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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. 

Molly led the hot man through her narrow white corridor with shelves of shells and empty containers for her pigment and into her small living room. She kicked a pair of pink underwear under the sofa. 

“This is tiny,” the man said. “I couldn’t live here,”

Her hands formed fists. How dare the bastard complain about her house. What else was he going to take from her? 

Molly gestured he should take a seat on the lumpy teal blue sofa but he shook his head. Molly went to lean on her floor-to-ceiling bookcases filled with all types of red and white stones, shells and other pigment containers. She didn’t want to risk knocking anything off. 

She needed all the pigments she could get if she was going to get the money. She couldn’t lose her livelihood. 

The man went to the opposite end of the living room and inspected a blank canvas. 

“I had been hoping to paint a flower garden this afternoon,” Molly said smiling.

“Don’t bother,” the man said. “My name is Oliver Bruce and I have seen your paintings online. They are trash, you never sell them and you are so close to defaulting on your rent and all your bills,”

Molly laughed nervously. How dare he? How actually dare he. She couldn’t understand why the hell he thought that. Her art was amazing, and everyone told her that her art was stunning with such depth and character.

He was just an idiot capitalist who had no appreciation for art and the real joys of life. 

Oliver swiped on his phone and revealed an awful painting on social media. Molly wanted to be sick. That was a foul painting of maybe a garden, maybe a flower or maybe it was even a beach. It looked like a five-year-old had done it.

“Were you drunk when you painted that?” Oliver asked.

Molly slapped the phone away. It smashed.

“I would never paint something like that. I am amazing. I am a Goddess of art. Get out of my house you idiot,” 

Molly’s hands formed fists and she hated Oliver. He was an idiot, a fool and clearly just a stupid finance person. 

Oliver sighed and shook his head. Then he pointed to another painting behind Molly.

“What is that meant to be?” he asked.

Molly turned out and grinned at the small 5 by 5 canvas of a stunning Cornish sunset she had painted on holiday late last year. She really liked how the bright fiery orange sunset had lit up the water like fire burning away the daylight.

She had loved it too much to sell even though a few voices had asked her for it.

“A sunset clearly,”

Oliver laughed. “It looks like a child vomited blue and orange on it,”

He hates art. He will never respect you.

Molly nodded as the little voice echoed inside her head and she looked to her right and saw a small 18-year-old girl standing there. The woman held a paintbrush and Molly smiled at her.

The woman was right.

“What can I do to make you leave?” Molly asked.

“Either give me the twenty thousand you owe my company or give me your car keys,” Oliver said.

Molly looked at the young woman, the paintbrush swirled round her hand without her long paint-covered fingers moving. She didn’t have twenty thousand pounds, she needed more bone, needed more time, needed more material.

He is made of bone. 

A young man’s voice echoed round her head and Molly smiled. That was a good idea. It was evil, dark but in the true pursuit of art nothing was off limits. Art was the purest, most holy thing in the world so it was above the laws made up by man.

Art was above the law and morality.

Molly shook her head. She couldn’t. It would be wrong to kill him, to harvest his bones and grind them up just to make money.

It wouldn’t only be to make money. Think of the art. Think of the treasure. Think of the respect. 

Molly nodded at the young man and woman standing right next to her. Oliver didn’t look like he could see them, only more proof he was a blind idiot. The man and woman were making so much sense. 

Killing Oliver would help her keep her car, her livelihood and she was only one great painting away from hitting it big and she would be famous. She would get invitations to the National Gallery, to judge competitions and travel the world giving lectures at universities.

All you have to do is order us to kill him. The young man’s voice echoed inside her head.

And we will kill more. The young woman said.

Molly looked Oliver up and down. He was so stunning and his muscles were so large, probably so solid and he was probably amazing at sex. She had to at least try to save herself that way.

Art was all about experimenting and trying new things. Often her best painting ideas came after having sex.

