
THERE ARE NO FIREWORKS IN HELL

––––––––

CONNOR WHITELEY

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means. Including information storage, and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to real places, names and people are simple coincidence.

Any questions about the book, rights licensing, or to contact the author, please email connorwhiteley@connorwhiteley.net 

Copyright © 2025 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.

DEDICATION

Thank you to all my readers without you I couldn’t do what I love.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

THERE ARE NO FIREWORKS IN HELL

GET YOUR FREE AND EXCLUSIVE SHORT STORY NOW! LEARN ABOUT NEMESIO’S PAST! And get signed up to Connor Whiteley’s newsletter to hear about new gripping books, offers and exciting projects. (You’ll never be sent spam) | https://www.subscribepage.io/fireheart

Other books by Connor Whiteley:

OTHER SHORT STORIES BY CONNOR WHITELEY

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THERE ARE NO FIREWORKS IN HELL

[image: ]


Contrast to popular belief, Hell’s Place didn’t always kill people, make them disappear or simply dispose of them so their friends, family and loved ones never saw them again. Sometimes Hell’s Place liked to change things up and keep the poor, silly residents guessing about what their ultimate fate would be.

Because no one ever escaped or died of old age in Hell’s Place.

Former Doctor Charles Kirkpatrick was so looking forward to New Year's Eve. As far as he was concerned it was the best night of the year because there were all the great moments with family and friends, there were all the wonderfully refreshing full-bodied alcohol and even better, there were fireworks. Nothing could possibly compare to how great life felt when he was surrounded by his best friends with a nice fruity red wine in one hand and a flaky pork pie in his other hand. 

Then he got to see the bright red, gold and blue explosions of fireworks. It was amazing.

Charles’s hands shook as he poured himself a cheap red wine he had saved for for ages. He had only spilled a little of the precious liquid on his chipped, burnt and messed-up chipboard worktops. He really should have replaced them after his beautiful wife Cindy had died of cancer a few years ago. 

At least there was no one here to put burning hot pans on the worktop. He loved her and thankfully she was an amazing cook, but Charles did not like the awful burning smell of his worktop. No wonder he could only afford a small dirty white house in Hell’s Place. 

Especially after Cindy had lost her job and he had needed to become her carer as much as he could.

Charles picked up the cheap red wine that lacked the full-bodied fruitiness of the bottles he used to enjoy, but for just one night he wanted to feel young, hopeful and amazing again. He was seventy years old, all his friends had left Canterbury and so many of them refused to step inside Hell’s Place again.

It was their loss because he was going to have a great night that broke every single rule in Hell’s Place. He was going to set off some fireworks.

Charles shuffled across his dusty wooden floorboards. He hated how he still couldn’t keep the house clean no matter how hard he tried. He had spent two hours this morning hoovering, wiping and trying his best.

Dust bunnies, coffee grounds and mouldy chunks of Golden Delicious apples littered the floor. Damn Hell’s Place, maybe it was trying to keep his house dirty.

Charles went through his oddly and uncomfortably warm living room, past his small shrine to Cindy with their wedding photos and even a few pictures of the wonderful kids they had taken in over the years before they were adopted.

Ever since Cindy had died he had wanted to go and see them, he had wanted to travel and see the world for a change instead of simply being trapped here in Hell’s Place. He wanted to live but he didn’t want to leave all the memories of Cindy.

She might have been dead but she would always be in this house to him, and he never wanted to leave her ever again. She had died when he had been at work, so he had no intention of abandoning her again. 

He went out into the small box-like garden.

He had loved sitting out here in the evening with Cindy reading, talking and just laughing about life. They had even tried to solve some of the friends’ disappearances over the years. Yet something always happened when they had those conversations.

The first time a bulldog had broken into the garden and barked madly at them. The second time the evening had been so hot Charles’s book had caught on fire. The final time Cindy had been rushed to hospital after she collapsed from a heart attack. 

So after that he never wanted to have that type of conversation again. 

Hell’s Place did not joke around.

Charles smiled to himself. He had worked hard to make sure the delightful little box-like garden was still perfect after all these years. Round each side of the garden was a rose, tulip and vegetable bed just like Cindy had always wanted. Thankfully, there wasn’t much grass instead he had covered the rest of the garden in gravel with large fake marble stepping stones leading towards the back gate.

It was times like these, when he could actually appreciate everything he had done that made him the happiest. As much as he wanted Cindy back, he was doing okay, he was happy and tonight he was going to make everyone else happy.

He had heard everyone in Hell’s Place missed fireworks. They all wanted to see the beautiful explosions of red, pink and gold and hear the loud boom as they exploded. Even the slight taste of smoke and gunpowder in the air was something that people missed.

Charles wanted to give back to his neighbours, especially the ones next door to the left. Everyone had been so amazing since Cindy had died with their kindness, bringing him food and helping to make his life a little easier.

And the next-door neighbours really deserved something good and something to make them smile. The grandma and mum had died in the house two weeks ago, leaving the dad, three kids and an adult daughter in there without anyone to help manage them all.

The dad had to work a lot to pay the bills so Charles hated to imagine what it was like living there. He just wanted to make them smile for a single night. 

That wasn’t too much to ask, was it?

Charles went over to the corner of the garden where he had laid a little grey patio with five large boxes of fireworks. He had barely managed to smuggle them into his house without his neighbours seeing. It had to be a secret in case his neighbours reported him to the “landlord” (he had no idea who his landlord actually was) or if they reported him to Hell’s Place itself.

It was only in the past few months he had actually started to wonder if Hell’s Place itself was alive, with all the strange things that happened in this hellscape. 

He picked up the two boxes of rockets and unpacked them. He forced them into the ground and shivered as the icy coldness of the perfectly clear night settled in.

He arranged the fuses together like he had seen a guy do on the internet. All the rockets were going to go off at the same time and that way everyone should get a stunning display of great-looking reds, blues and golds. 

This had to be perfect for his neighbours. He needed them to smile at least once.

He took out a match and he lit them. The entire garden was filled with the deafening hissing of the fuses being burnt away and then nothing happened.

Charles’s eyes widened. This couldn’t be happening. He watched the last few of the fuses fizzle into the rockets and nothing happened. There were no bangs, booms or screams of the rockets zooming off into the sky.

Nothing happened at all.

Charles shook his head and grabbed the next two boxes. Both of them contained massive “cakes”. Each cake had about twenty golden sparkling fireworks inside so hopefully this should give the neighbours a hell of a show.

He placed the cakes right in the middle of the garden, lit the fuses and rushed away.

Still nothing. 

No roars, no booms and no bangs as the cakes were meant to unleash their deadly payload, but nothing happened.

Charles’s hands formed fists. This was so stupid. He had spent over a hundred pounds on these damn fireworks and they weren’t working. He had seen videos of these exact fireworks giving a great display on the internet. These fireworks should have worked perfectly.

He took a final sip of his cheap awful red wine. It was a shame there were no full-bodied flavours or even that much fruit in the damn thing. At least the slightly sweet, cheap knock-off attempt at red wine smelt better than the dampness of the icy cold winter night.

He looked at the very last box and he didn’t even know if it was worth it, but  he brought them. He might as well use them.

So he got the Roman Candle out of its box. It was meant to launch an exploding shell that would shatter in the sky and give off great sparks of blues, golds and pinks. It was meant to be stunning.

Charles placed in it in the ground and he didn’t even care enough
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