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INTRODUCTION
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Contrast to popular belief, mystery is actually a remarkably flexible genre that can both be a genre in its own right (obviously) and a subgenre of tons of other main genres. As well as mystery can be a subplot, a main plot or a little writing device that helps to build the suspense of a story so the reader keeps reading.

That’s why when I wanted to create these five volumes, I just knew I had to have a volume that combined science fiction and mystery. Also, I wanted to demonstrate that these two genres can be merged in different ways.

Personally, I do love mystery in most of its different forms. I love private investigators and women sleuths most of all, that’s why I write the Bettie English Private Eye Mysteries and I love every single one of those books. I will definitely keep writing them because they are so much fun to write.

In addition, I love detective fiction too. It’s why I write a lot of short stories in my Kendra Cold Case Detective Fiction series where she has to solve London’s most impossible, toughest and most twisted cold cases. That gets really messed-up quickly but it is a blast to write.

And on occasion, I am well-known for writing what I term “not-cosy mysteries” that involve a little old lady in a village in the south of England so it uses the idea of a cosy. Yet these don’t conform to the subgenre expectations (like extremely slow pacing) so I don’t market them as cosy stories. These come in the form of my Jane Smith Amateur Sleuth mysteries.

Therefore, as you can see mystery is a very wide and interesting genre that covers a lot of ground and can be written in different ways with different characters and have different feels.

That’s what I want to show you in this volume with a science fiction twist.

Some of the brilliant, gripping stories in these pages include “Candy Detectives” about a detective chocolate bar investigating the murder of his ex-boyfriend in a candy world. This was originally published in the three time Hugo-Nominated Pulphouse Fiction Magazine. 

That gives you a great taste of a science fiction mystery on the extreme scale as you’re taken to a rich, vivid world made entirely of candy.

Another great set of stories come from the near future with “Future Baking” amongst others that hint at how crime might change in the next few decades and how detectives and other people will have to adapt to stop the evil criminals.

Then finally, I do love a good crime story because I like to imagine I would be good at committing crimes if I wasn’t such a good person by bound laws and my own moral code. So I have to sadly settle for writing my dream crimes in fiction so please expect assassins, thefts and a whole bunch of other unputdownable crime stories with a science fiction twist.

There are twenty stories for you to enjoy in this volume so please enjoy following these fun detectives and criminals as they compete to solve or commit science fiction crimes.
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PHOTOGRAPHING A CRIME IN TIME
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My name is Joanna Rusch and I have the extremely weird job of being a Time Photographer. Now you go ahead and laugh because I know that my job sounds so ridiculous, stupid and impossible. But please, let me assure you it is perfectly real and the consequences can be very, very real.

I have slipped in-between moments of time and photographed grand heroes of the past. Like Churchill, King Henry the Eighth and even Emperor Nero. Granted I seriously doubt some of those were actual heroes, but as my mummy always said 'morality doesn't pay the bills sweetheart'.

Of course she was right, that damn infuriating woman always was. 

Until she died.

Which was why I became a Time Photographer because normally me and "my kind" travel into moments, take some pics and sell them to magazines. And most of the time for some serious cash, but I wanted to do a lot more good with my job.

So I wanted to take a picture of my mummy's killer.

As I stood in a massive cafe in the year 2030, I enjoyed staring at the rows upon rows of little metal tables with their holographic menus and metal chairs neatly tucked in around them.

The cafe walls were a rather wonderfully warm orange that I thought always gave it more of a Mexico compared to English feel, but that hardly made it a bad place. And even as I stood here I could taste the amazing chiles, stringy cheese and perfectly seasoned tacos on my tongue.

If I wasn't basically frozen in-between two moments of time then I absolutely knew I would hear the joyous sounds of happy families and couples talking and laughing with a little gentle music playing in the background.

To be honest, I had been here so many times over the years that I just knew what everything was meant to be like. From the warm temperature to the calming family atmosphere to the brilliant staff that worked tirelessly each day.

I loved it here.

