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Today Navaeh learnt she had taste, self-respect and boundaries when it came to choosing victims.

Before Navaeh moved to Hell’s Place, the former council estate where people got murdered, disappeared and other weird and twisted things happened every day, she had never not liked people.

To her, people might be a little silly at times, but they were always kind, helpful and just fun to be round. At secondary school, she had always flowed between the nerdy physics group and the popular girls because she was liked by everyone and she liked everyone in turn.

That seemed like a lifetime ago.

Navaeh opened the mouldy wooden front door of a dirty white terraced house, smiled and went inside. She tucked a curl behind her left ear. The awful hints of mouldy takeaways, cheap Chinese food and sweet vanilla lingered in the air.

She wasn’t sure when the students had last cleaned but it had clearly been weeks.

She went along the short little corridor towards the living room. The thin blue carpet fell apart as her high heels chomped into it, the flickering yellow light finally died and the warm air escaped out the house.

Navaeh clicked her fingers and the front door slammed shut.

A year ago she might have been scared about showing her powers without a second thought but she was powerful, dangerous and she wasn’t scared of some university students.

She hooked a right into the living room and was almost surprised at all the empty shopping bags just littered on the dining table, the crumbs and other rubbish scattered on the wooden floor and the messy pillows thrown over the two red sofas.

It was like these students were just allergic to cleaning. 

The connecting kitchen was in even more of a state and Navaeh wanted to gag at the sheer intensity of the rotting chicken that clung to the air, and was probably seeping into her white blouse, black trousers and light tan jacket.

If the smell was embedded into her clothes, she was going to flip. She had only brought them two days ago.

Before that, Navaeh had spent the past year trapping people in time loops to create time energy from all the happy moments, years and activities they would never get to do because she had trapped them. She used to say she needed the time energy to save the love of her life that Hell’s Place had sent two thousand years in the past when they had created a time machine.

The time energy helped him to live so one day they could hopefully see each other again.

Now she realised she just enjoyed trapping people because sometimes, people were just pathetic, stupid and needed to be taught a lesson.

Like Mitchell Evans.

Navaeh tapped the dirty white wall next to her, making the entire house hum, vibrate and pop with magical energy. 

Soon her target would come to her.

Mitchell wasn’t a bad man per se, at least compared to some of the stalkers, murderers and abusers she had trapped in time loops. Yet he was the perfect example of a pathetic man.

He had been dating a rather cute woman, Dania, for nine months before she ghosted him, broke up with him two days before Valentine’s Day and then Mitchell had kept seeing her four times a week.

Mitchell even made her little handcrafted presents, texted her every day and he woke up every morning at 2:30 am to text her good morning, how are you? Hope you have a nice day. As Dania got up early to help run her family’s bakery.

Navaeh flat out didn’t understand why Mitchell would bother doing that. He was a hot man, he could get any woman he wanted and he didn’t need to constantly be waiting round for Dania to take him out.

Something that she was pretty sure was never ever going to happen.

What finally made him King of the pathetic man was by the time it was Valentine’s Day, he and Dania would have been dating for 302 days exactly. So he cut out 301 little paper roses, wrote individual messages on them and even after Dania broke up with him, he turned up at her house and gave them to her.

That was intense, weird and a little creepy.

Navaeh still wasn’t sure how easy he would be to convince to go into a time loop, but she wanted to know just how pathetic he was in real life.

“Who are you?” Mitchell asked.

Now the fun could begin. 

Navaeh stepped out the way as Mitchell came in, looked her up and down and threw himself onto an ugly red sofa. Navaeh laughed. She hadn’t expected Mitchell to be in just his black boxers, revealing his wonderfully toned body and strong jawline.

He was hot.

Navaeh shook away the silly thought. She was doing this for Archie. She had to make sure she got enough time energy to keep him alive and she couldn’t waste time focusing on other men.

Even if they were in the here and now and very much available.

“I am Navaeh,” she said, “and I hear that you’re pining, rather pathetically, over a girl who will never take you back,” 

Mitchell shook his head, shot her a warning look and pointed a finger at her.

“No,” he said. “I have a plan. Dania said she has a lot of family stuff going on at the moment, so I’m supporting her, making sure she’s okay and I’ve already asked her back out,”

Navaeh laughed and she went over to him.

“Oh really, what did she say?” 

Mitchell frowned then forced a smile. “She said she needed time to think about it. And I know what you’re thinking, but I promise you even though she said it three months ago, I believe her,”

Navaeh laughed harder and shook her head. There really was no helping some people. Some people were just born stupid. 

She actually wasn’t sure she wanted to trap him in a time loop because she wasn’t convinced he would be worth much time energy. Normally, young people like herself would give her tons of energy, because there would be decades of things they wouldn’t get to do, experience and decades of happy memories to miss out on.

With Mitchell being this obsessed and blind about Dania, she wasn’t sure he would actually do much in his next seven decades.

“If it’s been three months,” Navaeh said, “she isn’t going to take you back. If she does, she’ll only keep you round until there’s a hotter, better guy,”

Mitchell laughed, adjusted himself on the sofa and flexed his large biceps at her. 

“Come on,” he said. “Someone hotter than me?”

Navaeh cocked her head, went over to him and looked him in the eye. She was surprised at his confidence. Normally people this pathetic lacked self-esteem. Why was he so focused on Dania?

She asked him that exact question and she fought the urge to gag on the rotting chicken smell clinging to her new clothes.

“No one understands this,” Mitchell said looking at the ground, “Dania is an amazing girl. She’s really kind, lovely and she’s so caring. You know she wants to become a vet?”

“No I didn’t and I don’t really
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