
DEATH AND REBIRTH OF TRADITIONS AND OTHER STORIES

––––––––

CONNOR WHITELEY

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means. Including information storage, and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemble to real places, names and people are simple coincidence.

Any questions about the book, rights licensing, or to contact the author, please email connorwhiteley@connorwhiteley.net 

Copyright © 2025 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.

DEDICATION

Thank you to all my readers without you I couldn’t do what I love.

[image: ]


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

THE DEATH AND REBIRTH OF TRADITIONS

OPERATION SANTA CLAUS

NEVER AGAIN

DESCEND INTO FIERY MADNESS

SEARCHING THE PAST TO PROTECT YOUR FUTURE

GET YOUR FREE SHORT STORY NOW! And get signed up to Connor Whiteley’s newsletter to hear about new gripping books, offers and exciting projects. (You’ll never be sent spam)

About the author:

Other books by Connor Whiteley:

OTHER SHORT STORIES BY CONNOR WHITELEY

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE DEATH AND REBIRTH OF TRADITIONS

[image: ]


The rich overwhelming aromas of burning rubber, cinnamon and cheap mulled wine made me cough like no tomorrow as I, Stephen Ashely, went into a damp dark fuse room at Kent University. The room itself wasn’t exactly anything special, it was your normal pointless storage room with ugly concrete walls, a chipped ceiling and three massive fuse boxes bolted onto the walls.

There had been some kind of attempt at adding some Christmas joy to the dark, dead room, and it was a cute attempt for sure. Someone (probably a lonely ass janitor) had managed to hang some red, blue and hot pink tinsel between the fuse boxes. 

The lonely janitor had managed to throw up a small sun-bleached 3-foot Christmas tree that looked like it was from the Victorian era. It was so wrecked that all the little green fake pine needles looked like they were screaming to be put out of their misery.

I was almost tempted to pick up the sad tree and bin it outside, but I didn’t want to ruin someone’s Christmas. Maybe it was the only slice of Christmas joy the janitor was allowed to have. I didn’t know his life (even though it was probably a sad one) so I didn’t want to deny him a small amount of Christmas joy.

And to be honest, if I moved the Christmas Tree or even breathed on the sad excuse of a tree, it would probably turn to ash or dust or coal. It looked that fragile and broken.

The taste of charred chicken lingered on my tongue and after a few moments I just had to cover my nose with my hoody’s sleeve. The burnt rubber was way too strong for my liking. 

When Kent University had asked me to investigate who had set fire to the fuse boxes that sabotaged their Christmas Party in the biomedical labs by delaying it by a few hours, I had jumped at the chance. It was an excuse to avoid talking to my boyfriend Kieron about Biscuit Creation Day and everything he needed to buy for it.

I didn’t mind spending money on holiday traditions but business wasn’t good. So this case provided me with two perfect solutions. I got money and I got to escape Biscuit Creation Day, something our new 16-year-old Care Experienced son, Eliott, had wanted to do with us this year. 

And it also meant I didn’t need Eliott asking me what I wanted for Christmas. I hardly wanted to tell him the truth.

Now a lot of private investigators in their early thirties might want a new car, a new house or a fun romantic getaway for their Christmas holidays, that was actually the very last thing I wanted. I much would have preferred my old boss to be dead, my ex-boyfriend to be kidnapped and disappear forever and come to think of it, I wouldn’t mind the love of my life getting his own car sorted out so he wouldn’t have to steal mine anymore.

And every single damn Christmas like clockwork I was left without a car, because my beautiful boyfriend Kieron simply had to drive all around Kent for this delivery job and there was always a lack of delivery vans at his company around the damn holiday season. 

God, I hate and love Christmas at the same time. Mostly I hate Christmas when I’m not indoors with Keiron and Eliott who we’ve had three weeks now since Eliott had just been released from juvenile detention. 

And making Christmas special for Eliott was a whole different ball of ugly, because I loved him, I wanted to give him a great Christmas and I wanted to honour some of his family traditions. 

At least I had a case to distract me from that hell storm of the holiday season.

I went over to the largest fuse box in the middle of the three bolted to the wall and took photos. It was clear the fuse box had been forced open, maybe with a crowbar or something large enough. There was no acid damage or any other signs how the criminal wanted to open the fuse box.

It wasn’t an inside job from the Estates Staff because they would have had keys to the fuse boxes. Yet there was acid damage inside the box itself, in amongst all the melted cables, wires and insulation, there were a few spots of damage where the flames didn’t reach before the university’s fire prevention systems kicked in. 

There was a single smoke alarm in the ceiling and I couldn’t understand why the criminal hadn’t destroyed it. 

It was well-known that all smoke alarms in Kent University were connected to the main computer system through Bluetooth and Wi-Fi so if there was a fire it was easy to detect.

