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Martin Douglas gripped onto the boiling hot metal door handle of his French patio doors. The sheer heat that rushed into his hand felt like it was on fire, his body tensed and hot sweat rolled down his back. 

He pulled open his patio doors, stepped out into the immense wall of heat and gasped. It was like stepping out into a fire, it was so hot, so dry and his throat felt like a desert. It was almost like the hot air was sucking all the moisture out of him.

Yet everything in the small square garden was perfectly fine. 

The massive hedges that lined the three sides of the garden were thick, strong and lustrous vibrant green leaves poured off every possible space on its thin branches. The hedges were always a great haven for birds, squirrels and he was sure there was a rat or two, but he wasn’t going to confirm that.

He hated rats.

Even now a handful of sparrows, blue tits and sadly a dove or two darted in and out of the hedges like it was a perfectly cool day.

“Daddy!” 

Martin looked at his precious little boy, Matt, in his dirty blue shorts, white t-shirt and little bare feet as he dug in the middle of the garden. There was a cracked red plastic spade next to him, a small mountain of dirt and Matt was still digging with his little hands.

Martin wanted to rush over, tell him to stop and cuddle his little boy tight, because this was Hell’s Place. The strange former council estate where people died, went missing or other weird and twisted things happened every day, but he couldn’t.

He knew exactly why his little boy was digging into the garden, and it was all his fault and he hated himself.

Whenever he had to go to hospital for cancer treatment he simply said to Matt that he was going to a hot spring for the day to feel better. Matt never batted an eyelid, but Martin had found his search history last night.

Matt really wanted to make a hot spring in their back garden so Martin didn’t have to leave him ever again. 

It wasn’t like the cancer treatment was working anymore. He didn’t have long left. Not long to spend with his little boy, not long left to make everything right and not long left to tell his son how much he loved him.

A wave of pain, sickness and dizziness washed over him. Martin forced himself to sit down on the backstep and he hated the rough feeling of the cracked concrete under him. It was always so uncomfortable, so bumpy and lumpy.

Sometimes it probably would have felt nicer to be stabbed in the bum compared to sitting on the step. 

“Daddy,” Matt said rushing over to him, “how big does the hot spring need to be? How big are you? Do we have any eggs?”

Martin laughed. He wiped some horribly warm sweat off his forehead and smiled.

“Why do you want an egg?” 

“Because Daddy, the man said if I dig a hole, plant an egg in there then overnight the egg will grow into a hot spring,”

Martin cocked his head. He had never heard such rubbish in all his life, but he was more concerned about who the hell his little boy was talking to online.

He tried to monitor everything as best he could, but technology was always changing, becoming more complicated and more nightmarish. It was impossible to keep up with everything.

“What man sweetheart?” Martin asked.

Matt pointed behind him. “That man. Your friend. He’s behind you daddy,”

Martin went icy cold, all the boiling hot air around him turned cooler and all the sweat rolled off him. Matt ran off and started digging again and Martin felt someone stand very, very close behind him.

The body warmth of the stranger was alarming, weird and Martin wanted to strike or do something. Another wave of pain, sickness and fatigue washed over him and made him rest his head against the cracked wall of the house.

“Whatever you want to do, just do it but leave Matt alone,” Martin said.

A young man stepped out beside him. Martin was surprised the man was so young, he barely looked 18 years old in his black gothic-style three-piece suit with long black curls, bloodred eyes and a perfectly androgenous face. 

It took Martin a moment but he recognised the man. Not from real life, but from legends, myths and all the various horror stories that every resident of Hell’s Place hears without ever knowing exactly who said what or when.

This was Edward Hales. The evil, twisted landlord from the 1800s who owned the land that Hell’s Place was built on, and the same bastard who made a demonic pact for eternal life. All as long as he kept killing.

“Just leave my child alone,” Martin said, straining every word and coughing.

“Daddy,” Matt said rushing over, hugging his dad and trying to pat his back but his little arms were too small. 

Edward smiled, he knelt down and Matt’s eyes went wide.

“I’ll look after him Matty,” Edward said. “Keep digging and remember to plant your egg,”

Matt nodded, ran over to his hole and started digging like his life depended on it.

“What do you want?” Martin asked. “I know the rumours. I have stage 4 cancer. Why kill me before my time? Are there no more important people to kill?”

Edward laughed like a girl. “That is funny my dear. Normally I have no issues killing the terminally ill because it means more power for me, less pain for you and it means your family can move on sooner,”

Martin bit his lower lip. He couldn’t disagree. If Matt had another parent after his mum left him when he was one years old, then Martin would have considered assisted suicide a long time ago. Anything would have been better than the constant pain, the constant worry in Matt’s eyes whenever he coughed and at least that way Matt could have started healing and processing a lot sooner.

Instead of all his pain, suffering and trauma being prolonged for no good reason.

“Yet,” Edward said, “I’ve been watching Matt for some time now and he’s a good kid. He has never complained, never hated you or the world for your illness and he has showed more resilience than most adults do in their lifetime,”

Martin smiled. “He’s an amazing kid, and I’ll appreciate it if you didn’t watch my child,”

Edward laughed. “It’s nothing personal. I watch everyone. I listen to every word. I know everything about everyone,”

Martin hardly doubted that was any better, but at least it meant Edward was probably telling the truth. After being terminal for a few months now, the hospital still wanting to try a few more experimental treatments and his body still not responding, Martin knew that people rarely lied to dying men.

He doubted demons were too different.

Martin forced himself up. Every muscle felt like it was on fire. The sheer intense wall of heat turned more intense. And still, cute precious Matt kept digging without feeling a single drop of heat.

“What offer are you here to make?” Martin asked. “I know how the rumours work. You make a
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