But considering I had read the police report tons of times over the decades, now I was here in the cafe at the moment my mother was dying. I was still rather surprised and... disturbed by it all.

You know, I was only a wee girl at the time when she was murdered, maybe 8 or 9 so now I was 45 with a husband and two kids of me own. It all seemed so strange actually being here.

I knew exactly where she died in here, the police report showed my beautiful mother with her loving eyes, long blond hair and massive caring smile spread out on the floor at the back like she had simply fallen. If it hadn't of been for the large stab wound thrusted into my mummy's heart, maybe, just maybe I would have lied to myself all these years and hoped that she had simply fallen back.

But the truth was different.

I felt my stomach twist as I realised what me being here actually meant. I was going to see what maybe I never should be able to see, at least the Time Code would keep me somewhat safe.

Due to this varied (and slightly pathetic) form of time travel meant I could literally only stay in-between two moments of time. Sure I could interact with the environment, like I could easily kick over the chairs, but when I left, time would start moving again and everything would reset itself.

Well, I say restarted. All I'm really doing is moving so slowly through this in-between of moments that time might as well as been stopped dead.

Ha. Yeah, maybe that wasn't the best thing to say right now.

I slowly started to walk through the cafe and I passed rows upon rows of families sitting at tables enjoying themselves and I honestly couldn't believe what I had read in the police reports.

Apparently no one had saw a thing except a man dressed in all black and his face was shrouded.

But now I was here, I couldn't believe it. There were so many people enjoying themselves, I couldn't understand why someone didn't see who killed my mummy.

Then I noticed the cafe sort of curved round to the left and... I saw it. I saw it all.

Maybe... no definitely. I should have prepared myself a lot more for seeing this, but right in front of me, I saw my beautiful loving mummy frozen in time as she looked like she was falling backwards, and the blood was already starting to drip out of the wound and into the soft fabric of her silk blouse.

My mummy always had made sure she looked great whenever she went out. Not in a pompous stupid kind of a way, but the sort of way how you know someone deserves respect, they’ve worked hard and they have a little bit of money because of all of that.

But as I stared at my mummy in her white silk blouse, black trousers and her screaming face falling backwards. I seriously couldn’t believe what I was doing.

I felt my stomach tighten into a painful knot and I just knew I shouldn’t be here. I should have had another Time Photographer do this, but I was just so arrogant and desperate and stupid that I really believed I could handle this.

Then I looked at the man in front of her.

Over the decades I had imagined what her killer looked like so often. When I was a wee girl, I had thought her killer would have scales, tentacles and massive slashing teeth. Of course that wasn’t the case but as a little girl I had no other ideas.

Then when I was in my early adulthood I honestly thought the man would look like a deranged serial killer with crazy eyes, dirty teeth and a large knife in his hand. That was definitely the image that stuck in my mind all these years.

But now I was actually here. I could see that the police report was right all along. The man holding the knife with my mummy’s blood shining in the light was six-feet-six wearing nothing but a black tracksuit, a black mask and black trainers.

It was nothing to go on and I could easily see why the case had turned as cold as it did. There was just nothing to go on.

Thankfully because I was in-between moments of time and I could interact with everything, I could finally take off the mask and take a picture of her killer.

I didn’t know if I wanted to.

Well no, that is entirely right. Of course I wanted to, then I could simply hand the photo into the police and they would catch the criminal. They had done it before and tons of times since, that’s actually how I got the idea for this in the first place. I read a magazine article on a Time Photographer that had done something for Jack The Ripper.

Yet now I was here, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to experience what could happen afterwards. 

The case had been cold for so long, my mother was so popular and the media frenzy had been bad enough back then. But if the killer was caught then everything would happen all over again.

And I would have to experience all the pain, agony and anguish, and I suppose my so-called step-brothers and sisters would have to get called in for the trial too.

It wasn’t that I didn’t like my so-called family, but they were from a different marriage that my dad did after she died. I hated that new mother (Georgia was the bitch’s name) and I really, really hated how she tried to erase all memory of my mummy from me.

That was something I never forgave her for.

