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Present Day

Canterbury, England

“Maybe we should get married,”

University graduate Savannah Long laughed, smiled and kissed the beautiful man she loved, Nathan Sheilds. She flat out loved his wonderfully soft lips that still tasted of strawberries from their afternoon tea lunch and he really was the love of her life. 

The entire day had just been perfect. They had had sex multiple times in the morning, had a brilliant afternoon tea lunch with freshly-made strawberry jam, thick clotted cream and freshly baked scones, and now they were in the woods.

It was the perfect day, and she couldn’t see why anything would change. She loved her life, her boyfriend and everything about today.

Little did she realise, she should have been more careful with her thoughts.

Savannah took Nathan by the hand further into the woods away from the main campus of Kent University. The path might not have been very wide, it was covered in ants carrying little leaves and there were sharp thorns on the edges but she kept on walking.

She loved walking in the woods, nature and being round trees. She brushed a thin branch out of her face. The air smelt so damp, clean and refreshing. It was so much better than the air in Canterbury, let alone on campus.

The thick oak, silver birch and a few pine trees lined the path and Savannah brushed her hands over the smooth bark. She almost wanted to stop and collect some silver birch bark for her Dad so he could light fires with it in the winter. Yet she was with the love of her life, it was just her and him.

Nothing and no one else mattered today.

Small parasitic vines wrapped themselves round the trees, sucking the life out of them and drowning out the sunlight. Savannah let go of Nathan’s smooth hands and she ripped off some of the vines.

She didn’t really want to stop but she didn’t want any trees, plants or anything to die. Maybe ripping off a few vines would be a good thing in the future.

Nathan ripped off some vines too. He was so cute, manly and just hot as hell as his lean muscles flexed with each movement.  She smiled at the nice memories of running her hands up and down all those lean muscles earlier. 

“Come on,” Savannah said taking his hand again.

Savannah pointed at some of the massive piles of leaves, dead twigs and logs that started to glimmer ever so slightly. It was why she had wanted to bring Nathan down here because there were some massive ant nests.

It might not have been the most romantic of things to see, but she had worked as a student ambassador on a few different things and young students were obsessed with the ant nests. They were really cool so Savannah hardly minded too much.

“And,” she said, “if you smash up the ant nest, they’ll rebuild it within a few hours. Ants are really industrious little creatures,”

“Wow,” Nathan said.

Savannah took a few steps back as the little bastard ants started biting her ankles, crawling over her shoes and wanting to see if she was a threat or not.

It was only then she realised that Nathan wasn’t focusing on her at all. 

“This is remarkable,” Nathan said in the distance.

Savannah brushed the rest of the ants off, turned round and... she had no idea what she was looking at.

Nathan was staring at a white marble statue of a naked woman. Vines, leaves and branches wrapped round the statue and Nathan looked like this was the most amazing thing he had ever seen.

The two large breasts on full display might have helped. Savannah looked at her own chest and she supposed the statue might be bigger but she was still great, interesting and a nice girlfriend.

She was so much better than some dumb statue.

“What’s so great about it? It looks awful,” Savannah said.

“Babe,” Nathan said, “this is a statue of Aphrodite,”

Savannah cocked her head. “What’s it doing out here? I’ve never seen it before and normally we go a lot deeper in the woods on ambassador events. This has never been here before,”

Nathan went up to the statue, extended his hand and then took it away.

“It looks like it’s been here for centuries. Look at how the vines, branches and leaves have bonded to the marble. This doesn’t happen overnight,”

Savannah went over to the statue and noticed there were little bones covering the soft ground. The bones were arranged in little triangle patterns, all pointing towards the statue.

She stepped on one, went over to the statue and ripped off some of the vines.

Small chunks of marble broke off.

“What? Babe, what have you done?” Nathan asked. “As a history graduate, to me, you’ve just committed a horrible crime,”

Savannah shrugged. “I’m sorry but this isn’t real. This is not centuries old because I was here only last week and this wasn’t here. It’s just like Aphrodite’s even that attractive. I bet they’re fake,”

“I wouldn’t dis my mother like that if I was you,” a young woman said.

“And I wouldn’t snap my bones if I was you,” an old woman said.

“Because otherwise, we’re going to have to kill you both,” another woman said.

