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In any normal year, September is always a fun and exciting time of year with a lot of new beginnings. For example, for parents, it marks another year of your little darlings getting older and starting another year of school (or their first year perhaps). For university students, it means the start of another academic year and it’s another year to make friends, relationships and enjoy university life. And the seasons change a lot too.

There are a lot of different reasons why I enjoy September. Especially as I start the final year of my part-time Masters degree, the rest of my friends/ housemates move into our student accommodation for the year and I’m really looking forward to what the next academic year will bring.

To reflect this exciting time of year, I have another fun issue of Whiteley Worlds for you, including the debut of a brand-new gripping fantasy series that I flat out love. It’s probably my favourite fantasy series so far, and that’s saying a lot.

In this fun issue of Whiteley Worlds, we get to explore some enthralling science fiction. In Not Funny, we see what happens when a cadet prank goes dangerously wrong and a young cadet gets trapped outside in space with an enemy lurking in the shadows. Whereas in Future Lifesavers, we return to the near future to ask the fun if not slightly scary question of what will coastguard rescues look like in a few decades?

In addition, in the suspenseful short story, Bump In The Night, we follow an investigator learning about the mysterious fate of thousands of people onboard an abandoned warship. That was a lot of fun to write, so I hope you enjoy it as much as I did writing it. As well as in Farming Restrictions, we return to my Way of The Odyssey series exploring what happens when crops fail and this is an eye-opening short story exploring the oppression in the Imperium and just how far people go to survive.

That’s all before we wrap up with the gut-punching short story Dark Meals. On its surface, you might call this a political story on the politics of the far future but in reality it’s a tense, heartwarming story about power, survival and freedom. A great short story to read in September. 

Moreover, in this issue, we have two exciting novellas. Including Spaceguard, which is a stellar science fiction novella from my Agents of The Emperor series exploring a tense, gripping, race against time to find and save a damaged wrecked ship in the vastness of space, containing the most dangerous cargo in the galaxy. If you enjoy science fiction space opera adventures then you’ll love that book.

Then we wrap up this brilliant issue with Betrayal, the debut book in the brand-new Lady Tano Fantasy Adventure Series. And whilst I never normally tell readers about my inspiration for any particular series, this series has a strange (at least to me) inspiration. Back in very late 2023, my current best friend (we had only just met at the time) started to organise a campaign of Dungeons and Dragons because they wanted to DM (run) a game. I had expressed an interest in learning how to play after hearing so much about it and I created a character for it, Lady Ithane Tano, and whilst my friend is a brilliant DM and they run really fun campaigns, I couldn’t explore Lady Tano’s story as much as I wanted to. So I decided to write a series to explore her life, her quest and her mission. Betrayal is essentially her backstory, and it was extremely fun to write. 

Also, I never typically include blurbs, but I think this is a fun one, so why not?

Gripping, vivid, and a tour-de-force of thrilling storytelling, international bestselling author Connor Whiteley’s Betrayal launches his stellar first-in-series of an exciting new series.

When rumours of international assassinations point to terrifying foes, Lady Ithane Tano must find a way to protect her empire, her people and her life before their annihilation. Set in a rich fantasy world and masterfully blending fantasy elements, Connor Whiteley’s Betrayal kicks off a rich new book in this powerfully written series.

From its awe-inspiring opening to gut-punching conclusion, this suspenseful novella takes readers on a shocking journey and proves Connor Whiteley’s stellar storytelling abilities.

READ NOW!

Now we know all the fun stories and novellas included in this issue, let’s turn over the page and start exploring some gripping Whiteley Worlds. 
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NOT FUNNY

A Science Fiction Space Opera Short Story
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“This isn’t funny guys!” 

I knew as soon as the words left my mouth they were completely pointless and I doubted that my grav-boots were fully activated, so my boots would stick me to the large blade-like grey space station I was meant to be inside. 

Normally, I would be more than happy to be outside in the icy cold void of space just barely attached to the space station by my boots and almost floating in the darkness like a leaf that if something went even slightly wrong would be blown off into the void.

Normally, I would also enjoy the stunning, bejewelled reds, purples and blues of nearby planets that floated there like orbs in the darkness.

