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INTRODUCTION
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As we move into the core of summer, you might be off from school, your kids might be home more (and you’re counting down the days until they go back to school), or you might just be enjoying the wonderful weather. Whatever your situation, there are a lot of great stories in this issue of Whiteley Worlds, including a lot of personal favourites. 

Whatever your summer plans are, this issue is jam-packed with tons of escapism for you to enjoy.

We start off this issue with the great science fiction short story Watching The Wreck, providing you with a lot of space opera fun set in the Way Of The Odyssey universe and this explores what happens to the Keres who dare to come into human territory. And more importantly, what happens to the human prisoners who have to watch the border.

Our Way of The Odyssey fun continues in the brilliant short stories, Enlightened Bar featuring a major character in the series, Commander Jerico Nelson as he continues this quest across the galaxy to find the mysterious Ithane Veilwalker. Also, we have In Defence of Freedom a heart-warming, tense, suspenseful space opera story about war, freedom and sacrifice.

If you enjoy escaping into science fiction stories then you’re in for a treat.

However, I never like having an issue packed with only short stories from a single series, so you get to enjoy an enthralling contemporary fantasy from the brilliant Matilda Plum in Good Luck. 

Then the final short story in this introduction is a fun near-future standalone, The War Inspector. I really enjoyed this short story because it got me thinking about the future and what happens when we keep developing more and more advance weapons. It’s thought for food for sure.

Finally, we have two stellar novellas in this issue. First up, we have Blood And Wrath, and I flat out love this novella. The story comes from my Agent of The Emperor series and it features gripping superhuman nuns as they race across their most holy planet after the enigmatic Sarah Oddballa after she escapes from custody.

And anyone who’s familiar with the series knows Sarah Oddballa is always great fun to have. What is she up to this time?

To say it’s a gripping landmark book that sets up critical events for the future is a massive understatement.

The last novella in this issue is Paying The Price, a fun, suspenseful assassin novella allowing you to escape into the criminal underbelly of the world this summer.

Now we know all the exciting stories in this issue, let’s turn over the page and start exploring some Whiteley Worlds. 
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WATCHING THE WRECK

A Science Fiction Far Future Short Story
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When I, Mila Scott, was younger I actually loved going into the cold, darkness of space with my brothers and sisters flying about in our junker of a space shuttle. An awful little pod-like object that I was always scared of it falling apart, that was exactly how old it was. Me and my sisters and brothers saw some wonderful things in the Imperium, massive stars, circular battleships and little bright white pods that tried to kill us once or twice.

Those really were the days of our youth that I absolutely loved. Then as we all grew older, a little fatter and not a lot wiser, we all went our separate and rather different ways.

My three brothers they joined the Imperial Army and all died during the stupid war with the peaceful aliens known as the Keres, all because our stupid leader the Rex was scared of their magic. They all died.

My sisters went to study medicine on Earth, a so-called great honour but because both of them were certainly daughters of our mother, they questioned way too much and I think the Erasers killed them so others wouldn’t question the Rex’s version of events.

That’s the silly galaxy we live in.

And as for little old me, well I was stupid enough to study history and become a history graduate, I even have a PhD in Early Imperium Studies and the Rex hates that subject.

That’s why I’m sitting pretty at my bright white metal desk inside my even whiter cubicle with its awfully smooth walls that I hate, and I’m having to stare at a little holographic computer screen. 

Thankfully, there’s a small red dot flashing at the very, very edge of my computer screen but until it gets closer towards the centre of my screen, I really don’t want to do anything about it.

Personally I just want to add some holo-art of something to the perfectly smooth walls but I cannot. Apparently that would endanger my life, it’s rubbish of course but I always like to see their excuses for controlling every single aspect of my life.

The cubicle itself isn’t so bad I suppose, there’s a brand-new small single bed that is rather comfortable, it just sits behind me during the day and it doubles as a sofa and dining table. The people in charge here don’t exactly give you much.

