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INTRODUCTION
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As we enter the brilliant month of October, I’m happy to report that I am rather excited for this month. Soon, I’ll be starting my brand-new job as a teaching assistant at a special educational needs school, I have a lot of fun fiction projects planned and I’m excited to see what this month has installed.

Also, as the days grow shorter, the temperature drops and the supernatural get a little more powerful as we head into winter, I have a lot of gripping fiction to keep you company on these cold winter nights.

Kicking off this spectacular issue of Whiteley Worlds is Truth About A Love Story. I wanted a great, heartwarming romance to start this issue before we descend into dark, more terrifying tales.

A University Christmas Social. Two Men In Love. A Gay Romance Story Needing To Be Corrected.

When Alex Blue tells the truth behind how he met his husband at a university party, he retells a sweet, adorable, beautifully romantic story about love, happiness and how Christmas really is the most romantic time of the year.

Our second story is Final Day and I love this hardboiled detective short story. Since at university, there is always such a buzz of energy in the final week of term, and this buzz intensifies on the final day of term. Therefore, combine this buzz, a crime and a hardboiled detective and this enthralling story was born. Enjoy!

A Hardboiled Student. A Drug Operation. A Final Day.

University students love Final Day.

Student William Tau hates Christmas. He hates University. William encounters an idiot young man in deep trouble.

William must save the idiot.

A gripping, unputdownable, riveting hardboiled mystery story hooking readers from first to last word.

Thirdly, if we step away from the hardboiled detective genre for a moment, an early version of private investigator Bettie English returns to these pages in Crime, Christmas, Closet. This story was a lot of fun to write because everyone always thinks about the positive side of Christmas. Whereas I always focus on the darker possibilities of Christmas and I write them straight into my mysteries. 

Unfortunate for Bettie English. 

A Trapped Private Eye. A Christmas Crime. Little Hope For Rescue.

A woman trapped in the darkness.

Private Eye Bettie English sees darkness. She feels something covering her. Bettie tries to move.

Can Bettie escape and find out what happened?

If you enjoy gripping, enthralling mystery short stories with a Christmas-y twist, you will love this one!

Penultimately, we return to the hardboiled detective genre in Hardboiled December. Originally, I wrote this tense, suspenseful short story for a writing class and it was popular, well-received and very much enjoyed. I know you’ll love it too.

A Cold December. An Awful Bar. A Bitter Detective.

Detectives hate the holidays.

Private Detective Peter Griffins hates the holidays. He loves money. Peter meets a silly woman needing help.

Peter investigates a dangerous case. 

A gripping, unputdownable, riveting hardboiled mystery story.

Our final short story of this issue returns us to the positive, heartwarming, emotional genre of romance in Love Close To Christmas. There’s a lot of things that I love about this short story, including the great cover. You don’t want to miss this read.

University student Aaron Smith builds communities, creates safe places and brings people together. 

When he hosts a board games event in winter break, he meets a life-changing man. 

Sweet. Romantic. Swoony. International bestseller Connor Whiteley smashes it out the park by taking the reader on a gripping romance journey with all the feels, moments and emotions that readers love.

Moving onto the novellas in this issue, an October issue wouldn’t be complete without something dark, magical and terrifyingly supernatural. Nightmare In Bones provides you with some scary entertainment this season as we return to the weird and twisted former council estate of Hell’s Place.

You might want to read this one with the light on. Just a friendly warning.

A fun, gut-punching, deeply unsettling ride ripping into the heart of a stunningly written story. 

When university graduate Savannah Long takes a romantic walk through a woodland, she unleashes her worst nightmare. 

Savannah races against time to save herself, her boyfriend and many more lives. 

International bestseller Connor Whiteley delivers a gripping, spellbinding, shockingly well-written adventure about love, myth and magic in this sensational twist on Greek myth. 

Finally, private investigator Bettie English returns in full force to these pages in Gangs of East Kent. A little-known fact about this novella is that the inspiration for it came from a Facebook infographic that explained to me the structure of criminal gangs with the Boss, Underboss, Capos, members and non-members amongst a few others. Who knew infographics could be so useful?

Heartless Gangs. Murderous Criminals. Death Cults. Just another fun day at the office for Bettie.

When Private Investigator Bettie English meets two cold-hearted gang leaders on date night, she races against time to save the day. 

