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Darren Smith just sank to his knees, the awfully cold and wet, soft mud by his wife’s grave sending pain through his joints. He wiped a raindrop off his right cheek and he really hoped beautiful, precious Shannon was in a better place now.

The grey, almost black storm clouds overhead rumbled with a soft whisper of thunder, and Darren’s hands formed fists. All he wanted to do was be here at peace, remember his beautiful wife and just enjoy the precious memories of her without it bloody raining.

It always rained in Hell’s Place, and he hated it, just hated it.

Darren touched the rogue granite headstone that he had taken ages trying to pick out. His daughter, Ellie, and son, Adam, had begged him to pick one, and just move on with his life. He shook his head at the thought. He flat out loved his adult children. They were both so clever, so smart and they had their own wonderful families.

Shannon had always been the glue that bound the family together. He wasn’t much of a father, a grandfather or even a person without Shannon by his side.

He was nothing without her.

He traced the engraving of her final message with his old fingers in the icy cold, damp headstone. Shannon Smith, beloved mother, precious wife and most caring person alive.

Shannon probably would have laughed at the message, because she had never liked being praised or people thinking she was special. To her, adopting children, working for charities and sacrificing her evenings for several volunteering projects was just what she loved. She didn’t do it for any greater purpose, only that it made her happy.

But Shannon had always been incredible.

Another loud rumble of thunder roared overhead and Darren placed his palm on the cold, damp grass. Maybe if Shannon was even remotely alive in her coffin, she was reaching up towards him. He smiled at the idea. 

He just wanted her to be happy, and maybe he wanted her to be looking over him, guiding him and telling him that everything would be okay with her.

He doubted it. Shannon was his everything.

“I can see how badly you miss your wife,” a woman said behind him.

Darren looked round, he couldn’t see anyone or anything. The voice had just come out of nowhere.

He stood up, scanned the graveyard and rows upon rows of perfectly neat lines of headstones, and there was no one else about. Darren shook his head. He must have been imagining things.

There wasn’t another person, a bird or cat in the graveyard. Even the massive oak tree in the very centre of the graveyard near the dilapidated church was completely bare and dead.

No leaves, no birds, no signs of life on that massive oak. It was just how he felt without Shannon.

Darren felt a warm hand on his shoulder and the woman’s voice returned. “Losing a loved one is never easy, is it? You haven’t just lost your wife, have you? You’ve lost your best friend, your confidant, the only person who really understands you,”

Darren smiled, turned round and extended his hand towards the young woman standing in front of him.

The young woman smiled with her killer, pearly white grin. Her white blouse, black trousers and high heels made her look all business but there was such kindness radiating from her that he didn’t mind the interruption. 

“You’re right,” Darren said. “My Shannon was my everything. We had our different clubs and volunteering projects but that gave us so much to talk about every night. We loved it,”

The young woman nodded. “I can see how much you loved her. Your eyes, your voice, your entire body lights up whenever you talk about her,”

Darren grinned. This young woman was totally right about everything. She was so wise, so clever and so knowledgeable for someone so young.

“So how about I give you a chance to live forever in those memories?” the young woman asked.

Darren went to take a step back but he didn’t want to stand on Shannon’s grave. He had no idea what the hell the woman was talking about but it wasn’t good, it wasn’t natural and she had to be crazy.

The young woman finally shook his hand and Darren wanted to wash his hands immediately. The woman was warm, too warm to be natural.

“I am Navaeh,” the young woman said, “and I can create Time Loops. A chance for people, loved ones and more to simply spend the rest of their lives together,”

Darren shook his head. This was crazy. Time loops were impossible, it wasn’t natural and Navaeh had to be some kind of demon or whatever.

He had heard the rumours about Hell’s Place. He knew he lived in a former council estate where people got murdered, went missing and other weird and twisted things happened. Thankfully, him and Shannon had always managed to avoid it but he always listened to the rumours.

Damnation, getting murdered or disappearing was not what he wanted to do today.

Navaeh flashed her beautiful grin at him and gestured they walk together. Darren shook his head. He was not leaving Shannon’s grave yet.

“Fine,” Navaeh said. “I’ll be honest and level with you. I have the power to create Time Loops but I have never done it before and you are a man failing to function,”

“No,” Darren said taking a step back and hissing in pain as he stepped on Shannon’s grave. He felt like he was stomping on his wife.

He stepped to one side and another roar of thunder echoed overhead. He really didn’t want to be out here for the thunderstorm. He hadn’t brought a coat.

“When was the last time you cooked for yourself instead of microwaving a meal? When was the last time you showered? When was the last time you left the house before today?” Navaeh asked.

Darren looked away from her. He didn’t have to listen to this, she didn’t know him and she was just a young woman. Darren wiped away a raindrop from his cheeks. She had probably never experienced loss, she was probably nothing and she didn’t know what loss even was.

He did. He knew all the pain, all the agony and how he struggled to function without the love of his life.

“Darren,” Navaeh said taking a few steps closer and touching his shoulders, “I know way more than you think about lost, death and pain. Let me help you,”

He looked into her kind, lifeful eyes and he nodded. 

“What does this involve? What will happen to me and my children?” 

Navaeh nodded like that was the most understandable, amazing and most brilliant question she had ever been asked. Or maybe she simply didn’t know.

“In essence, I can create a small dimension outside of our current timeline with just you and your wife. You get to relive one day again and again forever and you don’t remember this is the 1000th or millionth or second time of living this day,”

Darren smiled as his stomach filled with butterflies. He didn’t need to think about what day he would pick. He wanted to relive his wedding day over and over again because it really
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