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All Marianne Jason wanted to do was go back to teaching children with special educational needs, she wanted to walk her cute little poodle down by the river and she wanted to cook her brilliant family a large pot of their favourite chilli. She smiled at the wonderful memories filled with love, laughter and happiness.

Another headache corkscrewed across her forehead that felt like a thousand red-hot needles were being pressed into her brain, a thousand knives were slashing at her cheeks and her entire body felt like it was on fire. It was awful, foul and a terrible way to die.

Marianne forced herself to open her eyes despite the evil pain that radiated through her entire body. Her small black bedroom was still as lifeless as always. At least her lovely daughter Bella had dusted the chest of drawers so they were no longer caked in dust, mould and the chips and slashes of decades of use were on full display.

Marianne had no idea what Bella had tried to do with the dirty white walls but they were even darker than before. They were still covered in mould, blood and other organic material she had coughed and splattered up over the past few years.

Sickness was not nice.

“Morning mum,” Bella said coming in, wearing a beautiful white dress and holding a glass of water.

Marianne looked away from the horrible glass. Drinking had to be one of the worst things imaginable and it was only getting harder as her disease ravaged what was left of her battered body. 

She coughed, splattered and ice-cold hands helped her sit upright. Marianne took the cold glass of water and she forced the evil liquid down her throat. The water felt like glass ripping its way down her throat. 

“Better?” Bella asked smiling. 

“No. I’m never getting better and I really wished you would go and get on with your life instead of putting everything on hold for me,” Marianne said taking Bella’s cold hands in hers.

Bella shrugged. “Nonsense. You’re my mum and Donald, Douglas and Sibson have all gone off and left you. I want to do my part,”

Marianne was about to protest when Bella kissed her on the cheek, the coldness of her lips sent an icy chill up her spine and Bella went out the room.

She rolled her eyes. Bella was off again to make one of her delicious breakfasts. She had no idea what she had done right to get a daughter as brilliant, kind and loving as her. 

“What a lovely daughter you have,” a man said at the bottom of her bed.

Marianne tried to tense, react and jump in fear but she couldn’t. She was too weak. Another headache corkscrewed across her forehead and she repositioned herself to lie down flat.

Despite the dull pain of the headaches, the disease and the rest of her symptoms stabbing her in the brain, she could have sworn the man hadn’t been there a moment ago. 

This might have been Hell’s Place, the strange former council estate where people died, went missing and other weird and twisted things happened every day without a second thought. Yet that all had to be myths and lies, right?

A moment later a young man, barely 24 years old, came into view. Marianne just stared at his gothic-style three-piece suit, his long black curls framed his handsome face perfectly and his bloodred crimson eyes shone at her.

“Your daughter really is something special, isn’t she?” the man asked.

“Who-”

Marianne started coughing. Each cough shook her body. Her throat burned, felt dry and rough and like each cough was going to rip it out of her delicate body.

Edward held her in his arms and she was surprised he was actually warm to the touch. She couldn’t remember the last time she had ever enjoyed being touched by someone else.

“I am Edward Hales,” 

Marianne’s body tensed, pain flooded her entire body and every single fibre of her being was telling her to run. Edward Hales was the landlord from the 1800s who owned the land Hell’s Place was built on. And the same evil bastard who had made a demonic pact for eternal life as long as he kept killing. 

Marianne wanted to scream, shout and cry as loud as she could for help but her throat was too wrecked from the coughing.

“What if I told you, I could heal you? You would never have to be ill again. You would never have to depend on your family. You would never have to live your life in fear of your illness again,”

Marianne just looked at him. As a teacher for a few years before she had gotten too sick to work, she had become good at working out when children were lying. Maybe it was the same with half-demon monsters.

He wasn’t lying. He actually could heal her and she could have a normal life again.

“How?” Marianne asked. “All the doctors, all the professionals and all the spiritual healers say I can’t be helped,”

Edward grinned. “You’ll become a demon. I’ll mix in some of my blood with yours. You will answer to me, but then you will have the freedom to live however you want,”

The delightful hints of crispy bacon, salt and pepper fried eggs and juicy sausages filled the bedroom as Bella continued cooking. It was a brilliant smell and Marianne was so looking forward to breakfast.

“If you become a demon, you can always enjoy Bella’s breakfasts. You won’t die from your sickness, you won’t be bedbound anymore and you won’t have to deal with sickness ever again,”

Marianne forced herself to sit upright. The pain made her body tighten, her stomach tensed and her brain felt like it was getting stabbed a thousand times over.

“Do you promise to heal me?” Marianne asked.

Edward took her warm hands in his own, he smiled at her as tenderly and lovingly as he could and he even kissed her hand for good measure.

“I promise I will heal you,”

Marianne wanted to hug him back, but she was too weak. He was the first person to ever show her this much compassion, kind and maybe even love. She didn’t care that he was Edward Hales, a demon or a monster that killed a lot of people.

He could heal her and that was all she wanted. She had to take the chance no matter what.

“Do it,” Marianne said. “I just want to see my family again. I want to live and I want Bella to live her life without me,”

Edward grinned, he grabbed her throat and chomped into her neck.

Marianne groaned in pleasure as his hot fangs pierced her flesh, a wonderfully warm liquid mixed with her blood and she felt all the disease just painlessly burn away from her.

Edward disappeared. Marianne looked around and she actually felt amazing for the first time in years. She felt heavy like she was really inside her own body for the first time instead of having to disassociate to escape the mind-numbing pain. 

She rubbed her head and no pain corkscrewed across her forehead. Her throat felt smooth and like every single cough wouldn’t rip it out of her and she felt warm and fuzzy inside her chest.

Marianne had no idea what the strange warmth inside her chest was. It couldn’t have been a new symptom, a new disease or anything else because Edward had promised he would cure her. And she wasn’t experiencing anything else.

Bella came into the room with a delicious plate of juicy apple and sage sausages, crispy smoky bacon and perfectly runny eggs. Marianne was so pleased, happy and delighted to see her beautiful adult daughter.

She felt amazing and the warmth inside her chest only grew.

Marianne went to get up, she stood up and immediately collapsed again. She knocked the plate out of Bella’s hand at the same time.

The plate smashed onto the carpet. The runny eggs, bacon and sausages went everywhere. They were ruined and Marianne’s hands formed fists.

She hated that she was still weak. It was useless being cured, healed and beating her disease if she was still weak.

“It’s okay mum,” Bella said picking up the ruined food. “It’s great that you’re feeling better enough to move and stand up. I’ll help you back into bed,”

Marianne’s stomach growled, tighten and she hissed in pain. She was so hungry it felt like a monster was inside her stomach trying to crawl its way out. 

“I need food. Give me the food on the floor,” Marianne said.

“But mum-”

“Just do it,” 

Marianne snatched the sausages, bacon and scraps of eggs from Bella, she chomped on them and she
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