Granted, I hate its soft blue sheets because I could have sworn the bosses here coat the material in a waxy substance that annoys me when I go to sleep. I also flat out the little food shoot, that really is nothing more than a metal pipe that drops food into my cubicle.

I mean I am no dog, cat or animal so why can’t I just get given food like every other normal person in the Imperium. Normally food is just shipped to entire planets from Farming Worlds but clearly that might not happen here.

And the smell is just the worse at feeding time, because the pipe connects directly outside the cubicle gets filled with the disgusting senses of burnt ozone, petrol and raw meat. It flat out isn’t a nice place, I hate it.

“Three minutes until Exercise Time,” a loud computerised voice said.

Oh yes, if you can believe it. The bosses here actually give us very set exercise time, it’s basically the only ten minutes we’re allowed to leave these cubicles each day. And that’s why I’m so excited about when I can finally leave this form of prison.

Officially, when the Rex decided to outlaw history (because it was the only thing that could challenge his lies), he arrested, killed and captured all the history professionals in the Imperium. I was one of the “Lucky” few that got to enlist in the army and now I am stuck on this awful military moon just watching the border between the Imperium and the dying Keres Empire.

In other words, I get to stare at pitch darkness all day. 

And my mother said studying history was a brilliant idea. 

The wonderful sounds of my friends (my other inmates) laughing, talking and discussing what they’re found on their computer screens is loud enough to get through the thick white walls, and I’m so looking forward to seeing them.

Even ten minutes with them is a wonderful distraction to the mind numbing pain of this prison.

I get up and past my bed where the wall should dissolve and I should be able to go outside.

“Not for you. You have an object on your screen. You must sort it out first before going for your exercise time, no extra time will be given,” the computerised voice said.

I wanted to smash my fists into a wall or something. How dare this stupid voice and my bosses deduct my exercise time from me just because of some dumb red spot.

I went back over to my computer screen and tapped my fingers on the spot.

I read the output as the tapping always gave me a light reading and scan of whatever the object was. It was certainly Imperium in nature, I would recognise the black circular design anywhere.

But the materials were all wrong, and my knowledge of history and my wonderful relationship with a boy studying Military History (he was one that got a bullet in the head by the Rex), I knew these materials haven’t been used in two thousand years to build Imperium ships.

I zoom in even more because I just couldn’t understand this, this ship is coming in the direction of the Keres Empire and yet this is an Imperium vessel.

The Keres Empire have always, always been peaceful, magical and great aliens that truly respect humanity, well unlike humanity determined to slaughter them, and even the most extreme elements of Keres society (that only came about because of the war) would never keep an Imperium vessel and then return it later on.

That was a very human thing to do.

“Computer,” I said, “I need access to the others,”

“Access denied. You are a Level 5 Operative, you do not need lessers to help you,” the voice said.

Damn it. I seriously hated my bosses, and part of the problem was that I actually was that good unfortunately so the bosses trusted me. I had sadly stopped a number of smuggling ships trying to bring Keres refugees into Imperial space so they could get food, medical supplies and clean water for their people.

All things that the Imperium had stolen from them after the war.

I zoomed in and really focused on the circular ship and I started to scan it deeply. I had to know what was going on here.

The ship had no power, no engines, no weapon systems. All of it had been taken out and that actually was a rather Keres thing to do because it helped them to maintain the peace, but there were also no bodies.

Typically, and the Rex would never admit this, the Keres always used their magic to knock out the human attackers so they could enter a peaceful sleep and then the Keres would return the attackers to the Imperium.

That was partly why they lost the war. Their commitment to peace was amazing if not their downfall.

Then a single reading popped up and I just smiled. It turned out there was a single corpse on the ship and it proved everything I ever wanted to do about the ship.

There was an Imperial corpse on the ship, meaning a murder had taken place and if there was one thing my bosses hated it was a dead body.

Now I just needed to play it to my advantage.

I just hoped that the computer and my bosses had forgotten how me and my friends were all excellent coders and we could easily manipulate a hologram system to scan for whatever we want. It was amazing the skills you could pick up.

I could easily do this work on my own but I just wanted to see my friends and most importantly I wanted to see if there was a chance of escape. 