I just focused on the horrible killer and slowly reached for the black mask. My hands started to shake so badly that I wasn’t sure they could do it.

Then my fingers brushed some of the cold fabric. My hand shot back.

I couldn’t do this. 

There would be so much chaos, agony and problems caused by this, if I actually revealed who the killer was my life would never be the same again. And I loved my current life, I loved travelling through Time taking photos, being a mother and being a wife.

I didn’t want that to change, I had grown so use to not knowing that I was comfortable in the fact her killer would never be found. 

I looked at my mother’s screaming face again and I just felt so powerless. That was the problem with being in-between moments of time. Whatever I did here would just be reset and time would carry on as it had.

My mummy would still die.

So what was the point of all of this? 

My mummy would still be as dead as a doornail, my life would be in chaos and my own family... I honestly don’t know what they would be like. And that was all before I even started to wonder about my job, being a Time Photographer wasn’t easy and I would need tons of time off to watch the trial, testify for how I got the photo and more.

I couldn’t do that.

I slowly started to turn around when I saw a rather young man, probably 19, sitting at a table with some friends and he honestly looked like he was about to get up. The man had long brown hair, a concerned smile and his eyes... there was something so driven in those eyes.

Like he was going to help her.

I instantly knew who this man was, he had been the man who pressed my mummy’s wounds until the paramedic’s arrived, the man that had assured my mummy that I knew I was loved and most importantly this was the man I became best friends with.

Archie Long.

He had actually died a few weeks ago of a heart attack, but he had been so thrilled when I told him I was coming to do this little trip. He had wished me all the best, and how sorry he was that he couldn’t do more for her that day.

I had to take the photo for him.

As I turned back round, I stretched out my hand and grabbed the cold fabric of the black mask, and I took it away.

My stomach felt like it would explode in agony as I stared at the face behind the mask.

It wasn’t a man.

And to make matters a damn slight worse, I would always recognise that false evil smile, false blond hair and fake female nose. Because my daddy would later pay for all of these fakes to be redone with my mummy’s money.

I was staring at Georgia. That selfish cold calculating bitch had killed my mummy to get my father. 

I just raised my camera and I took tens of pictures from all different angles. I didn’t want there to be any doubt about who this woman was.

This bitch of a step-mother was going to pay for what she did to me, my family and my mummy.

I was going to see her sent away for life.

***
[image: ]


About ten years later after all the investigations, the three trials and the chaos, I finally got my justice and as I stood there in the little café surrounded by all the metal tables, warm orange walls and people standing up in utter horror at the murder, I just smiled.

I could never visit the same in-between moments again so I had come to a few moments later as the entire café screamed and panicked and froze at the murder. 

And I’m seriously grateful that I was in-between moments here, I didn’t want to hear people screaming, crying and panicking. I certainly didn’t want to smell the Mexican food too.

My husband (who was amazingly still with me) wondered why I bothered coming back after all the pain, chaos and other nonsense that the trial caused and I didn’t really know.

At the time I supposed I just wanted to see my beautiful mother a final time, but now I know it was for a very different reason. 

I slowly raised my camera and really smiled as I watched the frozen people react in horror to the murder, and I moved so those people were behind me and I just smiled.

I clicked the camera and took a wonderful selfie with me smiling in amongst the chaos and horror and disgust in the background, because I wasn’t just a Time Photographer now. 

Anyone could do that, but now I was a Time Photographer that specialised in photographing a crime in time, and if that meant I could provide closure for others. Then I knew I was going to be extremely, extremely happy with my life.

––––––––
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THE WAR INSPECTOR
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When I was a teenager, so maybe in the early 2080s, in the very poor country of England, me and my classmates were always too damn excited when we had our War History classes because war really was meant to be a thing of the past. There were no bullets, guns or bombers being made and all the “old methods” of war as my teacher said really were things of the past.

Now at the time, that was just flat out amazing to me because my grandaddy, uncles and aunts had all been sent off to war and they had been exploded, blown up and ripped to shreds.

I really did love my family.