Impactful. Compelling. Riveting. International bestseller Connor Whiteley delivers readers another explosive, suspenseful, unputdownable mystery book hooking them from the first to last word and making them read late into the night.

Now we know all the gripping stories in this issue, let’s turn over the page and start exploring some unputdownable Whiteley Worlds. 
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TRUTH ABOUT A LOVE STORY

A Gay Contemporary Holiday Romance Short Story
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Now if you had ever asked me, Alex Blue, how I had met the love of my life, my best friend and the bestest husband a man could ever wish for, Steve Heartwood. Then I would have told you exactly what I had told every single person on this beautiful planet.

We had met one night at a university party, we had kissed and danced and that was the whole story.

But it wasn’t.

So I think it is time that I actually tell you the truth about how I met my husband, how we fell in love and how we met in the very first place, because it’s sweet, emotional and very, very embarrassing in places but I truly believe that is why we fell in love.

It all started at the university Christmas social as I mentioned earlier, that part I never lied about. I was standing next to one of the ugly sterile white walls that my university seemed to love back in the day. I was talking to one of my lecturers who was basically a great friend of mine back then because I was useful, smart and if he needed something then I would help him.

I always loved being helpful and the lecturer, Steve, might have been seven years older than me, but he was fit in his tight, black business suit that highlighted all the right things. Including his biceps, six pack and all his other lovely muscles.

Hell, I’m a man so I’m allowed to have little impossible crushes. 

Anyway, the Christmas social was in full swing in the small lecture theatre with all the modern wooden desks being moved into the storage rooms, or being pushed up against the three other sterile white walls. I liked watching the clueless undergraduates (which I was also one) in their jeans, shirts and two people even had suits on, as they flirted and tried to chat up girls and boys alike. 

I had to admit that a lot of the women looked lovely. My best friend Addie looked stunning in her little black dress that came down to her knee and I had already noticed three men try to slide a hand up her skirt. I was definitely going to be watching Addie tonight just to be on the safe side. 

I always looked after my friends.

The sweet aromas of chocolate, strawberries and mint filled the entire room, which I loved, from the chocolate fountain the department had hired out for tonight. I would have imagined the students would have swarmed the fountain but it was the lecturers that were emptying it into their mugs.

I really did love university and I loved socials even more. Everyone was so relaxed and it just proved that at the end of the day both staff and students were there to help each other and work together, not against.

“When do you go back for Christmas?” Steve asked flexing a little like he had a back problem. 

I smiled as my wayward parts pressed like a soldier wanting to escape prison against my trousers. He was so hot.

“At the end of next week, I’m looking forward to it. It’d be nice to go back to Surrey see my family and meet up with my friends. What about you?”

Steve grinned a little. “Actually not a lot. You know I live in Seasalter but my girlfriend broke up with me so I’m spending Christmas at my Nan’s,”

“Oh,” I said. I was rather surprised actually that it was all I could say because it just didn’t seem right. Me and Steve had been friends for ages and I knew he lived about twenty minutes from the university, he really did love his girlfriend and it just seemed like such a shame.

Steve just smiled at me and I had to admit that it was one of the most beautiful smiles that I had ever seen. His teeth were pearly white, perfectly straight and I so badly wanted to hug him. Only to offer him emotional support for the breakup, of course.

“Are you okay?” I asked. 

Steve laughed and it was such a beautiful sound. “Trust you to only be interested in how I am. How you’re single is beyond me,”

I was about to comment but then I realised how he had said that. I had never heard Steve say something so carefully, so intensely and with so much passion behind it. It was almost like he really, truly couldn’t believe I was single.

I looked over to Addie who was dancing and smiling with a rather cute first-year. It was just a shame he wasn’t as cute as Steve. 

“Well, it isn’t through lack of trying,” I said looking at Steve’s wonderfully bright, alert eyes that looked at me like I was the most important thing in the entire world. “Sometimes dating’s just hard, you know. Why did you and your girlfriend break up if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Na that’s fine. It was just that we didn’t have much in common anymore and we were interested in different people,”

I cocked my head and gestured we should move over to the chocolate fountain, which is another little detail I lied about because of what happened next. 

I nodded my nodded my respects to the group of female and male lecturers as they left the chocolate fountain with mugs and fruit and even pieces of doughnut drowned in chocolate. I picked up a small plastic cup filled with strawberries and I held it under the fountain. 

I loved watching my cup fill with the rich, silky smooth chocolate.