I didn’t want to be stuck on this damn moon anymore.

“Computer, I need access to the others now. There’s a dead human on that ship and if killers are onboard then we have to know before it reaches Imperial Space,” I said, hoping beyond hope it would work.

There was a long pause.

“Granted. Doors will open now and everyone will meet in the Command Centre,” the voice said.

I weakly smiled, not only because I was going to get a chance to see my friends but also because the Command Centre was where our captors or “bosses” were. And I had always known some of my friends wanted their freedom.

Maybe this was the time to fight for our freedom too.

***
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Now granted, I have never been to the command centre before but I would have imagined it was a little more high-tech than this junk.

I was standing in nothing more than a large dirty white cubicle about four times bigger than my own cubicle, so it was still rather small. There were barely any holograms, and the only white holograms there were were about the weather, not something I’m very interested in knowing about on a moon.

There was a small porthole that was just showed how the bright orange rock of the moon stretched on endlessly with craters, unexploded bombs and our cubicles punctuating the orange rock.

It was not pretty.

Thankfully, there was a huge holographic table in the middle of the command centre showing a large flickering depiction of the black circular wreck I had found earlier.

And all my friends were here, which was amazing.

There were only five other people here out of ten, so I was a little worried about where they were but I didn’t mind.

My best friend in the entire galaxy, Paula was standing next to me in her normal pink jeans, hoody and boots. She was more than ready to work.

“This is a wreck from two centuries before the Keres War,” a man called Andy said, sporting a very dirty jacket that looked like it was about to fall apart at any moment.

“But how did it end up behind Keres lines?” Paula said.

“Well I don’t know what we can say without getting killed,” James said, a very short man.

I smiled because that was the truth of it. We could all easily solve this mystery if we were allowed to discuss history but of course that would only get us all killed.

And I really didn’t like the gentle humming of the command centre, almost like our bosses were preparing to gas us all at a moment’s notice.

“Wait, so we all know if we don’t solve this mystery with the wreck, we don’t get fed tonight but could this be an opportunity?” I said.

Well, if our bosses were going to gas us anyway, I at least wanted to know if the others wanted freedom.

“From what I remember, the Imperium has always used the other basic communication network,” Andy said. 

I nodded as I swiped the holographic table a few times and tried to establish a connection with the wreck. Then I remembered how it didn’t have any power.

The holographic table flashed and a small warning hologram came up. It was saying the scan had just been scanned by a magical sign.

“There’s Keres on that ship,” Paula said, failing to show her excitement.

I didn’t want to comment as I heard the command centre humming even louder and the others were starting to show their own concern at the sound. 

If I wanted to make sure me and my friends survived this then I had to be very careful here. The problem was that this command centre was set to kill us so we could never escape and pass on our historical knowledge to anyone else. Including the Keres.

Another problem was that the Keres were sending a wreckage towards us and I don’t know why. 

And to make things even worse, my friends were building their assumption on the Keres were here to save us. What if they weren’t?

But as the humming of the command centre reached a deafening level, I just knew I couldn’t wait around for answers. We needed to escape now, ideally find our bosses and kill them.

“Cannons activating,” a computerised voice said.

“Damn it,” I said.

Our bosses were preparing to destroy the wreckage so the Keres died and we couldn’t escape. Damn them. Damn the Rex. Damn the Imperium.

As one me and my friends all started typing on the holographic table and tried to access the moon’s central mainframe so we could access all computer systems on the moon.

“I did it,” Paula said.

I moved round to her set of holograms. I was the best coder amongst all of us so I took control.

Our bosses were fighting us and trying to force us out but they were thinking I was going after the cannons.

I wasn’t.

Our bosses kicked out everyone else from the system but I was here logged in. I was going after the gas and environmental systems that would ultimately kill us.

I found them. Then I programmed the environmental systems to pump the toxic gas into the chamber where my bosses were.

The system complied and the loud deafening screams of my bosses echoed around the command centre as I played the audio from their chamber beneath us.

