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Navaeh wasn’t exactly sure when she had first started to hate manipulators with an utter passion. She wasn’t actually opposed to manipulations in all its forms because she manipulated people in her quest to create time loops, so just because someone manipulated another, it didn’t always make them a bad person.

But there were surely limits.

She only manipulated people to trap them in time loops so she could feed off their time energy from all the lives, years and things they would never get to do. Yet she was only consuming all the time energy so she could see the man she loved again. 

There was always a purpose greater than herself in her manipulation.

Unlike Bradley Crane.

Navaeh slipped into the deadly silent police station, went along a long concrete corridor and hummed lightly to herself. She smiled at the sleeping police officer hunched over his desk as she went past him. His mouth was wide open and she was half-tempted to practise throwing paper balls into his mouth.

She didn’t have the time, the energy or the motivation to mess with him. As long as he slept the more she could focus on her job. 

She had to get Bradley Crane out of this timeline.

Her footsteps echoed lightly off the perfectly smooth walls, she slipped through a large fire door and admired all the rows upon rows of cells that lined the large room she was inside.

The cellblock inside the police station had twenty tiny cells inside. Each cell had a man or woman crawled up on the metal bed that was tucked against the far door. Navaeh ran her fingers over the icy cold metal bars and she could hear the rain lash, slash and pound the small skylight above her.

A flash of lightning lit up the cells too.

Navaeh grinned to herself as she went along the row of cells, looking at each of the men or women inside each one. 

The prisoners were hardly anything to look at. Most of the women were middle-aged with long brown hair, dirty clothes and screwed up faces like they were all having nightmares. It was hard to tell them apart and this was Hell’s Place so maybe they were having nightmares.

Everyone knew the rumours (more like facts) about Hell’s Place. The former council estate where people got murdered, disappeared or other weird and twisted things happened every day. It was Hell’s Place that had transported the love of her life, Archie, back to Ancient Egypt when she had invented a time machine. 

Hell’s Place giving people nightmares would be mild compared to what it normally did to people.

Navaeh stopped outside one cell that smelt of sweet apples, placed her hands on her hips and grinned. 

“Bradley Crane,” Navaeh said quietly.

She watched as Bradley sat up, ran a hand through his longish, messy black hair and he stared at her. 

Then he went back to bed.

Navaeh laughed. Bradley was hardly a looker, but he was cute enough. His high cheekbones, longish hair and boyish features that made him look five years younger than he actually was, was probably why it was easy for him to manipulate and abuse women.

Until one finally fought back and realised how Bradley was controlling her, ruining her life and isolating her from everyone who had ever loved her.

“Bradley,” Navaeh said tapping on the cells.

“Aren’t you scared of waking the guards?” Bradley said still not getting up.

Navaeh smiled. “I am a friend of Edward Hales. I think I am quite safe,”

Bradley shot up, he ran to the bars and stared at Navaeh. 

Edward Hales was the Lord from the 1800s who owned the land Hell’s Place was built on, and as much as Navaeh didn’t like to admit it. He was the monster behind everything that happened in Hell’s Place, and ultimately everyone was his puppet.

Even her.

It was Edward that had sent her boyfriend to ancient Egypt and given her the power to create time loops. If she didn’t collect enough time energy then it would be impossible for Archie to survive the two thousand years to see her again.

She was not letting the man she loved die. Not in the past, not in the present, not in the future. He was not dying if she had anything to say about it.

“Edward Hales?” Bradley asked carefully. “Is he real? Is he coming to save me? Is he coming to set me free?”

Navaeh cocked her head. Bradley might have been a manipulator but she was surprised he was hunched, fearful and he was acting almost childish. 

“No,” she said, “but I might save you in a way. Tell me about your victim,”

Bradley slammed his fist against the bars and his sweet apple-scented aftershave filled the air. 

“Tina was not a victim. She was a young woman with mental health problems, a lot of chronic pain and she needed to be looked after,”

Navaeh’s hands formed fists. She hated men, or anyone for that matter, who targeted and took advantage of people who needed help.

“Tina was so depressed and anxious most days she couldn’t get out of bed. She couldn’t cook her own dinner, she couldn’t go outside, she needed to be looked after. I saved her,”

Navaeh ran her fingers over the cold bars, another flash of lightning lit up the cells and she laughed. 

“You really are crazy. You know what is going to happen to you, right?” 

Bradley gripped Navaeh’s fingers and threatened to rip them apart. 

“So you do,” she said not bothered about her fingers. “You know tomorrow you will be put before a judge and your trial date will be set. You will not plead guilty, you will be offered bail and Tina will be free,”

“Please you have to help me,” Bradley said releasing her fingers. “Tina needs me. She needs someone to protect her. You’ve checked on her, right?”

Navaeh didn’t react. She wanted to know what he was playing at.

“I take that as a yes,” Bradley said, his eyes turning watery. “She’s dangerously thin, correct? She’s anorexic. She needs me to feed her, protect her and look after her,”

Navaeh backed away. She hadn’t checked up on Tina because Tina wasn’t her problem. Bradley was, but what if he was telling the truth? What if Tina’s life was at risk because he was in here and she was all alone?

This was Hell’s Place after all.

Edward Hales or one of his evil schemes might be targeting Tina right now. Tina might be murdered, disappear or another twisted thing might happen to her.

“Tina’s a sweet woman, you know? She loves her university studies, she loves helping people and she volunteers for Health Watch,”

Navaeh nodded. That was impressive. Health Watch was an independent organisation that held the UK’s health services to account, improved access to medical care and they did a lot of impressive work.

It was great Tina was apart of the organisation.

“If I’m in here and Tina dies, all her good work stops. Do you want that on your conscience?”

Navaeh looked at him. His high cheekbones and longish black hair barely visible in the darkness and his sweet apple-scented aftershave filling the air
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