
RIDDLES FROM 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 © 2026 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

RIDDLES FROM 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: ]

RIDDLES FROM HELL

[image: ]


This was the day he died.

Arthur Jackson was so excited as he went down the little, narrow stone hallway towards his prize. The Great Sphinx of Hell’s Place. He slowly went along the stone hallway, feeling the rough symbols and ancient words in a language he didn’t know that had been carved into the walls.

He didn’t really like the narrow slits of golden sunlight that beamed down from high above him. The light was barely bright enough to light up the hallway and he could barely see his own hands in front of his own face.

The sunlight was next to useless, and it almost felt like a cold trick. If he ever got into trouble, it would be cruel for him to be so close to the safety of the outside world. He could see the safety of the light, but so far in reality.

He shook his head at the silly thought and he kept shuffling along the narrow stone hallway. 

The sheer silence of the hallway, besides his own breathing, was just unnerving. Arthur had wanted to bring his wireless earphones so he could listen to some classical music, a history podcast or he wouldn’t mind the news at this rate.

Just anything to help break up the damn silence. It was just creepy.

The hints of vanilla, custard and freshly baked bread was even stranger. The smell didn’t make any sense and the more he shuffled along the hallway, the stronger the weird smells got. 

He forced himself to remain calm. He couldn’t focus on the fact that Hell’s Place always revealed itself as a twisted nightmarish place that made no sense before it claimed another victim. He was not allowing that to happen to him.

He was going to survive this. The Great Sphinx wouldn’t kill him today.

He hoped beyond hope that was true.

A cold draft brushed the back of his neck and he hoped beyond hope that it was only a cold breeze. He had always heard the rumours of Hell’s Place. The former council estate where people died, went missing and other weird and twisted things happened to them every day without fail.

The rumours were why he was here. After his best friend in the entire world, Owain, had died in a car accident after he was so-called drunk driving (Owain had never drunk alcohol a day in his life), Arthur had been determined to find the truth.

And the Great Sphinx was going to help him. 

A moment later, Arthur shuffled out of the hallway into a larger square chamber and four burning pots of olive oil flared to life. The golden flames lit up the stone chamber perfectly and he was surprised by the sheer beauty of the artwork carved in the walls.

There were images of the Egyptian god Osiris, Ra and a whole bunch of other Gods and Goddesses he wasn’t too sure about. He was pretty sure the crocodile God heading straight for the others was Apex, God of Chaos. 

The main God everyone wanted to avoid like the plague. No good ever came from dealing with him.

Arthur went to the edge of a large hole in the stone floor. The hole was perfectly round, a little too perfect for his liking and it seemed to go on endlessly. 

A laughter came out of the hole, echoed all round the stone chamber and two bloodred eyes glowed in the hole.

Arthur staggered back, he realised the stone hallway was closed off and he was entirely trapped in the stone chamber now. 

There was no escape.

A moment later, a Sphinx climbed up out of the hole. Its lion claws dug into the stone, its tail whipped round in the warm air and the face of a human woman grinned at him like he was a long-lost lover who she was actually happy to see after all these centuries.

The Sphinx clicked her fingers and a Jade bowl of vanilla, custard and freshly baked French sweet bread appeared. She stabbed the bread with a claw and ate it.

The scent of vanilla was so strong that it made his eyes water. Arthur tried to back away even more but he couldn’t. The stone walls weren’t moving and there was no way he was getting back into the stone hallway.

“I glow without a flame, arrive without a knock, found in the small breaths and in shared laughter’s shock,” the Sphinx said. “I lighten the load though I weigh nothing at all, seek me in moments and I will not stall. What am I?”

Arthur tensed, took a deep breath of the vanilla-scented air and focused on why he was here. The Great Sphinx was his only lead on finding out what Hell’s Place actually was.

There had been a few records, a few reports and a single podcast interview with an insane artist before she died. It was rumoured that Hell’s Place’s origin was only known by the Great Sphinx.

If you could answer her three riddles then she would answer whatever you wanted to know. If you failed even one of them, then she would kill you.

Arthur shivered at the thought. He didn’t want to die. After losing his best friend, seeing Owain’s grieving husband and two kids, he had to live. The truth was the most important thing.

He couldn’t afford to die.

Arthur paced round the stone chamber. He had revised, practised and lived and breathed riddles for the past ten years. He had to get this one, it didn’t seem that hard.

“The small breaths and laughter,” Arthur said. “Well that’s positive emotions and it lightens the mood. So the answer has to be happiness,”

The Sphinx bowed at Arthur, blew him a kiss and he really wanted her to kiss him. her human-like body was impressive as hell. Her large lips looked so tasty, sweet and she looked like a great kisser.

He shook the disgusting thought away. It had to be one of her tricks to try and make him horny and distracted so he would get the next riddle wrong.

He frowned at her, she blushed and she stood up perfectly straight.

“I cross no borders yet I bind two hearts, I flourish in truth and falter with false starts. I grow when I’m given, I wither if kept: name me and you hold me, but speak and I’ve leapt,”

Arthur was about to give the answer, love, but he didn’t want to know. Not yet. All he could think about was Owain and everything the two of them had never said to each other.

Owain was the first guy he had ever liked. He was cute, sweet and so caring. It was how Arthur knew he was bisexual and he loved it.

Owain’s cute brown curtains were always a little too long, too messy and Owain would always argue with his parents about getting them cut. Arthur always thought they were cute and he never wanted Owain to get rid of them.

Arthur had wanted Owain to do a lot. Like ask him out, kiss him and break up with his own boyfriend Elliott, even though El was stunning in his own way.

Arthur bit his lower lip. He should have done so many things differently. He shouldn’t
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