My friends laughed, hugged each other and I loved their sheer happiness but I had to save the Keres. The cannons were still being activated and then the results of a much better scan came in that Andy had started running in secret.

There were thousands of Keres refugees on the ship that had been using their magic to shield themselves from scanning. And in fact the entire wreckage wasn’t Imperial in nature, it was a beautifully, bejewelled stunning Keres battleship.

I had to save those innocent people.

I found the cannons. They were about to fire.

I hit the kill code but it didn’t work.

I tried changing the target.

It didn’t work.

So I tried to kill the power.

All the power on the moon deactivated and everything went perfectly silent and it was only in the sheer deadly silence of the moon that I realised just how much background noise I had tuned out since I got here.

But that included the environmental systems were off too.

And it wasn’t like I could reactivate the power because the cannon commands were still in the computer system waiting to be carried out the moment there was power again.

I just looked at all my amazing friends, Paula, Andy and the rest. They all looked so shocked but they were smiling.

Not because they were happy about dying on some moon that they hated, but because they were going to sacrifice themselves so innocent people could live.

I was damn proud of them.

My lungs jerked as I tried to breathe in air that wasn’t there and then my lungs burnt painfully as they screamed out for air. Air that was never coming for them.

I was about to shut my eyes and allow the darkness of death to claim me when I felt a warm magical energy wrap around me and my vision was blinded by a beautiful golden light.

***
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When I opened my eyes again, I couldn’t exactly understand why I was laying down on something hard, light blue and oddly warm but it was nice, so much nicer than anything human I had ever felt.

I pushed myself and allowed my legs to dangle over the edge, and I was pleased that it was a sort of medical table that I had been sitting on. It looked like it was made from a yellow sort of plastic but the Keres were always masters of technology and making things. This was probably a material I had never thought of before.

The medical chamber itself was stylish and like a massive pod with beautiful baby blue walls with the artist's brush marks swirling, twirling and whirling around each other. It was so beautiful to look at and even the jewelled ceiling with diamonds, rubies and stranger, more alien gems was simply stunning.

The quiet humming, laughing and talking of my best friends gave me such relief. At least they were alive, well and seemingly very happy so at least I didn’t get everyone killed, and it was only now that I was realising exactly what we had done.

We had saved so many innocent people from dying a painful death, we had finally escaped our bosses and that damn moon so now the Imperium could no longer watch their precious border with the Keres Empire in case an invasion even happened.

But it wouldn’t and I was okay with that because me and my friends were free.

The sweet smells of oranges, jasmine and lemons filled the air as a section of the wall dissolved and in came a very thin and male Keres. He was humanoid in shape and features but he was much tall, almost dangerously thin and he certainly looked a lot more regal than humans ever could.

“Thank you,” the male Keres said bowing elegantly.

“No, thank you for saving us. You can drop us off wherever, me and my friends don’t want to burden you,” 

The Keres laughed so beautifully that it was like listening to a melody. “Now it seems you are being silly because your crew have already accepted an offer of employment, and I hope you will accept it too. Live with us and join us and become one of us or yes, we will drop you off whenever you desire,”

If this person wasn’t Keres then I naturally would have denied it because this was a very dangerous offer. But I am a history professor and Doctor of History, I know that the Keres are deeply caring, supportive and protective people and they will always see me and my crew as one of them.

If we live with the Keres then we will never be in danger from them, they will live freely and we can actually experience joy once more. And I want that so badly.

“I accept,” I said bowing to the Keres as that was their equivalent of a handshake.

“Excellent, your friends are in the dining chamber playing, I think you call it, carks?”

Because he was being so nice to me, my friends and he had offered us freedom and joy after a lifetime of pain, I didn’t care to correct him. But as I left the medical chamber, I was looking forward to playing cards, starting my new life and finally start watching the Imperium from the other side and I have to admit it really will be like watching a wreckage that would never enslave me again.

Because I wouldn’t let it. 
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GOOD LUCK

A Matilda Plum Contemporary Fantasy Short Story
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Luck doesn’t stop a crime.

