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INTRODUCTION
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Romance, mystery and fantasy. We have it all in this epic issue.

April. It really is one of my favourite times of year and my attitude towards it has certainly changed over the years, especially after my counselling and me somehow surviving everything I have been through. Some of it is actually addressed in this issue through fiction, characters and great plots.

Anyway, I didn’t use to like the change in seasons very much because I used to much prefer the winter. I got to wear hoodies, jeans and my winter clothes. They were my favourite types of clothes. 

However, in recent months, I’ve actually started to appreciate and like the seasonal change a little more. Mainly, I like it because I am becoming more mindful, appreciating the small things in life and just trying to be more in the moment. It’s improved my mental health and after everything, all the trauma, all the hate and all the mental health struggles, I have been through. It is lovely to be alive and notice the wonderful world around me.

Anyway, that’s something that I’ve tried to put together in this issue of Whiteley Worlds. Especially with the two books.

We kick off this issue of Whiteley Worlds with a touching, tense, spellbinding short story in The Shard Collector. I’ve always enjoyed magic shops, learning about them and writing about magic shops. My earliest memory of a magic shop was in the British kid’s animation in the early 2000s (or even 1990s) called Mr Ben. If by magic, the shopkeeper appeared. I think that’s the most famous line from the show. If you enjoy fantasy, magic shops and gripping stories then you will love this one.

Our second story in the issue transports us to another contemporary setting with a totally different vibe because superhero psychologist Matilda Plum joins us once again in these pages. This time in Dysphoria to Euphoria, Matilda ventures into a school to help a student despite hate, discrimination and prejudice being thrown at the student on all fronts. Can Matilda help the student and save the day?

Thirdly, I like to think that there is a range of Matilda Plum stories. All of them are insanely fun, a little crazy and just a blast to write. Yet there are some Matilda Plum stories that are a little more headshaking than the others. Killer Breasts is one such story and I really don’t want to spoil it, but you will be smiling, laughing and just shaking your head in all the best ways at the end of this story.

Don’t miss it.

Penultimately, returning to the mystery genre, in Searching The Past To Protect Your Future, we get a different look at my popular Bettie English Private Eye Mysteries series through the eyes of one of Bettie’s members:

“Babe, we might have a small problem.”

Private Investigator Finley Cartwright loves helping people, investigating impossible cases and his husband Arlo. He dreams of being with Arlo forever.

Yet when Arlo explains a small problem. Finley embarks on a personal journey in this romantic, enthralling mystery short story about love, family history and international borders.

Lastly for the short story section, Taking Out The Trash is a chilling, gripping, unputdownable assassin crime story. You don’t want to miss this one.

In terms of books, this issue contains two different books. One emotional and gut-wrenching. The other tense, suspenseful and riveting. 

First up, Three’s A Pattern marks Bettie English’s personal return to these pages with a fascinating case based on something in my own family. A few years ago, for three years running, a member of my family sadly died every March or April like clockwork. I wondered, what if a killer wanted to target an entire family this way but no one believed this crazy theory?

Everyone except Bettie English, of course. Find out what happens in this great novella hooking you from the first to very last word.

Finally in this issue, Love and Hurt is a heart-warming, emotional, deeply moving gay romance short novel that’s very personal to me. I wrote it a few weeks after something traumatic, soul-destroying and outrageous happened to me like it did to one of these characters. Yet I stand by this book 100% because it is truthful, honest and really does go to show no matter what you go through in life, it gets better.

Love is possible. Love is real. Love is amazing.

Don’t miss it.

Now we know all the brilliant stories and books in this issue, let’s turn over the page and start exploring some Whiteley Worlds.
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THE SHARD COLLECTOR

A Contemporary Fantasy Short Story
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Today was the day I learnt to love my store even more.

Whenever someone comes into Edward’s Strange Delights from the amazing cobblestone high street of Canterbury, England. There could be a wide range of strange and wonderful and delightful things that catch their attention first of all. It might be the breathtaking and heartwarming aromas of mint, oranges and rich bitter coffee that gently hugs them like a hug from a lover.