I stood back and coughed again at the damn hints of burnt rubber invading my lungs. I actually wouldn’t mind being back with Kieron and Eliott right now. I might have gotten bombed with questions about Christmas, Biscuit Creation Day and more but at least I would have the refreshing hints of baked Christmas cookies, mulled wine and cinnamon instead of this hellish rubber.

And it would have been lovely to see Kieron and Eliott smiling as they decorated cookies.

I folded my arms and checked out the other two fuse boxes and they were exactly the same, except for a single detail. The crowbar marks were at different heights. So clearly each fuse box had been broken open by a different person.

That was just my bloody luck. Instead of this being a nice easy case that would let me go back to my family quickly. I was looking for three criminals of different heights.

Just my luck. 

I carefully collected some samples of the charred wiring, melted switches and some kind of other gloop that I assumed to be melted copper wiring and I stormed off.

I wanted to send these off to a very old lab friend of mine and I wanted to check out the security tapes a little more. Even though I had a feeling that this case was going to get a lot worse before it got better.

And then my bloody phone started buzzing with biscuit-decorating ideas from Eliott.
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As much as I wanted to talk to Eliott about Biscuit Creation Day and promise him that I was going to send him money later so him and Kieron could go out and get everything he wanted, I just couldn’t. I had already dropped off the samples with my friend in the forensic science lab at the university and now I needed to talk to Campus security.

I didn’t have time to talk to Eliott as much as I wanted to.

I couldn’t deal with me not having a car, me having a case on my hands and me trying to figure out what the hell Biscuit Creation Day actually was to Eliott. He had simply asked one night if we could do it because he used to do it with his biological parents and that was it.

He hadn’t said anything more and now I was panicking that I was going to mess up his holiday period.

“Morning,” a tall man said dressed in almost full-black military gear as I entered Campus Security.

Most of the campus security reception was ugly as hell with its bright orange walls, blue carpet that seriously didn’t match the walls and there was a very, very subtle undertone of weed like most places at Kent University. 

There was even a blue fire door in the back wall that looked so out of place that it almost looked like a joke. It surely couldn’t serve a practical purpose because this reception was an eyesore and a half. 

Thankfully, I was grateful for the much stronger sweet hints of ginger, cloves and oranges in the air from the burning Christmas incense on a small wooden tray on the large glass front desk where the man was hiding. There was a beautiful Christmas Tree (that was actually alive with copper tinsel, red baubles and even cinnamon sticks) just behind the desk and the man was cute.

His smile reached his blue eyes and he looked like he actually wanted to help me. Now you have to understand that there are only two types of campus security officers. There are the ones that actually want to help university students, keep them safe and be actual security. Then there were people like my ex-boyfriend who simply wanted to join campus security so they could steal weed from students and continue to live their lives as if they were still at university.

I did not like those people.

“Yes,” I said leaning across the desk. “I’m investigating the Fuse Box crime in the biomedical labs and was wondering what camera footage you have,”

“Of course,” the man said as he turned on his ultra-thin computer and typed away. I had never seen someone type so fast. He was probably the sort of man that could write 3,000 words an hour.

I could barely write a thousand words an hour with my three-finger typing. I was awful at it.

Yet I will admit that one thing that has been bothering me with the case is why the fuse boxes? If students wanted to disrupt the biomedical Christmas party that is due to happen tonight, why not just target the party itself?

Why go to all the trouble of attacking fuse boxes and leaving the entire biomedical building without power for a few hours until the-

I smiled to myself as I realised I was making a very, very false assumption. I was only thinking the biomedical Christmas party was the target because it was what Kent University had told me, but I had been hired by some posh business executive who hadn’t even been to Kent as a student.

I had been a student here a few years back.

And I knew the Christmas parties were adored and it was basically treason to attack or disrupt the parties. So there had to be another target and that’s why the students needed the power off for a few hours before the backups were brought online. That would also explain why the criminals didn’t get rid of the smoke alarm.

They didn’t need the fire to rage on. They only needed to leave the building with no power for a little while.

“Sir,” the man said clicking his fingers at me like I was thick. I flat out hated when people did that. Hell, Kieron did that to me enough times but it was partly my fault. This case was too exciting and interesting for me not to get lost in it.

“The cameras were deactivated five minutes before the fire started,” the man said.

I nodded. I was hardly surprised because there were only three cameras on the floor that led to the fuse box room. 

The man got up and tapped the burning incense a little and a large whiff of pure Christmas washed over me. I wanted a slice of Kieron’s Christmas cake so badly. Sure, I wouldn’t be able to drive after having a small slice but it was so good.

The man took out his phone and texted someone. 

“Stop,” I said and the man did. “You wanted to distract me with the Christmas smell, didn’t you?”

I really liked seeing how the man shook a little, his smile just died and the man was no longer cute to me. He was a suspect and he was in the perfect position to deactivate the security cameras.

I picked up the small wooden tray of incense and gestured that I was going to throw it.

My
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