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Everyone in the former council estate known as Hell’s Place knows that no one gets to escape, no one leaves and people rarely get a happily ever after. Yet sometimes, even that isn’t enough for Hell’s Place.

Thankfully, time is bendable, crazy and just hellishly fun.

Nicola Laker was so excited about finally leaving Hell’s Place, her awful dirty white ranch house and her abusive husband. She brushed one of her long brown curls behind her ears. She was so looking forward to building a new life, meeting new friends and finding something meaningful to do with her life.

She just shook her head at the awful sterile white sofas pushed firmly against each sterile cream wall. The strong, choking aroma of jasmine, orange and lemons from the harsh, almost-industrial grade cleaning chemicals that Barry wanted her to use daily clawed at her throat.

Even the foul taste of lemon tart that formed on her tongue was so artificial from all the chemicals that all she wanted to do was just wash her mouth out with rose-scented soap Even though Barry liked to do that when he was angry.

Nicola shook away the horrible memories. That was why she was leaving, she was going to rebuild her life and she was going to never see Barry ever again.

She was free, even if all her friends said that no one was ever free in Hell’s Place.

Nicola went over to the large marble mantelpiece that Barry had handcrafted for her before they got married. The faint odour of the burnt paper, credit cards and everything else that Barry loved barely managed to force its way through the toxic chemical smell, but at least Barry would struggle for a while. Especially without all the passwords, his laptop and all the other important documents she had burnt this morning.

He deserved to suffer.

Nicola reached down, grabbed the large boiling warm mug of black coffee and she threw it all over the cream carpet. She laughed. It was going to annoy Barry to no end and he would shout, scream and always kick her for making a mess.

It was so worth it.

The cream walls were still clean, the sofas were still perfect and the rest of the house was in amazing condition. It’s what she spent every second of every day cleaning, but she wanted to destroy it all.

There wasn’t time. 

Nicola shook her head at the stupid wedding photo in the centre of the mantel. She was disgusted in herself as much as she hated Barry. She had been drawn in, cut-off from her friends, her family, her life. Just because Barry had liked her and her massive body.

At the time, she supposed she was just glad for any attention and Barry seemed to be the sort of man who didn’t want her to change. 

That proved a lie as soon as they were married and they moved in Hell’s Place far away from her family.

He had forced her to go on extreme diets, barely eat and he had forced her to undergo breast implants. She was so getting them removed as soon as she was free.

Nicola’s phone buzzed and she grinned. The taxi was almost here. She was amazed she had managed to save enough money over the years to afford something as simple as a taxi. 

Barry controlled every transaction, every penny and it felt like if she wanted to spend any money on herself, she needed to give a full-on presentation why she deserved it. Barry normally rejected it and hit her anyway.

Nicola rubbed her cheeks and she hoped beyond hope she had put on enough make-up. She didn’t want to get a thousand questions about why was she bruised, who had hurt her and whether she was safe or not. She hissed in pain a little as she rubbed her bruise a little too hard.

She wanted to go back upstairs to make sure her make-up was still perfect, but she couldn’t. There wasn’t enough time. Barry could be home at any moment, he liked to come home from work just to scare her. And she had to leave as soon as the taxi was here.

She was not being trapped here any second longer.

Nicola’s phone buzzed again twice.

Nicola grinned as the taxi was outside then she frowned. Barry texted saying he was just walking up to the house now.

Her heart exploded into her throat, it pounded in her chest, her entire body felt like it was on fire.

She grabbed her suitcase, rushed towards the door and she opened it. 

Nicola was so excited about finally leaving Hell’s Place, her awful dirty white ranch house and her abusive husband. She brushed one of her long brown curls behind her ears. She was so looking forward to building a new life, meeting new friends and finding something meaningful to do with her life.

“What?” Nicola asked.

She flat out couldn’t understand what the hell was happening. It had only been a second ago that she was going outside to meet the taxi driver and stop her husband coming home and seeing her with a suitcase.

Nicola’s heart pounded in her chest. her breathing turned rapid. Her body felt like it was on fire.

She forced herself to calm down and she realised the sterile white floors were perfectly cleaned to. She hadn’t even thrown the mug of coffee over the floor yet.

She just shook her head at the awful sterile white sofas pushed firmly against each sterile cream wall. The strong, choking aroma of jasmine, orange and lemons from the harsh, almost-industrial grade cleaning chemicals that Barry wanted her to use daily clawed at her throat.