“What do you mean you were into different people?” I asked watching my cup.

“I realised I was into you,”

The words slammed into me and I jerked. Tipping the chocolate-filled mug over myself. 

Piping hot chocolate poured over my shirt and warmed up my skin. I hissed in pain but got oddly turned-on at the same time.

“I’m so sorry,” Steve said way louder than was needed.

I just looked around as everyone at the Christmas social was staring at me and some people were laughing. I gave everyone a polite smile and I just got out of there.

I started walking along the wide, open corridor outside with those weird blue carpet tiles that all English places of education seemed to love. I just had to make it to the small kitchenette that was around the corner.

“I’m sorry,” Steve said rushing up behind me.

I couldn’t believe this was happening. This was a nightmare, a great friend of mine had confessed they were into me, I had warm chocolate dripping all over me and now everyone was laughing at me back at the social.

This wasn’t fun.

I went through the small white fire door up ahead and went over to the ugly silver kitchen sink. I turned on the water and tried to clean myself up, which wasn’t easy because the chocolate was starting to harden (unlike my dick at the moment) and it was everywhere.

Steve came through the door and sat up on the counter next to me.

I looked round at him and by God he looked so damn hot in that tight suit. He looked even cuter now because he looked guilty, ashamed and like he felt awful about embarrassing me.

“I thought you liked me too?” Steve asked. 

I grinned. “It was just a shock okay. Yeah I like you a lot and I think you’re fucking hot but what happened? Every conversation we’ve ever had has always been straight and you love your girlfriend. What happened?”

Steve laughed and he started gently stroking the back of my legs with his shoes. Which felt weird at the time but I really did love him touching me playfully so I didn’t mind it too much. 

I grabbed a couple of blue paper towels from a pile next to the sink and tried to use them to clean me up.

“Me and Lisa loved each other a lot but we were just lying in bed one night and we both sort of said at the same time that we didn’t love each other. I love women but I don’t know why, but I like you. I really don’t know why because you aren’t my normal type, but what I do know is I really, really like you,”

I grinned to myself as he sat there in silence and I could feel the tension, chemistry and romantic interest flow between us. It wasn’t exactly the most traditional or even normal way that a man had confessed to liking me before, but I did understand it.

I understood that when it came to love sometimes you did just like people because they were great, they were cute or you were just drawn to them for an unknown reason. Love wasn’t a science and love wasn’t something you could always predict.  I know from experience that can be damn annoying at times, but it’s also what makes love wonderful, fun and exciting. 

By this point my shirt was soaking wet, it was sadly clinging to my body and I hated the wet feeling of it all. There were even chocolate marks still on the shirt so I was sure it was ruined, but I turned around and I couldn’t believe how beautiful Steve looked as he stared at me.

His stunning eyes were wide, his suit highlighted everything I really liked about him and he was just perfect. And I realised in that moment that I didn’t really know why I liked him either. 

Sure he was stunning, had wonderful muscles and he was everything I liked in model-like and striking guys. But that was all lust, I didn’t like him romantically for that. I think I liked him romantically because he was so kind, supportive and just a great person to be around.

Steve was the first person I had come out to when I had come to university, Steve was the person who said sweet things to me and he was the person I just loved hanging out with. Maybe I had always liked him a lot more than I ever wanted to admit. Maybe we had both been blind before now to see it.

“You look wet,” Steve said. “Did you want me to dry you off?”  

As Steve grabbed a tea towel I just grinned like a teenage boy as he wrapped his strong muscular legs around my thin waist and he pulled me close. Our dicks touched and I almost jumped out of my skin at the sheer electrical and sexual tension that flooded my body.

Steve slowly started to wipe my shirt with the tea towel, getting lower and lower on my body before he touched the area we both wanted him to play with. He teased and teased and teased me until I went insane and moaned more than I had ever done before.

And then we fucked for the next hour in that small kitchenette until three lecturers came in as they came in for their own fuck session.

A lesson to be learnt, always lock the door during sex.

So why do I lie when people ask how did I meet my husband? 

I don’t actually know. I always tell them about the Christmas social, but I don’t tell them about the chocolate fountain, how me and Steve first had sex nor how those university lecturers had caught us. 

I don’t tell anyone those bits and maybe it’s because me and Steve aren’t proud we basically fucked straight away. Maybe it’s because we want people to think we had a certain type of slow, passionate relationship that was based on feelings and emotions before we ever started to think about sex.

