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Navaeh was so damn excited, pleased and happy as she hugged her boyfriend, Archie, and they both admired their beautiful creation. The world’s first-ever time travel machine. All her professors, all her fellow physics students and both her parents had said that she was crazy and insane but she had actually done it.

She flat out loved the massive black computer servers with their blue and red and yellow flashing lights that towered high all around their living room. She tucked a long blond curl behind her ear and she so badly wanted to activate the towers of computer servers right now, but she had to wait for Archie to finish some programming.

Navaeh wanted to kiss Archie’s large, soft lips so badly. He might have been hunched over his laptop, typing and swiping away on his laptop and his glasses were halfway down his little nose but he was so cute.

His longish brown hair was as crazy and messed up as always, her parents had always thought he was too nerdy for her, but that was what Navaeh liked most about Archie. He was clever, caring and he was just as nerdy as her.

She was just better at hiding her obsessions than him, and time travel was seriously an obsession. 

The towers of computer servers were carefully pushed against the living room walls with large tanks of silver computer coolant that gave off an awful chemical smell just in front of the towers. Navaeh rubbed Archie’s sexy back a little as his fingers danced over his keyboard.

She just looked at the large metal desk chair with a grey metal helmet in the middle of the living room. She had loved calculating the maths, the physics and the exact amount of energy that would be needed to hit the person in the chair to be able to send them back and future in time. 

She flat out loved her physics degree.

The large, thick black cables connecting the server towers to the metal chair groaned, crackled and buzzed loudly for a few moments as Archie finished running his computer programme. Navaeh’s stomach filled with butterflies.

This was the moment she had been waiting for, for the past four years.

All her entire undergraduate, her entire Masters and every spare moment she had had when she wasn’t studying had all been leading to this moment.

She was going to time travel with the beautiful man she loved.

“The last of the calculations are done,” Archie said.

Navaeh pulled Archie up, kissed his soft perfect lips and enjoyed the sweet taste of strawberries on his lips. Navaeh couldn’t decide where to go first in history. She had always loved the ancient Romans, the ancient Greeks or even World War two French resistance history.

The entire world was her oyster now.

“Are you sure this is going to work?” Archie asked. “You know I hate the idea of anything bad happening to you,”

Navaeh laughed, she went over to the metal chair and ran her fingers over the cold metal. 

“Everyone told us time travel was impossible because of three problems. Firstly, it is impossible to determine where the Earth’s position was in relation to the rest of the galaxy at a point in the past because of galactic shift,”

“That’s easy with enough computing power,” Archie said. “The second problem was it was impossible to teleport every single one of a person’s atoms from one point to another in time and space,”

“That we solved with the special alloy and mineral and crystal combination the chair is made from,” Navaeh said.

She loved how clever they had been.

“The final problem,” Navaeh said, “was the sheer amount of energy this would require. That’s why I stole nuclear material and a new nuclear technology from the university labs,”

“So everything should work?” Archie asked.

Navaeh went over to the beautiful man she loved, she ran a hand through his soft, longish hair and she kissed him slowly and passionately.

She was never going to get tired of Archie. He was perfect in every way.

“Yes,” she said. “Everything is going to work because we’ve spent four years on this project and now we are going to make the world ours. We can go to any event, do anything we want and to hell with the consequences,”

“Navaeh,” Archie said, “you know I said I couldn’t be sure about the consequences,”

Navaeh rolled her eyes, went back over to the metal chair and down on it. The sheer power of the chair hummed through her and she just grinned as she heard the chair hum, crackle and moan all around her.

She didn’t care about Archie’s concerns about the Grandfather Paradox. He was just being overly concerned and it wasn’t like she was going to kill her grandfather and see if she was still born to commit the act in the first place.

She only wanted to travel through time like it was a personal theme park. It was fun, exciting and it meant she got to spend time with Archie forever in a million different lifetimes.

They would always be together.

Little did she realise things never worked as intended in Hell’s Place. The weird former council estate where people got murdered, disappeared and plenty of other weird and twisted things happened every day.

“Send me back to Ancient Egypt. 51 BCE when Cleopatra became joint ruler of Egypt with her younger brother and son,” Navaeh said.

Archie shook his head and typed away on his laptop. “You know I love you more than anything, right?”

“Of course,” Navaeh said her stomach filling with butterflies. “I love you too. You’re amazing and I’m so excited to live a million lives with you in different eras,”

“Here you go,” Archie said pressing the button.

The server towers banged, popped, groaned. 

“What’s happening?” Navaeh asked.

The servers exploded, shattered and burst into raging flames.

Navaeh screamed, tried to get out of the chair, and escape. She couldn’t.

Navaeh tried harder and harder. She couldn’t lift a finger, a foot or arm. She was completely trapped.

Searing heat from flames licked her flesh, burnt her hair and made the chair boiling hot.

A final explosion ripped through the living room. Thick black smoke covered everything. Archie screamed in agony.

A moment later, the smoke cleared and Navaeh’s stomach tightened into a painful knot as she realised the living room was exactly how it had been only a moment before.

The red, blue and yellow flashing lights of the towers of computer servers were still there and bright. The server towers were still pressed against the walls of the living room and the metal chair helmet were still in the middle of the room.

Even the large, thick black cables connecting the towers to the metal chair were all there, completely unharmed.

Navaeh gasped. There was no Archie, no laptop or sign he had ever been here.

Navaeh got up, relieved she could actually move and she shouted out his name over and over. Yet for some reason, she already knew it was useless because she could guess what had happened to him.

The rumours about Hell’s Place were true. Weird, twisted and crazy things always happened here.

It was one of the reasons why her friends, her lecturers, her family didn’t want to mess with time travel. You don’t know what Hell’s Place is going to do. That’s what they all said and she had never listened.

Navaeh sank to her knees and she felt her voice, her throat, her entire body wobbled as the reality of the situation sank in. She had lost the love of her life. 

Archie was gone.

“Do you think Archie will enjoy Ancient Egypt?” a man’s voice asked.

Navaeh looked up and there was a young man, maybe no more than 18, just standing there in a very expensive, sexy black suit. His bloodred eyes were creepy as hell but his black curtains framed his handsome face wonderfully.

“Let’s get the whole oh my god part of this interaction out of the way,” the man said grinning. “I am Edward Hales,”

Navaeh coughed and her skin went icy cold and a lump formed in her throat. It was impossible that this was Edward Hales. He was meant to be the man from the 1800s who ruled over the land Hell’s Place was built on and he was meant to be the creepy mastermind who made a pact with the devil to still be alive even now.

“What have you done?” Navaeh asked, her hands forming fists.

Edward smiled. “You are an interesting one. Normally people panic, cry and scream at this point. I much prefer your reaction. You already know what I’ve done,”

“You switched me and Archie
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