Or maybe they’ll become obsessed with the huge central bookcase filled with tons of weird, magical and surprising books in the middle of the little shop. For as far as they can look up they will see thousands upon thousands of red, green and blue leather-bound books filled with all the knowledge they could ever possibly need. Of course my magic and the store will guide them towards the book they need, not want. 

They might need a book on emotional dependency, they might need a book on healing or they might even need a book on sexual dysfunction. I was still shocked when I discovered I had that book in stock, it was a brilliant book I must add.

You see I, Edward Mage, always try to delight, help and support whoever comes into my little shop of magic. They obviously don’t know that I have magic but that’s half the beauty of it. I help them, guide them and I help to transform their lives for the better.

It's why I get up in the morning and it's why I always have to have passionate sex with my boyfriend before I go to sleep. I simply don’t want to sleep, because if I sleep then I am not helping someone.

I am very weird like that.

I was currently standing behind my massive dark brown wooden counter, with a little glass cabinet built-in, after just finishing varnishing the wood yet again. Apparently the shop being the fussy old bastard that it is didn’t believe I actually did a good enough job last time.

It had already tried to show a customer the wrong book twice so I promised the shop I would revarnish the counter today. It didn’t take long and I’ve always rather liked the rough texture of the wood against my fingers.

The little magic shop with its central bookcase was quiet. The books looked so old, dusty and dead like if a customer picked up one of the leather-bound monsters they would turn to ash. I don’t doubt the shop could do it if it was feeling really evil but it wouldn’t.

We both loved helping people too much to ever allow that to happen.

The little magical cast-iron daggers I kept in the glass cabinet in the desk shone at me. They might not have been much to look at compared to modern weapons but they were powerful, old and extremely important. It had taken me a good few decades to collect them all so I had a complete set to defend the shop with, if needed.

The little daggers each had a different rune that warned against a type of evil. I had been meaning to read up on the daggers but I had simply been way too busy helping people to indulge in myself. Maybe not the healthiest thing to do but it was still important.

“Morning,” a short woman said as she came into the store.

I always liked the first moment a customer came into the store, especially a woman with long blond hair and wearing a white blouse, high heels and some jeans. I always liked to wonder exactly what they were going to do and how I and the shop were going to help them.

I heard the shop hum, crackle and vibrate slowly around me so the shop had been assessing the situation. The woman skipped over the bookcase completely, something that had never happened before, and she went over to the right of the store.

The right was covered in black wooden shelves of clothes, hats and little crystals filled with magic. Each item there was designed to help a person in their journey of some kind of discovery. Sometimes it was about sexuality, gender or something else entirely.

The woman looked like she was going to pick up an expensive male suit with teal highlights. I have to admit my boyfriend looks particularly stunning and bangable in that suit, but the woman laughed.

She shook her head and frowned at everything on the right and the shop hummed even louder.

I closed my eyes and I tapped into my connection to the shop and I felt confusion, pain and the shop was actually unsure about what was happening. The shop couldn’t get a read on the woman.

This had happened a few times so I simply tapped into the woman myself and I agreed. I was not a weak magic user at all, I could penetrate anyone’s mind and my powers were only amplified by the shop and wanting to help people. I still couldn’t break the woman’s mind.

Then the woman went over to the left of the shop and grinned. I smiled too because I flat out loved all the little glass cabinets filled with skulls, bones and other magical ingredients required by other magical users for their potions and spells. The skulls were a particular favourite of mine because I had the power to give them life for a small amount of time.

I had some skulls from the kindest people on the planet and I had an ability to tap into the past of the skull to deliver some closure to the family. A sort of Medium if you will.

The woman focused on a rather large skull without any signs of trauma, hurt or pain. The skull was just staring at her without any eyes (obviously) and I could sense she was trying to connect with it because she needed something from it.

The strong aroma of bitter coffee filled the air and now I knew the shop was starting to get proper annoyed now. Something that never normally happened except when I hadn’t done the varnishing properly.

“You cannot just connect to these skulls,” I said to the woman. “I know you are a witch and you are welcome here like anyone else but do not harm the merchandise,”

“Believe me flower I will not be harming your weird merchandise,”

I smiled as the woman gestured behind me where I kept large boxes of bottles, travel mugs and thousands of other examples of my merchandise with my store logo and little runes and wards on.