Even though I am a superhero, I have never ever believed in luck up until a few months ago, and I have never encountered, smelt or seen any evidence of “luck” in all my decades of being alive and that includes my over a century of living through two world war, but it turns out that luck does exist and somehow (and I seriously don’t know how) it's one of my superpowers.

You see my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. So normally that means that all my superpowers come from the myths and misconceptions surrounding psychologists, but as far as I know no one thinks psychologists can give a person good luck.

Hell, maybe I’m wrong but this is the first I’m hearing of it.

So normally whenever I want to use my Good Luck superpower, I simply look at someone who I feel like deserves some good luck and I whisper the words Good Luck and then that basically casts a good luck spell over them. And yes, I do hate having to explain it like that but my superpower just confuses me so I always explain it like a spell that helps people.

But after today I was a little unsure of that helping fact.

I was carefully walking down an extremely busy block-paved road in the heart of London with massive tall glass buildings either side of me with bright, almost-blinding shop windows filled with lights, products and more music than I cared to think about.

Just to get out of the endless stream of people for a moment, I stood next to a very beautiful window display for a perfume shop. The display filled the entire floor-to-ceiling window with hundreds of red, blue and purple round bottles of perfumes and they were positioned in such a way that they sparkled in the sunlight like hundreds of stunning diamonds.

I had already heard tens upon tens of people gasp behind me and go quickly into the perfume store to see what was going on and what deal they could get.

The rich fruity smells of apples, lemons and oranges filled the air making the wonderful taste of lemon merguine pie form on my tongue, and it was great to hear so many people walking up and down the high street behind me.

In the reflection of the window display I could see two elderly women wearing dresses from the 40s, ill-fitting shoes and they were muttering about the lack of support for them these days.

I knew from my other superpowers that they actually needed the help so I simply subtly pointed a finger towards them and smiled.

“Good Luck,” I said quietly and a little zap of energy buzzed around them, and now I was just hoping beyond hope that that little piece of good luck would do some good today.

Out of the corner of my eye, more and more people were going into the perfume store, I had to admit that the perfume bottles did look beautiful but I didn’t need any perfumes and I did want to get home to Canterbury before nightfall.

Which was only slightly meaningless considering I was a superhero and I could teleport back home in less than a second instead of the wonderful two hour train journey back.

I shook my head and I went inside. Damn it.

But my stomach churned as I knew something bad was about to happen.

The perfume store itself was stunningly beautiful in a very London type of way because the store might have been on a major London street filled with tons of other immense stores, but this one was rather tiny.

The store took up a single floor in the shape of the box that was no larger than twenty metres wide as it was long and I was surprised that all the shelves and counters and perfume bottles were made from glass.

The bright white lights of the store were delightful because they made all the thousands of little round perfume bottles in their wide array of colour spark like jewels. I had never seen so many reds, blues and oranges before on a single shelf. And I was seriously starting to realise that if a person could think of a colour, it was in the store sparkling away.

And I was just amazed there were so many people in here in all their heights, sizes and extreme degrees of fashion senses.

A very large woman in a very tight and ugly red dress pushed past me like I wasn’t even there.

“Can I help you?” a woman asked me.

I looked at the woman who was standing at the back of the store surrounded by thousands of little round perfume bottles all in baby blue. The woman was wearing a striking sunset orange dress and she was leaning against a glass counter.

I went over to her but I couldn’t help but feel like something bad was about to happen.

Because the woman behind the counter had spoken to me my superpowers activated and I started to read her mind. She was a wonderful woman called Sandra who was working here to pay for university, but her parents weren’t talking to her for a while, her boyfriend hated her at the moment and her family had basically cut her off.

“Good luck,” I said at her and thankfully no one overheard me.

“What are you looking for?” the woman asked.

“Get down!” someone shouted.

I spun around. Everyone in the store jumped to the floor and placed their face in their hands as five armed women poured in.

They were all wearing black. Their faces were covered and all of them were wearing masks to cover their faces.

I didn’t move.

“Get down!” one of the women shouted at me as she started
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