An icy chill ran down Savannah’s spine. What had she done?
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The Past

Hell’s Place, Canterbury, England

Normally on a Friday morning, artist Molly Ryan flat out loved to walk along the local beach, look for bones for her business and simply spend the rest of the day making her own paint pigments to sell on the weekend. It wasn’t easy but she didn’t care.

It was just fun. 

Today, Molly just looked in utter horror at the tall, insanely hot businessman staring at her front door. His tight black suit left very little of his stunning body to the imagination. She so badly wanted to touch and stroke his large biceps, taste his soft lips and just experience the pure mountain of muscle standing in front of her.

She was even more impressed he didn’t seem to be bothered by the boiling hot day. Drops of sweat were already rolling down her back, she could feel the sticky, humid wall of heat start to come into her house and the man didn’t seem bothered.

The man even smelt great with hints of mint, earthy aftershave and cedarwood radiating off him. How he couldn’t be stinking of sexy manly musk was beyond her. This guy wasn’t natural, but that only made him hotter. 

At least her little dirty white terraced house never seemed to get too hot. That was definitely a benefit of living in Hell’s Place, a former council estate on the outskirts of Canterbury England. All her friends in other places complained about insanely hot houses that kept the heat in, she didn’t have to.

Her life was brilliant, even more so with the hunk at her door.

Then he had to speak. She had never understood why hot men felt the need to speak, but as soon as men opened their mouths. It just shattered her dreams, desires and fun.

“Miss Ryan, you’ve failed four repayments now. I am here to repossess your car,” he said. 

Molly laughed nervously and wished she were in more than some short-shorts, a small white t-shirt and bare feet. She tucked a rogue brown curl behind her ear. She wanted to look powerful, imposing and like she was the boss round here.

The man’s eyes narrowed, like she was meant to do something immediately. She really didn’t look powerful. 

“I need you to give me the keys now,” the man said. 

Molly would have much preferred to give him something else and she frowned as a warm spark ran down into her tights. He sounded so manly and hot, but she hated the damn car finance company. Sure her painting pigment business wasn’t doing great and she hadn’t sold any paintings at the moment, but it was only a matter of time.

Natural paint pigments were a major business and lots of people, schools and universities wanted natural pigments. Especially, the unique blacks, browns and ochres that ground bone produced. She just couldn’t find any bones on the beaches at the moment. 

She searched for five hours every morning for weeks, and there had been so few bones. Her clients were patient, clearly the car finance company had a different opinion.

Bone pigments were the big money. Stones, teas and flower pigments didn’t make as much. 

Molly looked to her left. The tall brown chest of drawers with the shell bowl containing her car keys shone back at her. She couldn’t give up her large black SUV, she wanted, needed that car. It was how she delivered her pigments, got to the beaches and other sites she collected her source material from.

If she lost her car, she was even more screwed.

Molly grabbed her keys and put them in her pocket.

“Come on in,” Molly said. She had no idea how she was going to convince him to not take her car but she was determined.

Little did she realise, this was Hell’s Place after all. A weird and wonderful former council estate where people disappeared, died and even weirder things happened all the time. 
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Present Day

Canterbury, England

Savannah had no idea what the hell was happening when she turned round and saw three women standing frowning at her. They hadn’t been there a moment ago, they didn’t seem happy and one of them looked like she was going to kill her instantly. 

The youngest woman in a thin white robe tied with a golden robe round her waist had long blond hair, high cheekbones and Savannah supposed she was stunning. Nathan’s boyish grin only confirmed that.

Savannah just wanted the oldest woman to go away. She was weird, terrifying and just uncomfortable. The oldest woman wiped her dirty hands on her black robe, her grey hair and her cracked teeth like she wanted to be covered in the dirt.

Then she realised the oldest woman wasn’t covering herself in dirt, she was covering herself in the tiny shatters of bone that she had broken. Savannah looked round for any more small triangles of bone and thankfully there weren’t any near her.

Standing on any more was the last thing she wanted to do.

The entire woods smelt of sweet oranges, rose petals and almond milk that made the refreshing taste of orange ice cream form on her tongue, like she had with her family on Greek holidays as a kid. 

She licked her lips at the memories. She had loved Ancient Greek history as a kid, it was one of the things her and Nathan had first bonded
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