“They are cool though,” the woman said coming over to me. “I was expecting this place to be more dead and lifeless but I can feel the place buzzing with magical energy,”

I noticed the woman was looking at the daggers.

“Shards of the Eternal Mother,” the woman said. 

“Excuse me?” I asked not having any clue what she was talking about and the shop pressed against my mind too. 

“Surely you know about the story of the Eternal Mother,”

I nodded because every single magic user in the world knew how when the Big Bang happened and the universe was created including the Gods and Goddesses. There was the Queen of the Divine Beings that decided to sprinkle magic onto various newly birthed worlds.

Earth was one of them.

The other Divine Beings hated the Eternal Mother or Queen for sharing the magic so she was killed, hacked up and sprinkled across time and space.

A lot of the pieces ended up on Earth.

The woman stretched out a hand and swirled blue magical energy around the glass cabinet so it melted away.

“Excuse me this is my shop,” I said.

“Oh I know,” the woman said. “My name is Victoria Adams of the Adams Linage, Fourth Generation User. Et tu?”

I laughed as I was caught off guard by the random French at the end of the sentence, but I knew exactly who and what the Adams Lineage was. They were sort of like the reality stars of the magical world, they had tons of businesses, tons of power and too much money.

But Victoria Adams was not a nice lady. My boyfriend had described meeting her as meeting the devil alone in a dark alley.

The daggers crackled and swirled and twirled together for a moment before they melted and were reforged into something the size of a sword. A long black cast-iron sword.

“How much?” Victoria asked.

“I am a collector of weird objects. Customers like the daggers and the stories I make up. You cannot just keep them,”

Victoria laughed and looked around. “I think I can for sure. I am Victoria Adams and I always get what I want,”

I was about to reply when I felt the shop tap against my mind and the entire shop groaned in excitement. Victoria looked around she didn’t know what was happening but I knew exactly what was going on.

The shop had realised she had just lied to me. There was something Victoria had never ever gotten but maybe I could help her with now.

I stared at her and then into her eyes. I hadn’t noticed before but they were a weird shade of violet and indigo mixed together. It was sort of beautiful in a way.

“What are you doing?” Victoria asked trying to back away but she couldn’t.

“What do you want?” I asked happy I could finally connect to her mind. “You want something you have never been able to have. You try to abuse and use your power to feel complete but it doesn’t work at all,”

“Get out of my head,” Victoria said.

I smiled as I explored her mind. It was beautiful and Victoria was clearly a very intelligent, bright and caring person that wanted to help so many people. She wanted peace, she wanted to end poverty and she wanted to be loved without condition.

I pressed hard on that realisation and Victoria was really trying to fight me here but I felt the shop urging me on.

Victoria was one of nine children and all of her siblings had gone to powerful boarding schools where only the most elite witches and wizards and magic users went. She didn’t qualify because she didn’t want to be known as a witch.

To her witches were evil, all females and she felt strange towards the label of witch. She didn’t feel anything for the label of wizard either, she just wanted to be a magic user, a unisex term that meant nothing.

I looked over at the right of the store and the male suit she had looked her earlier. It was glowing bright golden and I didn’t doubt for a moment she wanted it, she wanted to try it on and she wanted to see what it felt like to wear a suit.

I was about to go deeper into her mind when she placed a door in front of it and locked me out completely.

The entire shop groaned in frustration and all the male suits in the shop fell to the ground.

Victoria looked at the suits and even now they had a bright golden shimmer to them. A shimmer that really amplified the beautiful teal, expensive silk and other breath-taking decorative features in the suits. 

She looked like she wanted them but she couldn’t make herself go over to them.

I came out from behind the counter and realised I had a brown mark of dried varnish on my hand. Damn the shop at times for making me do things.

“This shop is all about want, need and problem-solving. You need something in your life because it makes you feel complete but you cannot have it because of your mindset,” I said.

“I am not a man so I don’t want a suit,”

I knew she wasn’t lying but I could still feel the pain, confusion and hate she felt for herself. She wanted to prove to the world she was amazing and strong like her siblings but she didn’t know how to do it.

