
THE WEIRD TWIST OF HELL’S PLACE

––––––––

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

THE WERID TWIST OF HELL’S PLACE

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: ]

THE WERID TWIST OF HELL’S PLACE

[image: ]


Contrast to popular belief, Hell’s Place doesn’t actually kill, kidnap or make things happen to everyone. It is only a “special” selected few that have something awful happen to them, but that doesn’t mean Hell’s Place doesn’t have a sense of humour. 

I was about to find that out for myself.

You see I was so excited that my hot, sexy, beautiful wife Lola was about to come home from work. I had already seen what she was wearing when she left for work in her insurance investigator role earlier.

She looked stunning.

Lola was wearing a very hot black dress that highlighted her long, slim body so perfectly that if there was any doubt about why I’d married her, those thoughts were well and truly dead. Lola was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.

But I still wanted a divorce.

I leant against the warm rusty copper metal of a massive coffee machine on our large concrete driveway. Both of us had lived in a nicer part of Hell’s Place for the past decade, so we actually had a small driveway that led onto the main road.

Of course you couldn’t park on the small cracked driveway, because the coffee machine was in the way. It was easily the size of a baby car, it was rusty with pipes shooting out in all directions and it just looked weird. It was so weird I had no idea it was a coffee machine until the guy told me.

It was perfect for my divorce plan.

And oddly enough the entire coffee machine actually fit into the Hell’s Place landscape rather well. Our driveway was cracked like a million bombs had smashed into it over the past few years, weeds, roses and small saplings had started growing through the cracks.

It looked absolutely awful.

But I have to admit it was our large former council house that made our end of Hell’s Place actually look nice. Unlike the small cramped terrace houses of Hell’s Place, our house was large, spacious and had bright white sterile walls on the outside.

It looked like a perfectly normal place in a dirty, small council estate. We had bought the house off the council a decade ago and I had loved the house at first. It was large, extremely cheap and Hell’s Place was weird as hell but there was something oddly charming about it.

Sure, three of my friends had disappeared over the last ten years but that was what happened in Hell’s Place. Friends disappeared, people died and weird things just happened. I didn’t really mind it because I was hoping beyond hope that the weirdness of Hell’s Place was going to help me get my divorce.

I smiled even more as my wife’s large orange Kia Sportage pulled up in front of the driveway. The subtle hints of burning petrol filled my senses for a moment before she turned off the engine and then the sweet aromas of vanilla, mint and roses filled the air.

The air was perfectly warm and I was really enjoying the heat. The hot summer’s day was perfect for getting a divorce and I had even taken out a tub of rich, creamy vanilla ice cream to celebrate afterwards.

“What the hell is that?” my wife asked as she got out the car. 

Now you need to know that I wanted to get a divorce as a last resort, because my wife had wanted to live in Hell’s Place originally. I didn’t. And over the years we had only grown so far apart that she didn’t know me anymore and I certainly didn’t know her. She was cold, distant and we hadn’t had sex in nine years.

I had tried to be open, suggestive and I had fought for this marriage for five years but I had just lost interest. Yet I was pushing forty now and I wanted to leave and live my life a little before it was far too late. Something that I was scared about living in Hell’s Place.

“You gonna talk?” Lola asked. “I asked what the hell was that awful thing? I need to park my car for god sake,”

I smiled. My plan was working. She was getting so annoyed she was going to have to say yes to a divorce.

Sure, a lot of our marriage problems had come from the fact that her parents had been murdered nine years ago. I had yet again tried to be open, supportive and wanted her to get professional help. But she didn’t want it and she had become cold and distant from me.

I had even tried helping her rediscover some of her favourite activities that she loved as a child. Still, she wasn’t happy so after two years I had given up on that too. 

“I’ve always wanted a machine to fix up, restore and make like-new. I saw this in the market today and I just had to have it. I’m going to restore it perfectly on the driveway and in the garage. It’s going to take months and months and then-”

Lola waved me silent. “Like hell are you. I am the one that brings in the money, I am the one that needs the garage and I am the one who makes everything happen around here,”

I just looked at her. “This is my day off today so I’m allowed to have a hobby. And this coffee machine is going to be it. If you have a problem with that then maybe you should divorce me,”

Lola smiled and just stormed off inside the house.

This was working brilliantly. She was annoyed, she knew I wanted a divorce and sooner or later I would be free of her forever. I might even be able to get
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