But these were not normal times because some bastards I called friends had decided to lock me out of the space station.

The deafening silence of space was overwhelming and whilst it was slowly becoming punctuated more and more by my own rapid breathing, this just sucked.

I tried harder and harder with each passing second to calm my breathing. I couldn’t keep wasting precious oxygen but it was pointless.

Thankfully after a minute I managed to slow my breath down just enough that I was slightly less concerned about using up all of my oxygen.

You see when the Great Human Empire decides to train up random poverty-struck young adults to become Empire Army Soldiers. I personally imagined they would send us to a nice Fortress World with real weapons, training facilities and hopefully some hot girls to entertain ourselves with (I am a man after all and girls also like good sex), and hopefully I would get a girlfriend by the end of training.

But no, apparently because the so-called superhuman traitors were only three solar systems away and the Empire needed reinforcements yesterday, we were set to do our training here on some ugly space station.

Well it wasn’t exactly ugly per se. I rather liked its grey blade-like design that was filled with the latest advances in gym, military and shooting facilities and since I was top of the class in everything I loved it here.

It turned out that the other 99 squadmates of mine didn’t like me very much because they were too damn proud to let me help them. 

And I honestly did want to help them. With the Empire burning down around us the Empire needed every single able man and woman to pick up a gun and fight.

I just wanted to make sure my 99 “friends” didn’t die on their first engagement.

But they still decided to lock me outside anyway.

The air inside my environmental suit stunk of basil, tomato and freshly grated cheese that seemed to cling to all of us after each meal. I loved the smell but it was a cruel twist of a knife right now reminding me that I was out here and my friends were safe inside.

The large door didn’t have a porthole that allowed me to look inside, only out so I had no idea if my friends could see me frowning and wanting to get in.

I pounded my fist on the door.

Harder and harder.

I felt my hand protest in agony but I kept smashing.

It did no good. No friends weren’t opening the door and I have to admit that even though I was top of the class in computer hacking and enemy saboteur operations this was a very clever thing to do.

These doors were impossible to open from the outside just in case the enemy managed to board the station without setting off any alerts and I doubted my friends were going to open it from the inside.

I don’t know what they did exactly but whatever it was I couldn’t do anything from this side of the door.

This is definitely the last time I’m joining my “friends” for a top-secret game of laser tag on the outside of the space station after sleeping hours.

I drew back my hand and smashed my hand into the porthole a final time.

I screamed in pain as I felt something crack and the force was loud enough that I heard the crack in my head.

I knew the environmental suit would start pumping drugs into my system within moments and hopefully they would trigger an alert that would awaken a supervisor.

I doubt it but a guy can dream, can’t he?

The main problem I faced wasn’t my suit running out of power because these environmental suits were laced with solar panels into their fabric so it would never run out of charge. At least I wouldn’t be drifting off into space any time soon.

But these were older models. 

Meaning they didn’t have the special bacteria and other modifications that recycled my carbon dioxide into oxygen. And considering it was at least another six hours until breakfast and morning drills I wasn’t going to get found for ages.

That was only slightly problematic. Especially when I realised that each suit only had about three hours of oxygen inside them and I had already been out here for two and a bit hours.

“Guys open the door. I am not scared of any of you and you’re pathetic for doing this,” I said.

I knew it wouldn’t make them any more likely to actually open this door but I was just annoyed at them and if I was going to die then I was going to have my peace.

But then I felt something watching me from behind.

I slowly turned around making sure that I placed my feet carefully on the station so I didn’t accidentally shoot myself off into space and I was puzzled by what I saw.

There was a large lump of a space wreckage zooming past the space station. From what little I could see in the glare of the light of the nearby sun it was all engine parts.

That should have been impossible as this system had some of the strictest laws on space wreckage in the Great Human Empire. 

All of this was illegal as hell and it also didn’t make sense that they were all from different ships. 

I recognised some parts were from shuttles, others were spaceships, others were warships. None of which should have been here. In fact the wreckage of warships was flat out impossible because there were no battles in this sector of space.

I was top of my class in everything remember.