I went over to the suits and almost laughed as the shop made them move away from my fingers. 

Then I looked at Victoria. “You clearly want something from me, otherwise the shop wouldn’t be helping you this much,”

Victoria stayed silent so I went over to the bookcase in the middle of the shop. There were so many dusty books that looked like they were going to break, fall away and simply dissolve into dust.

There wasn’t a single book that stood out, and I didn’t know why the shop wasn’t offering up anything.

I turned around and noticed the woman had picked up at the sword and she was admiring it over by the counter.

“That sword will not help you even if it’s made from the Shards of the Eternal Mother,” I said. “You need to make a choice. Let me help you or you will always be alone,”

Victoria laughed. “I am never alone. I have my friends, my siblings and my parents. I have over forty people I could happily talk to,”

“I get that,” I said looking at the books hoping one would reveal itself, “but how many of them know how much pain you are in?”

Victoria just focused more on the sword.

“I see a bright young woman that wants to impress their family so much that they are willing to abuse innocent people just to prove they are capable and strong,”

“It is not abusing my power if I buy it from you,”

“I have told you it isn’t for sale, and will giving your family a powerful sword really change anything? It might for a day but that will be it,”

I looked away from the bookcase because I knew the shop wasn’t going to help me here because the shop knew me, my life and my experiences. The shop wanted me and me alone to help this woman.

She wanted to get something she was going to be able to get.

“When I was 17 years old my family found out I was gay and they never loved me. They actually hated me,” I said, “they wanted a straight son that could and would deliver so many grandchildren to them that they would always be busy,”

Victoria looked at me but said nothing.

“It leaves a hole in you that sort of rejection. I tried to find love, security and safety in so many different hobbies, friends and boyfriends. All failed those relationships because I was in them for the wrong reason,”

Victoria’s eyes focused on me.

“It’s called emotional dependency and the only way to break out of it is to focus on yourself and let go from other people’s expectations. Only you can give yourself the safety, security and love that you have always been missing,”

Victoria looked at the sword again and I could see it didn’t mean anything to her, but I still liked it. It was a cool new addition to the shop and at least it would give my regulars something to talk about.

Victoria placed the sword back on the counter, I doubt she knew how to undo her magic and I wasn’t going to do it. Then she simply went over to the male suit and picked it up, she studied it and I tapped into her mind again.

She felt unsure but the pain was gone. She didn’t know what she wanted for herself, her future and her relationships going forward but as she went over to the counter to buy the suit for herself, I did what any business owner did, I jacked up the prize slightly as payment for the destruction of the daggers and I said goodbye to her.

And I really hoped she went on to live a wonderful life where she was free to be herself.

***
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It was about a year later when I was closing up for the night in the middle of winter, I clicked my fingers and all the hundreds of little tiny candles I had burning went out. The entire shop was in complete darkness so I said goodnight to the shop and it vibrated the same back to me and I went out.

I had just finished locking all twenty of my magical and non-magical locks when I felt something standing behind me.

The cobblestone high street of Canterbury with all its little red, blue and green ancient shops was largely empty except a single person standing there. Victoria was wearing a boot-cut pair of jeans, a black hoody and their hair was cut short for a change.

The haircut framed their face perfectly and they actually looked good. I tapped into their mind and I was so thrilled to see there was no more pain, anger or confusion. Victoria was just happy with their life, their boyfriend and they really did want to keep living and exploring their new identity.

Instead of living in the past trying to impress parents that would ultimately never ever love them. 

The air was icy cold with hints of juicy roasted pork, rich tomato sauce and sensational herbs from the local Italian restaurant that made the taste of pizza form on my tongue, but I went over to them and hugged them.

I could sense the sheer emotion, relief and power of their magic in the hug. I grinned as Victoria was trying so hard not to cry and bust out in tears, that’s exactly how happy they were because of the journey I had set them on.

A journey towards emotional independence, love and self-acceptance and so they no longer felt the pain and loss of never having received unconditional love.

As me and Victoria went towards a local restaurant for dinner and a catch up I heard the gentle laughing of the shop behind me, because the shop knew that this would happen and the shop knew that I had saved them from a life of sadness, I had made a new friend and together me and the shop were going to keep saving a lot of lives together.

