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Sometimes Hell’s Place grants a person their ultimate wish and it twists it and kills them in unexpected ways. This man was about to learn this lesson the hard way, for a final time.

Frank Elliot was always surprised that women seemed to love him and he loved them back. They always said he had beautiful broad shoulders, massive biceps that they wanted to touch all day and his face was model-like quality. He supposed they were right because his face was all angles and lines.

But he didn’t like all the attention because he hated the comments from other guys. A lot of his male friends wanted him to take advantage of the women, date them, use them and just have tons of meaningless sex that would make Frank look great in their eyes. Yet Frank just knew it would make the women feel awful.

He never ever wanted any woman to feel awful, so he wasn’t going to use any woman for cheap, meaningless sex. He really wasn’t that sort of guy.

And Frank hated his hair more than anything in the entire world.

One morning Frank stood in front of his recently modernised bathroom in Hell’s Place, the great council estate where he was renting off the local council because they didn’t care, and he just hated his hair with an utter passion. 

Frank forced himself away from his dull, lifeless few curls of brown hair that was starting to turn grey. He was only 30, he didn’t want grey hair for at least another twenty years if ever.

He had really liked what the builders had managed to do with the small, rectangular bathroom. The walls were now covered in sterile white, bright tiles that made him feel alive and alert instead of dead and depressed. He had hated that old black tiling from the moment he had bought the house.

Even the light blue carpet was great. He had argued with the builder about having carpet in the bathroom, Frank had hated the idea but now he had to admit the builder had done a brilliant job. Sometimes the light blue carpet even made him feel like he was walking into a refreshing ocean. That only happened when he was stupidly tired but Frank still liked the feeling.

The sweet refreshing aroma of mint filled the air from the toothpaste stain he had made on the sink last night. Frank wasn’t looking forward to cleaning that up later, but at least it would be better than looking at his hair.

Frank had never liked his hair ever since he was in his late teens. He used to have tons of brown hair that he always styled short and didn’t do anything with. All because he was a “man” and his father had hammered all that crap into him ever since he was a child.

Frank wanted to grow his hair out a bit, not a long, but he wanted to have long enough hair so he could do something, anything with it. Women had often mentioned the only thing that would make him look even better was having some hair on his “fit sexy body”. 

He didn’t disagree.

Frank’s phone buzzed. 

Frank took out his phone and was surprised to see he had been emailed by a medical company offering him a discount on their hair regrowth products. The email looked professional well-reviewed and like it really worked.

He wasn’t going to just buy a bunch of rubbish because of a nice email. So Frank spent the next twenty minutes standing in his bathroom researching the company, reading reviews and making sure every little thing checked out.

It did. Everything checked out to the letter. It was perfect.

Frank just stared back in the mirror and hissed. He hated his lifeless hair so much and he wanted, needed to do something about it. So he ordered a six-month trial and paid for same-day delivery.

Later that night he stood in his bathroom again with the golden light of his new lights shining off the white tiles, giving the bathroom a wonderful glow. He was really pleased the hair stuff had come with a hormone blocker that was meant to stop the hair follicles shrinking, there was a spray promoted hair regrowth, and there were some multivitamins to promote hair growth.

This was going to be perfect and Frank was so excited. This was going to be brilliant and he could finally have the hair he had always wanted. 

He carefully read the label and he took a vitamin and hormone blocker tablet. Then he sprayed his hair just like the instructions said. The instructions also said this was meant to be instant growth so by tomorrow morning he would have noticed some hair regrowth.

Frank was hardly sure if he even remotely believed that, but he really, really hoped he would have some new hair tomorrow.

The next morning he just grinned as he stood in his bathroom. The sweet refreshing mint aroma filled the bathroom because he still hadn’t cleaned up the stain from two nights ago. Frank couldn’t believe his eyes when he saw he had a lot of small black hairs growing all over his hair.

This was amazing. It was everything he had ever wanted and Frank just wanted more hair. He needed it like oxygen.

Frank ran his finger over the brand-new black hair and he couldn’t believe how soft, lifeful and wonderful it felt. He really wanted the hair to grow even faster.

He checked the instructions and Frank saw he was only meant to spray his hair and take the two tablets once a day. But if once a day was getting him these brilliant results then Frank needed to know how great could the results be with doing it twice a day.

So that day Frank sprayed his hair twice and took two hormone blockers and two vitamin tablets. One when he got up and one when he went to bed.

The next morning, Frank flat out couldn’t believe how lucky he was. He was actually surprised by how heavy, weird and different his head felt as he went into his bathroom. The golden light reflected off the white tiles perfectly and Frank just grinned as the golden light amplified his perfect hair.

His black hair had grown in his sleep so his long black hair now came down to his shoulders. He couldn’t believe how delightful, happy and amazing this stuff was because this was everything he had ever wanted. 

And it had only taken two days for it to happen.

This was going to be amazing and Frank really wanted to know just how far he could grow his hair with this medication. He might be able to have such long, lustrous black hair that all the women on earth would be chasing after him. He had the perfect body, the perfect personality and now he was going to have the perfect hair.

Every single man would be jealous of him and he could fuck any woman he wanted and they would always be begging to see him, spend time with him and have the amazing experience of sex with him.

He would be a god amongst men with his perfect hair.

Frank double checked the instructions and it stressed that he absolutely should not take three tablets or

















d2d_images/cover.jpg
AUTHOR OF WAY OF THE ODYSSEY SERIES

CONNOR
WHITELEY

’

FANTASY





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