But the real reason is a lot simpler than that. It’s because those are our times, our memories, our precious private moments that I don’t want to share with anyone else. I love Steve and Steve loves me and that’s all we need. 

We met five years ago and it has been the best five years of my life. We still dance, kiss and have sex at every single social the university department has, and we had a lot of non-adult and adult fun throughout the year too. We’ve been living together for four years and that has been sensational.

Steve makes me breakfast, we have sex and we have plenty of time together. We talk about research, holidays and everything we want to do together, and I love every single moment of it.

You might be wondering what the university thought about a lecturer dating a student, but it all worked out fine. The university simply said make sure no one finds out, act professionally at the university and they don’t care what else happens. And that first year when I was finishing up my undergrad and sneaking around with the man I love, that was almost as good as the sex.

So now you know. You know the truth about how I met my husband, and we got married last month in a beautiful little Christmas-themed wedding that was everything I could have wished for. Of course everyone asked how we had met, how we had fallen in love and how we were the luckiest people alive and me and Steve had smiled at every single one of them. Because we loved each other and only you know the truth about our love story, and that is how it's going to be forever.

Which me and Steve don’t have a problem with, not a problem at all.
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16th December 2022

Canterbury, England

Christmas and the holiday season at Kent University was just as pathetic here as it was everywhere else on the planet as far as I was concerned. It was stupid, from the little Santa fun run the university insisted students did, to the Christmas market that always happened in Canterbury City Centre to the massive waste of money on Christmas decorations that the university spent each year trying to make the university look “nice”.

As far as I was concerned each and every year the university failed to make itself look nice for the holiday season, but then again, I hate the holidays, Christmas and all the goodie-tooshie rubbish that apparently just has to happen.

My name is William Tau and I might be a Masters student at Kent University, but that doesn’t mean that I like university in the slightest, nor does it mean I like my fellow students, lecturers or most importantly coursework.

As it was Final Day, the stupid celebration of the last day of the autumn term and the day that every student at the university partied hard into the night, I was sitting at a wobbly awful wooden table in the private bar/ club/ drug den at the university.

Franco’s Delight was just an awful name for a little black box-room hidden behind one of the university’s major bars with awful, dirty black walls that I hated, about five round tables and a very poor excuse of a semi-circular bar that had all types of stolen boos behind it.

The boos just were sad excuses so students in the know could get cheap alcohol, but I knew (unlike so many others) that the alcohols were fake, pointless and just watered-down versions of the real stuff that the staff barmen and women kept for themselves.

And of course, because it was stupid Christmas, the Franco brothers that illegally ran the place had decided to join the university in making it nice this year. It was pathetic, of course, and I hated it with a passion. I absolutely detested the bleached out, mouldy Christmas wreaths that they hung all over the walls and judging by the grey things running about inside them, they were certainly rat infested.

Even the Christmas tree, if you could even call it that, in the far corner was a little brown dead tree with some smashed up, dirty baubles hanging on for dear life, and that only added to the sheer depressing and gloomy atmosphere to the bar.

I actually didn’t mind the bar per se because I only came in here when I had to escape from doing my coursework, exams or much of anything. But because I was a good student at times I still managed to pass everything.

The choking aroma of cigar smoke, weed and other foul things that I didn’t even want to think about thickly coated my lungs as a thick fog covered the bar, and I just frowned as I saw the two Franco brothers walk in.

“Morning Will,” they both said frowning.

I just nodded to be nice to them but they were ugly people. I mean I have done some men in my time but even if they were the last on earth I wouldn’t do them because they were pig-ass ugly.

Their faces were smashed-up, cut and injured so much that I doubted they could even smile now. And I quite frankly hope they never smile because that would be truly horrific. 

And I didn’t like their holey jeans, sliced-up t-shirts and black shoes that looked like they were about to fall apart. At least I looked half-good wearing my thick black trench coat, black jeans and thick woolly hat just to keep the damn cold out.

Then I heard the Franco brothers whispering and I knew exactly what was about to happen.

“How many bricks we doing today?” the youngest brother, Jamie asked.

I just looked at the disgusting Christmas wreaths hanging near me as I pretended not to focus on the brothers that were about to start setting up lines of coke.

There was an excellent reason why not many students knew about this damn bar. It was because it was the headquarters for the Brothers’ drug operation.