And that was an amazing feeling to have.
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DYSPHORIA TO EURPHORIA

A Matilda Plum Superhero Fantasy Short Story








[image: ]


I have to admit that whenever I get called into a school, I am always an emotional wreck because there are always two feelings that bubble up inside me. Firstly, there is always the terror, concern and outrage I feel that a teenager needs mental health support that only I can give them.

That means it is super, super bad.

But the second feeling is one of hope, happiness and delight that I can actually help a teenager and hopefully improve their lives for the better.

You see my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. Normally I help people with mental health difficulties in my office but every so often my sexy boss Natalia summons me and I get to go out into the big wide world.

Like today.

I have to admit that Brompton Homes School in Canterbury, England was not what I expected it to be at all. It was certainly a poor school (but what school in England wasn’t these days) and as I went along the long red concrete corridor towards the classroom with the teenager inside, I was rather disgusted.

The concrete flooring was chipped, there were cracks in the walls and there were even wet puddles from where the rain had been leaking through the roof. 

Since my superpowers are all the myths and misconceptions surrounding psychologists, I had read the headteacher’s mind before she passed me off to another member of staff. She was scared because of the school, what the Board was going to say to her and she was terrified of a government inspection happening tomorrow.

As I went past a classroom with the red fire door wide open, I noticed there were rows upon rows of happy children in their little school uniforms. They were laughing, smiling and joking about with the teacher but I could sense the tension in the air.

Everyone was nervous about the state of the school and there was clearly something happening that no one was trying to think about. Or they were not allowed to discuss it.

At least the school smelt great with hints of sweat, flowery perfume and male aftershave filling the air. I always thought of it as the smell of childhood and a happy one at that.

I had been in a few schools like this before but never this bad and normally the Policing sector got involved. Clearly my sexy boss didn’t believe the police were needed, only mental health support.

She always did know how to get me interested.

I kept on walking down the corridor with the little short woman in a massive white t-shirt and black trousers wobble next to me. She didn’t want to be here, she didn’t want to talk to me and she didn’t even want to say my name.

It was a shame because I managed to search her surface thoughts anyway and she knew what was happening and she was conflicted as well.

“Here she is,” the woman said opening a red fire door and gesturing me inside.

I went inside the classroom and it was off somehow. There were rows upon rows of school desks gathered round in small groups, there were cracked blue plastic chairs that must have come from the last century and there was a pile of maths books.

There was a girl standing to one side at the very back of the classroom, she was staring out the window with hope, happiness and like she wanted to be out there so badly but she wasn’t allowed.

The woman member of staff passed me a thick file presumably on the student from her trousers, it was still awfully warm and I nodded as the woman popped the door open, but she stood outside.

I knew that safeguarding meant she technically had to still be in the room but I was glad for the space. 

I went to the other side of the room so I was far away from the girl and the open door. It was basic safeguarding so the girl knew she could leave whenever and I couldn’t stop her.

But I doubted this girl would.

“I’m not going to read that file if I can,” I said to the girl. “Why don’t you tell me what’s happening?”

The girl smiled and looked at me. “No one has asked me that before. I think I’m just angry at myself, the world and others. I’ve been screaming at teachers, picking fights and... I don’t know,”

The woman popped her head in. “The student punched me in the nose,”

“You called my best friend an idiot,” the girl said.

As the girl had spoken to me now I tapped into her mind and started to read her thoughts and I felt her pain, her suffering and her self-hatred. She seriously hated herself.

Yet I was surprised in that it wasn’t the normal way people hated themselves. Normally when people were depressed, anxious or in the most extreme cases suicidal, there was an immense sadness and they hated everything about them.

This time it was all different. This girl was only angry with the world and herself, she wasn’t depressed for now.

“What made you so angry?” I asked.

I saw the teacher was about to open her mouth so I tapped into her mind and implanted the small suggestion that every time she wanted to derate the girl, she should bite her tongue.

She soon started moaning in pain.

“Ignore that woman,” I said to the girl and she laughed. “When did this all start?”

“Maybe a few months ago I just got so anger with myself and the entire world that I just have to let it out,” the girl said coming closer to me.