Molly went straight over to Oliver and wrapped her arms around his solid, insanely fit waist. Oliver’s entire body tensed. 

“You want to have some fun?” Molly asked.

“Hell no,” Oliver said gently pushing her away. “You’re crazy. An awful artist and-”

“Kill him,” Molly said.

A moment later she blinked and her hands were covered in blood and two paintbrushes were sticking out of Oliver’s eyes and Molly just laughed.

Well done. The young man and woman said echoing round her head.

Molly felt Oliver’s strong muscles a final time and licked her lips. There would be so much blood, so much flesh and so many bones in his body. All of them would need to be harvested carefully and ground down with so much care. 

But at least, she would have her bones, her pigment and she could finally become rich from all her clients. Of course she would tell them they were natural pigments from seagulls and other creatures, because that would make them keep coming back.

Then Molly got up and looked out her patio doors and focused on a cute university couple as their heads popped over her fence as they walked down the alley behind her garden. Why did she need to stop at Oliver? Why couldn’t she harvest more human bones?

There were plenty about after all.

In fact, it would mean more time painting, more time grinding bones and time indoors instead of hunting on beaches.

Do it. The voices echoed round her head.

Molly laughed and went back over to stupid Oliver and she thought about what bones to extract and grind up first.

It was going to be a long day filled with slashing, extracting and grinding but she was so excited and she really was living her best life.

In the only way people in Hell’s Place know how. Murder, kidnapping and just doing twisted stuff.

So whenever you see a painting or you take out your own paintbrush, stop for a moment and wonder a simple thing. Don’t read the label because, could this paint be made from chemicals or bones?

You never know these days.
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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 you’re scared to admit my power,”

Navaeh laughed and looked away. That wasn’t possible. She did not enjoy creating time loops. She did not enjoy destroying lives against their will, and she certainly wasn’t scared to admit his power.

“I know you’re a god more or less,” she said looking into his bloodred eyes. “I do not know everything you can do but I have seen enough. You can give me supernatural powers, you can transport my boyfriend two thousand years into the past and you have killed more thousands than I want to admit,”

Edward grinned. 

“So I am not scared Edward Hales. I am scared of what I will become but I do not fear you. Tell me, is Archie even alive?”

“Would the answer matter?” 

Navaeh threw her hands up in the air, another cold breeze brushed her neck and she wanted to wash her mouth out from the constant salty bacon taste. 

“Of course it matters,” she said. “Everything I am doing is because of Archie. I am forcing people into time loops to get time energy for him. That is what you said would keep him safe and-”

Edward rolled his bloodred eyes, attached his head and cracked his neck. Navaeh had no idea how to respond to that. She couldn’t even see a seam in his neck.

“Archie is alive,” Edward said. “At least for a thousand years. That is the point he is at currently. He is in 1AD France at the moment,”

Navaeh nodded, but she didn’t know what that meant. Were her time loops helping? Was Edward lying? Was that meant he was going to get back to 2025 safe and sound? 

Would he even be in love with her still when he returned to 2025?

“I want him back now,” Navaeh said staring into Edward’s bloody eyes. 

Edward laughed like she was a child and he touched his shrine again. 

“I cannot do that,” 

Navaeh picked up a heavy chunk of brick, smiled and gestured she was going to throw it at the shrine. 

The brick turned to ash in her hand. 

“Keep acting like a child all you want,” Edward said turning to walk away. “Archie is alive and if you want him to survive then keep making time loops. I cannot help him. He is beyond my reach, so everything is down to you,”

Navaeh’s fists relaxed. She wasn’t sure if that was a good or bad thing now, or if he was even telling the truth. Edward was a monster so there was no telling what he wouldn’t lie about.

“If you stop making time loops then he will die,” Edward said.

Navaeh opened her mouth, Edward disappeared and so badly wanted him to come back so she could give him a final punch.

She really couldn’t escape the nightmare of Hell’s Place. It didn’t matter if she didn’t want to create time loops, trap
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