I hated drugs with a passion but if these mugs and other students want to do drugs then I wasn’t going to stop them. Hell, it was their brains they were destroying.

“Oh,” a high-pitched voice said.

Now there weren’t a lot of people who came to the bar, I had spoken to most of them before and I had flat out never heard that high-pitch disgrace of a voice before.

I looked at the broken wooden door that served as the entrance to the bar and I was shocked to see an idiot young man standing there with his eyes wide open.

The young man wasn’t bad looking with his fit body, blue jeans and white shirt. He was probably going to some party but he was an idiot for two reasons. Firstly, if you saw a drug operation for crying out loud you would be silent and run away. Not this idiot. Secondly, the young man really didn’t fit in here whatsoever.

I almost wished I had a drink at the moment to nurse but I didn’t and I just looked at the Franco brothers. 

I was impressed they had already gotten out five thick lines of white coke, their grey metal weighing scales and a bunch of plastic sandwich bags to put the product in.

And this idiot had seen all of it.

Jamie took a knife out of his pocket and I just shook my head. 

The idiot young man was frozen with fear as the oldest brother, Nicholas, went over to the man and dragged him by the collar over to me and forced him to sit down.

He stunk of flowery perfume that was way too heavy for me to remotely enjoy but he wasn’t bad looking. It was just a shame he was about to suffer.

Because I might help people from time to time but I ain’t no saint and I don’t help idiots in distress, especially when it came to protecting my drinking place.

“We have work to do bro,” Nicholas said.

“We need to deal with the idiot. He has seen our op, our faces, our livelihood. What if he talks?” Jamie asked.

Now I have to give the idiot young man credit because he didn’t do something stupid like protest pathetically by saying oh no don’t hurt me. I won’t talk. That really would have been a silly thing to do.

But I also should have realised that this was the Franco Brothers’ business drug night of the academic year because every single student wanted to get high on Final Day. It was a tradition of the university to get as high as people probably could. Of course, that wasn’t the official point of the uni holiday but it’s what some students wanted to do.

“Why don’t you use him?” I asked, hoping to keep this idiot alive and unhurt a little longer.

Both brothers looked at each other, me and then back to the young man and smiled.

“Do you live on campus man?” Nicholas asked.

I kicked the young man under the table to make him talk.

“Yeah in the Turning Point flats,” he said.

I should have known he would have been from that pompous, pathetic and stupidly overpriced accommodation block. Clearly this man had money, good parents and liked to live in very nice flats.

But it was also where most of the drug-taking students lived yet I knew this man didn’t know that any more than he knew how to take coke without dying. Not that I’ve tried of course.

“We ain’t gonna gut ya if you take five bricks to your flatmates for us. Go to room 512 and just give them to the woman answering the door,” Nicholas said and both brothers laughed.

Hell I almost laughed because that was a suicide mission.

Everyone at the university knew that the Turning Point flats had some of the best security people in reception, everything going into the flats was scanned and every person that lived there was constantly drug tested. Not that the tests were perfect of course.

Needless to say if I didn’t help this idiot young man he was going to get caught, kicked out of university and then not only would his future be as dead as I was inside. But he would have costed the Franco Brothers five bricks of coke.

Yeah, they would deal with him painfully.

And as much as I hated myself for even wanting to help this young man. I just had to do it. I was an awful person at times but I wasn’t going to help an innocent person die if I could have helped them.

Damn me and this man’s stupidity.

***
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I seriously couldn’t believe that I was actually helping out this young man that I now know was called Peter Dixon who studied English Literature (that explained a lot) and he planned to have the last dance tonight at the Final Day Ball (something I actually didn’t know the university did) with his boyfriend.

So I supposed that I just sort of had to help him but I still hated myself with a passion for deciding to help him instead of ordering a nice whiskey from the Franco Brothers’ bar.

The problem with Turning Point flats, and this seriously showed how long it had been since I had visited this pompous, awful place, was that it was a gated community on university property with 24-hour security always operating.

Now as I stood outside the awfully coloured black wooden fences that formed the border around the university accommodation in the freezing icy cold, I was glad that I had remembered just enough about the Turning Point flats to know that we needed to avoid the main entrance as much as possible.

And I was seriously glad about that because they were playing rubbish Christmas songs by the security checkpoint that they called an entrance and I had already seen three extra drug dog patrols so far on the way over here.

This
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