Even the foul taste of lemon tart that formed on her tongue was so artificial from all the chemicals that all she wanted to do was just wash her mouth out with rose-scented soap Even though Barry liked to do that when he was angry.

Nicola shook away the horrible memories. That was why she was leaving, she was going to rebuild her life and she was going to never see Barry ever again.

She was free, even if all her friends said that no one was ever free in Hell’s Place.

“Am I trapped?” Nicola asked. 

She had no idea if her friends were right or wrong now. She wasn’t really sure they could even be called friends, because they were simply people that Barry allowed her to say hello to in the morning and have supervised conversations with.

She couldn’t be trapped, she didn’t want to be trapped and she just wanted to escape. Nicola moved towards her suitcase but she didn’t want to pick it up just yet. She had to wait for the taxi to turn up.

But it was here surely?

As soon as the thought formed in her mind, she knew it wasn’t true. She had somehow travelled back in time and Nicola wanted to scream, kick and smash everything around her but something was stopping her.

Nicola went over to the large marble mantelpiece that Barry had handcrafted for her before they got married. The faint odour of the burnt paper, credit cards and everything else that Barry loved barely managed to force its way through the toxic chemical smell, but at least Barry would struggle for a while. Especially without all the passwords, his laptop and all the other important documents she had burnt this morning.

He deserved to suffer.

Nicola reached down, grabbed the large boiling warm mug of black coffee and she threw it all over the cream carpet. She laughed. It was going to annoy Barry to no end and he would shout, scream and always kick her for making a mess.

It was so worth it.

Making a mess of the carpet was even more satisfying, exhilarating and brilliant as the first time. 

The cream walls were still clean, the sofas were still perfect and the rest of the house was in amazing condition. It’s what she spent every second of every day cleaning, but she wanted to destroy it all.

There wasn’t time. 

Nicola shook her head at the stupid wedding photo in the centre of the mantel. She was disgusted in herself as much as she hated Barry. She had been drawn in, cut-off from her friends, her family, her life. Just because Barry had liked her and her massive body.

At the time, she supposed she was just glad for any attention and Barry seemed to be the sort of man who didn’t want her to change. 

That proved a lie as soon as they were married and they moved in Hell’s Place far away from her family.

He had forced her to go on extreme diets, barely eat and he had forced her to undergo breast implants. She was so getting them removed as soon as she was free.

Nicola’s phone buzzed and she grinned. The taxi was almost here. She was amazed she had managed to save enough money over the years to afford something as simple as a taxi. 

Barry controlled every transaction, every penny and it felt like if she wanted to spend any money on herself, she needed to give a full-on presentation why she deserved it. Barry normally rejected it and hit her anyway.

Nicola rubbed her cheeks and she hoped beyond hope she had put on enough make-up. She didn’t want to get a thousand questions about why was she bruised, who had hurt her and whether she was safe or not. She hissed in pain a little as she rubbed her bruise a little too hard.

She wanted to go back upstairs to make sure her make-up was still perfect, but she couldn’t. There wasn’t enough time. Barry could be home at any moment, he liked to come home from work just to scare her. And she had to leave as soon as the taxi was here.

She was not being trapped here any second longer.

Nicola’s phone buzzed again twice.

Nicola grinned as the taxi was outside then she frowned. Barry texted saying he was just walking up to the house now.

Her heart exploded into her throat, it pounded in her chest, her entire body felt like it was on fire.

She grabbed her suitcase, rushed towards the door and she opened it. 

Nicola was so excited about finally leaving Hell’s Place, her awful dirty white ranch house and her abusive husband. She brushed one of her long brown curls behind her ears. She was so looking forward to building a new life, meeting new friends and finding something meaningful to do with her life.

“What? This cannot be happening” Nicola asked. “No, no, no,”

She flat out couldn’t understand what the hell was happening. She didn’t know how but she felt like this had already happened a few times before. She was certain it had only been a second ago that she was going outside to meet the taxi driver and stop her husband coming home and seeing her with a suitcase.

How many times had she done this? The third? Fourth? Millionth?

Nicola’s heart pounded in her chest. her breathing turned rapid. Her body felt like it was on fire.

Did Barry have something to do with this? Was she safe? Was he going to kill her?

She forced herself to calm down and she realised the sterile white floors were perfectly cleaned to. She hadn’t even thrown the mug of coffee over the floor yet.

“Were they always clean?” Nicola asked herself. 

She wasn’t even sure if talking to herself was normal. Was she going insane? Was she losing the plot or will
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