He looked so much better than her in her black dress, dirty trainers and pearl necklace that she had ripped off another corpse after devouring her sweet daughter.

Edward looked at the three cauldrons. “You are a fool if you think you can break away from my control. You belong to me. I control your thoughts, your actions and everything else. You are not leaving me,”

Marianne glared at him, she held the cauldron tight to her chest and she smiled.

“Other demons have done it Edward,” Marianne said. “Have you not realised you are not as powerful as you believe,”

Edward took a step back. “No. Impossible. You? You couldn’t have helped those demons,”

“Molly the Bone Grinder,” Marianne said grinning. “She escaped your control. She started killing, harvesting bones and making herself too powerful. That was all me,”

Edward paced round. “Impossible. I would have sensed it.”

“But Molly was still a demon,” Marianne said dipping her hand into her cauldron. “What about Reuben? Your sweet little demon toy. He broke free of you and started killing without your approval. What about the Cherry Tree Demon?”

“Stop,” Edward shouted.

The air crackled, vibrated and popped with magical energy. 

Marianne looked at the other two bubbling cauldrons. They were boiling black, the potion was lumpy and ruined. She had failed. Utterly and completely failed.

She focused on the thick potion in her hand. She didn’t feel anything. It was just hot, thick and gooey like she was holding hot mashed potatoes instead of anything magical.

She had failed. Yet again.

Edward grabbed her throat. Marianne tensed. He lifted her off the floor.

“You think you’re so clever. Why did you save those creatures but not yourself? It seems illogical to me,”

“Because Edward, they were experiments and I wanted you to suffer. You control everything so tightly in Hell’s Place but the more chaos I create, the more freedom I have,”

Edward shook his head. “Impossible. Why can’t I sense your thoughts now?”

Marianne closed her eyes. She tried to sense him out and his connection to her was faint. Normally Edward was like a massive pressure always in the back of her mind feeding her ideas, his will and what he wanted her to achieve. 

Right now he was nothing more than a distant whisper like he was in another universe instead of right in front of her. 

Edward slapped her. Ten of Marianne’s teeth shattered inside her mouth. Blood poured from the wound.

“Don’t think you’re clever. I slaughtered, devoured and tortured all of those escaped demons for pleasure,” Edward said. “You will be no different because you are nothing but a failure,”

Marianne shook her head. She wasn’t a failure. She was clever, kind and good woman. Before she became a demon to save herself from her disease, she taught kids with special educational needs.

All she wanted to do was help people. She wasn’t a failure.

“At least I didn’t murder my entire family,” Edward said smiling.

Marianne’s entire body felt weak, helpless and all her will to live just drained out of her. He wasn’t wrong. After being a demon and even after devouring sweet Bella, she had only wanted to recover her power and strength that her disease had robbed from her.

Consuming human flesh was the best way to do that so she had hunted down all her adult children, her parents and her husband. They were all so tasty and it was only then, after all the joy, all the pleasure and all the immense suffering then she realised how evil she had become.

And it was all because of Edward Hales.

She glared at him. She had to kill him. She had to stop him.

Marianne had to get revenge for her family and all the others Edward had killed for fun.

She looked at the cauldron. It had to be because the potion was being absorbed into her skin and into her bloodstream. The potion was freeing and maybe if the potion was freeing her, it could also kill Edward.

Edward zoomed forward, smashing through
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