“Guys I don’t know if you’re getting this but you need to alert a supervisor now. Something’s weird going on,” 

As the deafening silence of my communication channels only got worse I already knew that my “friends” had jammed the communication channels between us and supervisors for ease. And now my “friends” had probably taken off their suits so they didn’t have to listen to me.

Then I noticed three shards of “wreckage” glowed bright and broke away from the rest of the wreckage. 

It was heading towards the space station and I gasped as I realised what the hell was coming.

I would recognise the superhuman Angel Armour of the Raven Crow Legion anywhere. Their armour styled on the old Knights of Earth were famous in the Empire.

And they were traitors.

“Guys get a supervisor now. Raven Crow Legion are coming here,”

Again no answer.

I reached for my sidearm that I always carried but it was useless. I hadn’t bought it and I was completely defenceless against damn superhumans. 

Damn my “friends” but I was a loyal soldier of the Empire and now I had to keep the enemy busy long enough for help to arrive.

I had to serve the Emperor now and this was the most important moment of my life.

I quickly backed away from the door of the space station and whilst most of the space station’s surface was perfectly smooth there were large nobs littering the surface too filled with communication and sensory scans.

I smashed my boot into one.

Smashing it. Just hoping that it would alert someone.

The three immense superhumans landed with a gentle bump and my mouth dropped. I had seen pictures of superhumans plenty of times but seeing them in the flesh was something else.

They were so immensely tall, bulky and they projected a sheer aura of authority, power and control that I forced myself not to kneel.

The superhumans spotted me instantly and my suit buzzed as they hacked into my communication lines.

“What’s a little boy like you going out so late at night?” a deep booming voice asked.

It was impossible to tell who was speaking they were all identical to me.

They all raised their huge superhuman guns the size of me and aimed at my chest. I knew one shot would atomise my body.

I couldn’t get shot or injured.

I broke out in a fighting stance and they laughed at me.

“You humans are pathetic. You think you could defeat us. We would destroy your station now if we really wanted to,” a voice said.

I shook my head. “The Raven Crow are infiltration specialists. Superhuman spies. There is no reason for you to be talking to me,” 

They nodded.

They fired.

I jumped to one side.

Losing my grip on the space station.

I floated off into space.

Bullets exploded around me.

I swam as quickly as I could through space.

I grabbed an antenna of a communication relay. I pulled myself down.

I reconnected to the space station.

Legging it.

Bullets banged the ground around me.

The space station popped.

It vibrated.

Things smashed.

Three whooshes filled the air. I hated my suit creating sounds that were meant to be there but weren’t.

The three superhumans grabbed my arms.

Jerking me towards them.

One of the superhumans pressed a huge gun to my head and I could probably guess he was smiling.

“For the Emperor!” I heard someone shout through my suit.

The superhumans dropped me. Spinning around.

I rolled away.

The superhumans fired.

But it was too late every single person on the space station was now in full force armed to the teeth with whatever they could find and they fired.

In the Emperor’s name they did.

Machine guns. Missiles. Sniper rifles.

Everyone fired as bullets smashing into the armour of the superhumans.

Thousands of shots lit up the void ripping the superhumans to shreds within moments and as a golden cladded warrior stormed over to me and threw me over his back I was just relieved that I was alive.

And I really hoped that someone had bothered to keep the door open as we were all outside.

***
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Thankfully there was a short little man keeping the door open for everyone after the battle, and after a lot of report writing, medical evaluations and resting because of the sheer shock of it all and it was the doctor’s order, I had received a summons.

The Grand Commander of the Empire Army’s office, was a little over the top for my liking given how the Grand Commander wasn’t in charge of any army divisions or detachments he was only in charge of this space station.

The office was filled with golden holo-image of beautiful fat animals from Old Earth, rich crystal clear oceans and some of the Emperor himself. That was very impressive and the soft, delicate blue carpet felt wonderful under my feet after walking the horrible grey hard floors of the rest of the station for days.

I sat on an awful blue chair that was so oversized (for me, not an Angel) that I felt like I was being eaten by it. Which after the past few days was actually a better way to go out when compared to evil traitor superhumans.

The Grand Commander was a large, well-muscled man who still wore his golden robes instead of his armour today. He must have liked the colour gold but he was a war hero in his own right and I definitely respected him for that. He sat opposite me.

