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She never expected this was the night she would make an offering to the devil incarnate.

Megan Rodgers tightened her long silk black dressing gown round her thin waist as she came up her newly lush carpeted stairs. Her ex-husband (who she refused to call by his actual name) might have protested saying that she was simply wasting their (more like her) money, but she flat out hated the rubbish paper-thin red carpet they had before. 

She refused to walk barefoot in the house because the carpet simply fell apart before. Once she had rushed home from taking their daughter, Abbie, to the hospital and she had marched in. Within  two minutes, long strings of carpet fibres had wrapped itself around her ankles like a hunter’s trap. 

She shook away the memory as, in the dark, she went along the long hallway towards her bedroom at the end. Her sterile white bedroom door was half-open, she didn’t remember leaving it like that, but it didn’t matter.

It was only her and Abbie in the house anyway, so an open door wasn’t the end of the world.

She shivered as a slight draft brushed the back of her neck reminding her of her grandmother’s ghost stories. Maybe she had been too tired lately especially as Abbie’s bedroom door was wide open. 

Something she never left open, and it was one of the reasons why she went to bed in the dark because poor Abbie was so photosensitive at times. 

She flat out loved the spongy feeling of the soft new carpet with its new 1-inch-thick underlay that she had requested herself. It might not have been the most thrilling luxury when her friends were buying themselves holidays to America, Africa and a whole bunch of other exotic locations that she could only dream of, but it was something.

Megan went to the cold silver doorway of Abbie’s bedroom and she was gently touched by a wall of strong toxic cleaning chemicals with subtle undertones of vanilla, lemons and strawberries. Still the toxic cleaning chemicals were way too strong for her liking.

Even though Abbie was 18 years old now, Megan still hated how she needed to be protected as much as she could from the viruses, fungi and bacteria of the world.

Megan admired all the wonderfully framed photos of Abbie as a young kid on the walls of her room before she got really sick. She had always been stunning with her almond-shaped eyes, massive grin and her laugh could make the most depressed person smile even for a moment.

At least she could make her father grin for a few seconds before his icy cold evil frown returned. 

Megan went to look at Abbie sleeping in her small single bed but something, some man was standing over her stroking her cheek. 

Megan gasped. What the hell. She didn’t know what to do. Who was this man? How had he got in here? What?

Megan forced herself to calm down and focus like her therapist had said after the divorce. She focused on the awfully choking bleach scent in the air and the horrible man standing over her daughter. She had to admit the man didn’t look scary or horrible or evil there was actually something rather beautiful about him.

The man who had long blond hair that was so thick, lustrous and stunning as it swept back his long, thin back that Megan really wanted to run a hand through it. And the man’s dark blue suit was expensive and it shone slightly in the moonlight peeking through the opened blinds (something Megan certainly didn’t do herself).

“I must apologise for the intrusion,” the man said his voice calm, collected and careful. “I hope you don’t mind a little moonlight. I’ve always found it rather calming myself,”

Megan forced herself to take a step into the bedroom. The smell of bleach strangely fading into the background and the aromas of vanilla, strawberries and lemons becoming stronger and much, much more pleasant. 

“Who the hell are you?” Megan asked.

The man giggled like a child. “When I was sick as a child myself and I couldn’t go and play outside with my Governor and brother, I stayed up and stared at the moonlight,”

Megan looked round for a weapon, a pen, a pair of scissors. She just wanted something. She was not allowing some creep, some monster to hurt her daughter. No way.

“Are you scared right now?” the man asked turning around.

Megan gasped and she felt her entire body relax at the beautiful sight of the young man. He was about five years younger than her with high cheekbones, bright blood red eyes and an incredible smile. He could have been a model or rockstar in another life.

“What’s wrong with your daughter?”

Megan felt a wave of sadness wash over her. 

“The doctors don’t know,” she said. “They’ve checked for chronic fatigue, autoimmune disease, cancer and everything else. They have no idea what she has,”

The man grinned. “My name is Edward Hales and, tell me Megan Rodgers, what would you do to have your daughter back?”

Megan stood up perfectly straight and she wanted to stumble back into the hallway. Her heart pounded in her chest. He knew her name. He knew about her. He was touching her daughter.

Edward took a step closer and Megan wanted to step away but she couldn’t. Her legs were frozen in place and she wanted to scream and cry out in terror because it was only now she realised who Edward Hales was. He was the so-called demon, mastermind or shadowy force behind Hell’s Place.

She shook away the silly idea. Of course she had heard the rumours of people disappearing, getting murdered and weird things happening all the time in the former council estate known as Hell’s Place. Everyone living here had heard the rumours but they were lies, surely?

This could not be Edward Hales, the landowner from the 1800s who made a demonic pact.

Edward grinned at her. “Everyone always has a different reaction to hearing my name and yours might be the most interesting. The face is emotionless but the eyes, the eyes tell it all,”

Megan looked back at Abbie. She looked so peaceful, so sweet and so vulnerable. She could not let Edward hurt her, because it would hardly surprise her that there was a reason why no human doctor knew what was wrong with Abbie. She had only started getting sick once they had all moved here.

“What do you want?” Megan asked. 

“You must know the rumours, the stories and the tales you neighbours tell each other,” Edward said taking a seat on the bed.

Megan tensed and her entire body shook as Edward touched Abbie’s stomach. She had heard Mrs Potts talk about something years ago but she hadn’t cared about a story from a senile old lady. Now she wished she had listened.

“Please make her well. Please give my baby her life back,” Megan said. “Please don’t let my baby suffer another day longer,”

Edward laughed. “She isn’t suffering, well not really. I must apologise that she cannot walk, cannot move and she is so exhausted every second of every day but she’s dreaming. I give her the most fantastical dreams and nightmares so that is what fatigues her,”

“She is starving to death and dying,” Megan said with more force than she realised she had. 

Edward just glared at her. “I could kill your daughter right now but I want you to make me an offering. Offer me something so personal and I will cure your daughter,”

Megan took a few steps closer and she really looked at Edward. Maybe he was a demon after all, because no one this young and this beautiful could possibly be this evil. She had no idea what offering Edward wanted but it couldn’t be anything good.

Megan took out her smartphone. She went to check her bank balance but she laughed. What demon could possibly want money? She looked round Abbie’s room and there was nothing generally important here that a demon would find useful. 

Everything in Abbie’s room was full of memories. Like photos, a few teddies her husband had brought her before the divorce and a fake gold ring that an ex-boyfriend had given her before he had dumped her for being too sick all the time.

“What?” Megan asked not having a clue what Edward wanted. “Did you want memories?”

Edward grinned and Megan jumped at the sight of his fangs. 

“What sort of memories do you want to give me?” he said grinning and tapping his feet like an excited child. “Do you want to forget your daughter? Do you want to forget your husband? Do you want to
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