But if no more bullets, bombs and weapons were being made then no one, absolutely no one had to go through the same pain, agony and torment that I had to experience when the military turned up at my parents’ door and explained what happened to their parents, my grandparents.

There was no more war.

However, even I have to admit that thirty years later that I was extremely stupid and to be honest, the rest of the world was rather stupid as well. War was like an organism meaning that it lived, thrived and it never ever wanted to die.

So war returned rather quickly in the 2090s.

That’s where I come in.

As I stand on the icy cold charred, blackened ruins of a sandy plane in Northern Africa that stretches on for hundreds of miles, I pull my thick fur coat tighter around me because whatever myths people had about Africa in the past, it was always more than a frozen wasteland nowadays.

It was freezing.

The landscape was awful with its black charred sand coursing, swirling and twirling around me for as far as I could see. The black sand blew gently in a cold breeze that seriously had some bite on it, but I was more concerned about the sheer flatness of it all.

You see, I, Hellen Carter, am a War Inspector working for the United Nations and whilst all forms of war are illegal as hell nowadays ever since my adolescence. A lot of countries don’t listen to the United Nations and because bullets, guns and bombs leave too much evidence behind. Countries use immense missiles these days.

That’s what I’m looking for, any sign of evidence of these missiles.

I had only looked at pictures of this area a few days ago whilst I was getting prepared for this assignment. There were massive beautiful sand dunes, trees and lakes in small pockets and there were even settlements of great nomadic people living off the land.

I didn’t see any of that now.

All I saw was an endless wasteland of black sand with tiny smouldering columns of black smoke rising up faintly into the crystal clear blue sky. That had to be the most unnerving part of all of this, but the black smoke left the aromas of charred flesh, bones and corpses in the air leaving the bitter aftertaste of death as it clung onto my tongue.

Back when my family were in warzones and fighting for the United Nations, they often said and wrote about how dark the sky was with smoke, soot and death so it actually turned a little darker no matter how bright the sun was trying to be.

That was actually the first piece of evidence that an Annihilator Missile had been used, the only missile still in existence.

“You there!” someone shouted behind me.

I pulled my large white rucksack a little tighter and I really hated to imagine what awful people had found me. I really hoped they weren’t raiders or something. 

I turned around and was rather annoyed at myself for not detecting the large group of men and women in charred dirty clothes sneak up behind me. These certainly weren’t locals with their modern western jeans, shirt and hiking boots.

These were most likely the war criminals that had launched the attack.

A rather tall woman slowly stepped forward and she didn’t seem evil with her long blond hair, smooth skin and long slim legs (she was very hot I have to admit) but it was her grin that concerned me.

Then all of them got out their longswords that shone bright in the sunlight and almost blinded me.

I only just noticed that the peaceful howl of the wind that I had tuned out as mere background noise had stopped, and now I was alone in silence with these criminals.

“She’s from the UN,” the leader woman said. “If the UN sent her then they know what we’re up to, so we have to deal with her and convert her,”

I took a few steps back. I had no idea who these people were but they were strange extremists for sure.

Annihilator missiles might have been extremely rare, having the power to turn entire small nations into nothing but blackened wastelands but very few countries had them. What was left of the US had some, the United European Nations had tons, China had a few more and the powerhouse of the Japanese Empire had a good chunk too.

I didn’t think any of these people belonged to those nations but I think it was fair to say I was getting kidnapped by people who weren’t my target. So war criminals were still free and these idiots were stopping me in my work.

“I’m not going anywhere with you criminals. I was sent by the UN to investigate the use of this missile and I have to keep the world safe. You cannot stop me,” I said, very stupidly.

The group laughed at me just like how my childhood bullies did a lot of the time. 

The leader woman came up to me and pressed her sword against my throat. “I think you will do exactly as we say because I agree with you. I do want to know who killed my family and you’re going to help me do it,”

As much as I didn’t want to admit it, I was rather intrigued because if these people were from this country then why didn’t they die in the attack like their families?

That answer actually scared me a lot more than I ever wanted to admit. Even to myself.