“I have been talking to my friends in Sector Command for three days now about you and even some pompous idiot from Earth somehow managed to hear about your skills,”

“Skills my Lord?” I asked.

He laughed. “Oh wow. You really are one of a kind. Michael not only did you buy us enough time and have the right mindset so you could function in the face of annihilation, but you actually fought the superhumans,”

I wasn’t exactly sure if running away was actually fighting them but I wasn’t going to kick a gift horse in the mouth.

“And it’s come to my attention that you don’t belong here anymore. You are top of your classes, you have the right mindset to thrive in battle situations and you helped to avert a catastrophic infiltration given how this space station is also a relay station for all communication in the system,”

I completely failed to hide my surprise at his comment. If the Raven Crow had managed to tap into that communication system then I hated, truly hated to imagine how many lives would be lost.

“Where would I be sent?” I asked.

The Grand Commander laughed. “Believe it or not you actually showed the skills in your time here that rival a ton of Captains in the Empire. But have you ever heard of the planet Khan?”

I nodded. “Of course the Khan is the natural border between Empire space and Traitor space with the homeworld of the Hydra Legion being only ten systems away,”

The Grand Commander shook his head. “Wow you are intelligent. That crusade has suffered massive defeats and now they’re requesting a new Commander to help lead strike forces on the world against the traitors. I want you to be that Commander,”

“For the Emperor,” I said confirming I would happily do it.

The Grand Commander shook my hand firmly and he really smiled at me. And it wasn’t the type of smile a person gave someone when they were doomed to die, fail or become cannon-fodder. But it was the smile of someone proud, proud to have helped train such a fighter with potential.

Now I just hoped I would be as effective as he believed.

I stood and grinned. My first-ever campaign and I was going to have hundreds of thousands of lives on my shoulders and actually I wasn’t too scared about that.

Because I had already stopped a massive traitor infiltration operation that would have put thousands of lives in danger, I had protected my “friends” when they didn’t deserve to be protected and most importantly I was dedicated to the Empire. It had to be protected at all costs.

So if this new posting helped to protect the innocent, humanity and the Empire then I was more than willing to do it.

I was going to travel to Khan and the traitors would know my name as I killed them all and saved the Empire and the traitors certainly wouldn’t think of me as weak, pathetic or funny when I was done with them.
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My heart pounded in my chest.

Everyone I had ever met in the lifeguarding community already hated the first few moments whenever the pager went off and we all instantly knew that a life was in grave danger and without our people someone was going to die.

I always hated those moments because it was always such a deadly race against time. If we were too slow then a corpse would wash up on a beach shortly. Too fast and we risked making a mistake that would make us accidentally kill someone through our own stupid mistakes.

I stood proudly in the large box-room of the driving cabin of our immense bright orange hovercraft stretching tens of metres in all directions. We were a beast of the seas around the UK and we only ever got called in when some serious shit was going down and tons of lives depended on us.

Immense gusts of wind smashed into our hovercraft and whilst the holo-shields tried to keep the worst of it from impacting us. The shields were failing today.

Waves tens of metres tall rose up and down out of the dark blue sea like claws stretching out to pull us down to its foul depths and I had no idea how the hell we were meant to help anyone out here.

The reason why we had been called out was because the conditions were way too bad for the small lifeboats even with their holo-suspension that made it next to impossible for them to capsize.

I wasn’t sure we were going to be any better.

The howling, roaring and screaming of the wind wrapped around us and I knew it was far too dangerous to go outside in these conditions. And I knew it was dangerous enough on deck with the worst of the weather being filtered through the holo-shields.

I had a sick feeling that if the holo-shields weren’t there then we would simply fly off the deck as soon as we stepped outside.

It was that dangerous.

The rich wonderful smell of coffee, Danish pastries and salty sea air filled my senses and I was glad that I hadn’t had breakfast yet because judging by the face of Victoria our helm she was about to lose hers.

I suppose not having breakfast was the only advantage of early morning calls.

“Hovercraft, this is Eastbourne Coastguard do you copy, over,” 

As soon as the coastguard came over on the radio and a small holographic woman appeared on the hard wooden console where Victoria was driving the hovercraft from everyone else fell silent.

