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“Why are you doing this?” 

Navaeh just ignored the elderly man’s final words as she released his body and he disappeared. She just smiled to herself because he was in a better place now. Instead of being sick, dying and in God’s waiting room, he could live his wedding day over and over with his long-dead wife.

He could see her again forever and he could be happy every moment of his life, stuck in a time loop without even realising it.

Navaeh went up the long, wide street with plenty of dirty white terraced houses lining it. Most of the little houses had cracked windows, dirty white paint jobs and large streaks of paint peeling off the walls, just for so many people Hell’s Place was home.

Navaeh ran her hands across the dirty red, blue and black cars of various makes and models that stood proudly outside their owners’ homes. As if there was anything to be proud of in Hell’s Place. Navaeh swiped her dirty hands on her trousers.

She was actually surprised there were some new cars for a change. Most of the Fords, Fiats and Land Rovers were at least twenty years old in Hell’s Place, clearly there was some new money coming in.

That probably wouldn’t end well, but that wasn’t her problem.

She went along the road a little more, smiled and stopped outside a tiny house covered in mud. She tucked a long curl behind her ear and enjoyed the great smell and taste that formed on her tongue of crispy maple-smoked bacon, juicy pork sausages and sweet, freshly fried apple fritters. Someone was making their kids a brilliant breakfast, she was almost jealous. 

It was small moments like this that made her happy to call Hell’s Place home.

As much as no one liked to admit it, Hell’s Place was a strange former council estate where people got murdered, disappeared and other weird and twisted things happened every day. Like Navaeh, she trapped people in time loops to harvest their time energy.

She needed the time energy from all the activities, years and happy moments people wouldn’t be able to live out because she had trapped them. She needed the energy to save the man she loved who was stuck thousands of years in the past after the two of them had built a time machine and Hell’s Place had sent her boyfriend, Archie, back in the past instead of her.

She wanted to see him again no matter the cost.

But was it worth it?

She really didn’t know anymore. 

Navaeh crossed the pothole-infested road, went up a long narrow alley and went along a small road. She didn’t really like any of the roads in Hell’s Place, but this one wasn’t too bad. 

To her left, there were endless amounts of tiny flats that used to be social housing that had large white planks hanging off the outside, black mould running up the walls and the smell of faecal matter lingering in the air. 

To her right was nothing but a large open field with lustrous long green grass, children running and playing football and hapless parents trying (and failing) to keep up with their kids.

It was hopeless and Navaeh supposed it was nice.

Then she came to her target. The shrine, the chapel and the only remaining remnant of Edward Hales’ stately home.

Her hands formed fists as she stared at the ancient red and brown bricks that formed a partially imploded dome round a rusty cross with a headless Jesus inside. 

She hated Edward Hales, the Lord from the 1800s who owned the land Hell’s Place was based on. And because of a demonic pact he had made, he was still alive to run all the nightmares, schemes and murders that littered Hell’s Place like a plague.

He was the bastard who had sent Archie back two thousand years instead of her. If anyone knew if Archie was still alive, it would be Edward.

And she was going to summon him, whether he liked it or not.

She tensed at the thought, a cool breeze brushed her neck and the taste of bacon formed on her tongue. She shook her head. This probably wasn’t a good idea, because as far as she knew Edward was half-demon but she needed answers and he was going to give them to her.

Navaeh went over to the shrine, she found a sharp chunk of ancient brick and she pressed it into the palm of her right hand. A drop of blood splashed onto the ground.

“Talk to me, Edward,” Navaeh said. “You know you want to,”

Navaeh looked round. All the children and parents were running off back to their homes like their lives depended on it, no cars were driving past and no one else was stirring inside the flats.

It was just her, and her alone.

A cold breeze brushed her neck and then she felt a man standing so close to her that she could feel his body warmth against her back.

She turned round, gave the man a mocking bow and she smiled at Edward. 

Edward was always handsome and cute as hell, despite how uncomfortable she felt looking at his young appearance. He probably looked no older than 22 in his tight black business suit, longish brown curtains and bloodred eyes.

She wanted to punch him, kick him and shout at him. He was the reason why she had been trapped making time loops for the past year. All the lines, all the immoral actions, everything she had done was his fault.

If she could just get away, get free and be with Archie then she wouldn’t have to trap anymore people.

It was only now she was realising just how much she hated everything she was doing. She was turning into a monster. She wasn’t even asking for consent, permission or what would make people happy anymore. She was just creating time loops and forcing people to relive the happiest moments of their life.

Whether they wanted to or not.

It wasn’t right, just or even fair.

“I never want to talk to my creations,” Edward said adjusting his suit. “I made you into what you are. Unless I have a problem with you, I never want to see or talk to you,”

Navaeh’s fists got even tighter. “Damn you. Is Archie even alive? Was he killed two thousand years ago? Is this just for kicks and giggles now?”

Edward smiled, ran his young hands over his shrine and shook his head. 

“Do you know why I created Hell’s Place?” 

“Because you’re a twisted psychopath,”

Edward laughed. “True, but there are other reasons. Even my demonic pact doesn’t explain everything. I created Hell’s Place because I wanted to entertain myself,”

Navaeh’s blood boiled, she raised her fists, she punched Edward.

Edward’s head fell off, it rolled across the ground and he simply picked it back up. 

Navaeh was more disturbed it didn’t put his own head back on. He was just holding it like he was holding a baby, and his bloodred eyes just stared back at her.

“You want to know why you create time loops instead of simply going back to your physics degree at university? It’s because you enjoy it and
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