***
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“Greetings War Inspector,” 

I have to admit that I’ve been working for the United Nations since I was 16 years old so a good thirty years, I’ve worked with national security services, international ones and I have in fact worked with a handful of criminal organisations as informants (and sex partners too) but these criminals were just fascinating.

They led me into a large yellow canvas tent after a five hour drive through the blackened wasteland towards their encampment that was very well established considering the attack.

The camp was impressive with its sweet-smelling flowers, freshwater spring and the stunning aroma of freshly roasted beef filled the air. The entire camp smelt like heaven and I loved it. I was also rather surprised to see so many people of so many nationalities, there were French, Chilian, Spanish and tons of others.

But there was no one from Africa here, there were Europeans, Americans and others. It made no sense, what could possibly bring all these people together?

The tent itself they led me to was very fancy with a large holographic table in the middle that showed a map of northern Africa with a red dot for where we were and they highlighted the blackened wasteland.

It easily covered all of northern Africa, this was a very high-powered Annihilator missile that basically took out half a continent.

The tent canvas walls were smooth, surprisingly clean and there were no other pieces of technology in here. I presumed this was a type of headquarters so I expected radios, communication devices and weaponry (illegal ones of course) but there was none of that.

Then I realised that only moments before a woman had said something to me and I smiled when I saw an old friend of mine, a Commander Victoria Grayson, was standing in the corner smiling at me.

I immediately went over and hugged her. It was great to see her again in her tan-coloured desert clothes after we served together in the middle east investigating acts of war there.

“What is this place?” I asked, forcing my excitement to remind in check. She was also sensational in bed.

“This is the United Nations Peace Division or what’s left of it,” she said.

I nodded. The UNPD was destroyed about two weeks ago when it was sent into Northern Africa to help defend the local population from the aggression of a Chinese, Russian and Korean alliance (for what all that would do). No one had heard anything for weeks, so why didn’t Victoria respond?

“No communication devices,” Victoria said, clearly knowing me way too well.

“I see. Well the UN knows something is off and they want me to find evidence of a war crime here,” 

Victoria just laughed and I had really missed that beautiful smile and her perfect teeth. I knew why she was laughing because “Act of War” seems like an understatement when half a continent had been shattered and blackened and scorched.

I went over to the holographic table, Victoria thankfully joined me.

“Me and my forces were in the southern end of Africa hunting down a drug lord when the attack happened. We raced back but there were soldiers that forced us back here so we couldn’t investigate,” Victoria said.

I frowned. I hated the idea of there being so many soldiers on the ground and a country had to be behind this because I couldn’t imagine terrorists or people without state funding, getting their hands on an Annihilator missile for one, but also having the manpower to launch the attack and then launch ground forces as soon as they were able to.

Something much, much larger was going on here and I didn’t like that.

“I presume your forces tracked the soldiers back to their base?” I asked, knowing Victoria was way too good not to do just that.

She shook her head. “We tried but there was a sniper that picked off our forces one by one,”

“Damn it,” I said but in all fairness that might be what actually saved us. 

“What you thinking?” Victoria asked.

“I know an annihilator missile levels the ground making it perfect to see enemy forces incoming but I know that a sniper has to shoot from a single location. Is it possible to triangulate the sniper’s position using the positions of your dead soldiers?”

Victoria slowly nodded because I knew that she was too smart not to see what I was saying, and it was standard military protocol that whenever a soldier died their body’s coordinates would be logged and stored.

Victoria went over to the holographic map of North Africa and bought up the location of the bodies. She then ran a computer programme to find the position of the sniper.

“Too many shooters. Maybe three different snipers,” she said.

I grinned. “What were the positions of the snipers?”

She ran another programme and I just smiled as it showed us that the three snipers were spaced equally around a large black square.

She bought up satellite images and it was next to impossible to see because of the advance anti-thermal imaging technology and the canvas of the tents were black like the sand. But I could have sworn this was a military camp.

Probably by the exact same soldiers that had attacked Victoria’s forces earlier.

I took out a small phone from my rucksack and I dialled my boss in New York. We needed military support immediately
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