I really wanted to know exactly what we were getting involved in.

“Confirmed Eastbourne Coastguard. This is Hovercraft, over,” Victoria said.

“Hovercraft we have reports of a Cargo Ship losing all power, engines and shipping containers have become loose in the storm. The ship is approaching rocks and the ship is carrying explosives too, over,”

As Victoria relayed her response saying that we understood everything I looked at my best friends Jeremy, Claire and William. They were all gripping on grey metal bars for dear life and I didn’t blame them.

We had to save the lives of everyone on that ship but we also had to arrange a tow line because if the explosives went off (something that still happened way too regularly for my liking in the 2100s) then everyone on that ship would die and the ocean ecosystem would be damaged for centuries.

We had to help them.

“Thank you Eastbourne Coastguard, we will be at target in ten minutes, over,” Victoria said.

My stomach tightened and my entire body tensed as I imagined what on Earth could happen in those ten minutes. The ship could explode. The crew could die. A crew member could need a med-evac.

Everything would go wrong.

Victoria hit full power and I stumbled over to my best friends and none of us spoke for the next ten minutes.

You could cut the tension in the air with a knife. We all just wanted these people to be safe and we were all nervous as hell about establishing a tow line.

There were no other ships in the area that could handle this mission. If we couldn’t help them then no one could.

And if we did need to med-evac someone then we couldn’t. There was no chance a Jet could fly in these conditions.

A seagull smashed into the window of the driving cabin.

A second later the wind blew it away. Thankfully the window didn’t crack but the conditions were clearly getting worse.

Ten minutes later we all gasped as we saw this ship wasn’t just any old cargo ship it was a brand-new ship designed to be the Titanic of the oceans.

I had seen plenty of amazing pictures online of its immense blade-like grey metal exterior with huge angel wings on the side to help give it better stability (and they disappeared when the ship went into port) and it was said to be indestructible.

Clearly that was just excellent marketing.

We all went over to Victoria waiting for her command. We were all in our dry suits, thick coats and bright orange helmets ready to spring into action at a moment’s notice.

Victoria frowned at us and we all knew how badly this was going to go.

She picked up her holographic handset and tried to contact the ship.

“Brownsea Ship, Brownsea Ship, this is Hovercraft please respond, over,” she said.

She waited a few seconds before she tried again. And again. And again.

There was no answer.

I shook my head. “We have to assume that everyone onboard isn’t fit enough to help us,” 

Claire swore under her breath and then she taped the hologram on top of the driving console and she scanned the surrounding area.

I shook my head as we all realised that the cargo ship was less than a mile away from sharp extremely shallow rocks that wouldn’t destroy the hull immediately but slowly it would.

It definitely would be death by a thousand cuts.

Immense booms echoed around us as we watched huge red shipping containers smash into the water below and they were floating towards us.

As we were a hovercraft I wasn’t concerned about them as we could properly just hover over them but if they were damaged and had sharps shards of metal then I was concerned.

“We have to turn back,” Victoria said.

Normally I was always the first one to do as a helm commanded but I didn’t want to leave yet.

“We have to stay. We have to try,” I said.

“We can’t,” Claire said. “The first rule of lifeguarding is to protect yourself and don’t become a casualty,” 

“I know but-” I said.

“I am helm and it is my duty to protect my crew first of all,” Vic said.

“Hovercraft, hovercraft, this is Brownsea Ship, over,”

We all looked at each other completely stunned.

“Hovercraft, I do not know how long this fix will last. Please respond, over,”

Victoria immediately responded.

“Brownsea Ship, this is Hovercraft. We need to immediately establish a tow line between our vessels. Can anyone help? Over,”

“Negative Hovercraft. My crew are injured, trapped below deck or fighting to contain loose containers. I am the only one available to help. Over,”

I could see the look of despair in Victoria










































[image: ]

















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
WHITELEY
ssuess \\ORLDS

CONNOR WHITELEY

A LADY TANO URBAN FANTASY NOVELLA





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

'CONNOR
WHITELE






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.jpg
OF AGENTS OF THE EMPEROI

CONNOR
WHITELEY






d2d_images/scene_break.png