“Is there a particular trigger?” I asked wanting to know why she wasn’t annoyed right now.

I mean everyone was making her out to be some kind of monstrous girl that was violent, screaming and always rageful. I wasn’t getting that from her right now.

“There’s no trigger but I am just so tired with my life and the anger. That’s probably why I’m not anger now. I just want to be a boy,”

I smiled at her because I now understood everything, but I was always a good psychologist so I searched her mind for an answer.

The girl, or boy I should probably start referring to them as, didn’t have any idea what being trans was, what gender dysphoria was or anything else like that. But I had had a few people with gender dysphoria come into my therapist office over the years, I knew the signs and this boy matched them. 

“What do you mean when you say you want to be a boy?” I asked noticing the woman was looking rageful at this point.

I tightened the implanted suggestion about biting her tongue. She had to leave the room.

The boy gestured me over to the window and I followed him. He pointed me towards the large group of boys out the window, they were sitting on a wooden bench making jokes, laughing and just being teenage boys.

Then he gestured me to look at the other bench on the other side of the concrete area the students were using for their breaktime. The girls were also laughing, being happy, talking about girly things.

But I already knew this student wanted to be with the boys doing the things that teenage boys did.

“I want to be over there,” the boy said. “I don’t want to look like this, I don’t want to sound like this and I don’t want breasts,”

A lump formed in my throat as I realised that the boy was probably 14 years old at most and she had literally just started puberty. If she wasn’t liking the changes now then she was going to be in for a hell of a shock later on but her mind showed me that was what she was terrified off.

She was happy until she realised she would stop looking like a young boy and that she would change into something that she wasn’t.

Normally I might tap into her mind and implant a few suggestions to make her feel better, but that was when I was dealing with “traditional” mental health. Yet there was only one way to help gender dysphoria (even though I don’t think it should be a mental health condition in the first place), you simply needed to help them live the way they wanted to.

And there was nothing wrong with that.

Then my mind connected with the mind of the headteacher and the female member of staff. They were talking about me and the boy and they were not being supportive about it.

Just to save time I implanted a fake conversation in the boy’s mind saying that I had explained everything about gender dysphoria for him and I just grinned as I could already feel him feeling a million times happier.

He finally had a language to understand how he felt, what he wanted in life and how he was going to be happy in the future.

“I am trans. There’s no question,” the boy said.

“Brilliant, just let me check with your headteacher about something,” I said.

The boy seemed a little sheepish but he was still a million times happier than when I had entered the room, because I had given him a way to change his future and I had helped him realise what was possible.

I went out the classroom and I noticed about twenty metres away in the bright red concrete corridor there was the elderly headteacher with her ancient glasses and the awful woman just talking quietly. Thankfully I could still read their minds to recreate the conversation.

“This isn’t right Ena,” the Headteacher said. “We have a school inspection tomorrow and you want me to exclude a student because she thinks she’s a boy. That’s not okay and I don’t give a crap what you think,”

“This is a woman giving up on womanhood and all the progress we have made so young women like her don’t have to stand in the kitchen. And just stay at home producing babies for fathers,”

I shook my head and I connected with the Headteacher’s mind to give her the counterarguments she needed.

“You realise Edna this isn’t a choice,” I said through the Headteacher. “No one would want to be trans and set themselves up for that sort of hate in the current social and political environment,”

“What if the government fails us for having trans students?”

“Get real,” I said through the Headteacher. “They wouldn’t do something that evil and come on, we are going to fail anyway because the budget cuts,”

“I will not stand to let you support a young woman destroy her life because she’s a trannie. She is a woman and she will never be a man,”

I smiled to myself as Edna was being such an idiot about something that just shouldn’t have been an issue at all. I couldn’t understand why Edna wasn’t more annoyed at the government for cutting the budgets so much that the school was falling down around them.

Edna was clearly angry about the state of the school but I couldn’t understand why she wanted to take that out on a little, scared trans man that just wanted to live a happy life.

So I implanted a little suggestion into the headteacher’s mind, and I definitely think the suggestion took a little too easily for the headteacher not to be thinking about it already. I simply made the headteacher sack
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