
CHRISTMAS, CRIME, LETTER

––––––––

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 NOT legal, professional, medical, financial or any type of official advice.

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

Copyright © 2023 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.

DEDICATION

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


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

CHRISTMAS, CRIME, LETTER

GET YOUR FREE AND EXCLUSIVE SHORT STORY NOW! LEARN ABOUT NEMESIO’S PAST! | https://www.subscribepage.com/fireheart

Keep up to date with exclusive deals on Connor Whiteley's Books, as well as the latest news about new releases and so much more! | Sign up for the Grab a Book and Chill Monthly newsletter, and you’ll get one FREE ebook just for signing up: Agents of The Emperor Collection. | Sign Up Now! | https://dl.bookfunnel.com/f4p5xkprbk

OTHER SHORT STORIES BY CONNOR WHITELEY

Other books by Connor Whiteley:

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHRISTMAS, CRIME, LETTER

[image: ]


Elizabeth State was dead, but now she lives again.

Of course she wasn’t really, that would just be silly. But in a strange way she was alive once more through me, as it was her identity that my guy gave me for tonight’s rather... lavish party and my theft.

I stood in the massive white room with walls reaching high into the sky and stretching as far back as I could see, and in the middle of the room there was a rather... interesting (tasteless) column with two sets of stone stairs spiralling around that, leading to two exhibition rooms. 

My targets. 

Now I called this the opening area of the British Museum (there probably was an official name but I didn’t care).

If I was alone in here then I would definitely have taken advantage, stealing from the food court that was on the far, far side of the room and maybe even stealing from the gift shop that was rumoured to be around here.

But sadly I wasn’t. 

I was surrounded by the snobs of the almighty rich and powerful of the Museum’s largest donators, and when I mean largest I do mean it. I don’t know how some of these donators would fit on their private jets or even get into buildings. They were walking, talking, smelly tanks.

Thankfully they were some thinner donators too!

Yet I must admit watching most of these stunning fit rich men in their tight black suits, smooth faces and expensive haircuts, it was almost enough to make a woman fluster and turn red. 

But I am nothing short of professional. I am here to do a theft after all. 

I grabbed a glass of golden champagne and circulated through the crowd, since the most amateur mistake you can make is to survey the entire room from one spot. That’s what all the security guards watch for. 

The sounds of the rich men and women talking, laughing and snorting filled my ears as I circulated the room. Looking out for security guards, undercovers and any more surprises.

Now my theft was marvellous because in the spirit of National Letter Writing Day (in the US at least), the Museum had decided to host some silly party for their largest (and thinnest) donators to unveil the first ever letter written to Father Christmas, or whatever the German for Father Christmas is, as it was apparently written there. 

Normally I never ever bother with such small prizes. I’m more into sparkling, dazzling and millionaire treasures, but my client mentioned that the letter was worth a few million to him, so who was I to argue with such a refined (and foul) character?

And because this theft is technically for a wonderful holiday, I bought my small golden purse packed with a few wonderful surprises for anyone who tries to stop me. 

Anyway I need a few quid these days for my sick mother, so I’m not exactly in a position to be too fussy with work. Then the rest of the money I’ll probably keep some, donate some more to charity. I might even donate some to the museum. 

Ha! Fat chance!

The sound of people shuffling caught my attention as I followed the crowds of (hot) young men and some other women towards the front of the room. Then I simply glided to the back of the crowd so I could watch everyone as we all stared at this posh elderly man who stood (way too) proudly on the stone steps.

I coughed a few times as I smelt all the horrible scents of aftershaves, perfumes and whatever unholy concoction these rich snobs covered their bodies in. I mean this is just ridiculous. A few sprays is fine fair enough, but an entire bottle! I don’t want to choke to death on their smell!

As the elderly man starting to thank the donators, making a few awful jokes that only the snobbish manners of the rich would understand and introducing the letter. I started to notice a rather stunning man standing next to me. 

He looked amazing in his custom-made tight black suit, his smooth handsome face and his stunning movie star smile. He seemed to be listening intently to the elderly man, but I didn’t recognise him. 

You see, I always make it a job before a job to memorise everyone’s faces so I know exactly who will be there.

This hot guy wasn’t meant to be here.

A drop of sweat rolled down my back. Now I had to play it cool, I couldn’t act rash or question this guy because he would know what I was. And if he wasn’t another thief then that would be a major cock-up on my part.

Believe me I may have done that before. Not a good idea.

The man leant closer to me. “You look beautiful tonight,” 

If this man was simply a rich donator who wanted to unzip my dress then that would be okay, but there was something about this guy.

“Don’t look so bad yourself,” I said.

“What’s your plan to get the letter? I was thinking about a simple fire alarm trick,” the man said.

This guy might have been a thief, or he was lying which was my guess, but he couldn’t have been a very good one given the letter was stored in a protected environment and extra security protocols were activated by the fire alarm. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, focusing on the speaker who looked like he was wrapping up.

“Who have you come as this time, Madame Francis?” 

I felt my smile disappear as he said the name of one of my old aliases, he must have known of me for ages considering that one was from a job in France maybe... five years ago. At least I still had my escape routes if needed.

The stunning man stepped in front of me and looked at my name badge, not that it would give him anything too useful.

“Elizabeth State, good name. She died ten years ago in the Caribbean you know,”

Now I ready wanted to leave, this guy knew way, way, way too much for being a simple rich man at a party. The man felt safe and good enough but there was something about him. He was hot as hell and yes, I would love him to unzip my dress tonight, but there was something off.

I went close to his ears, savouring the amazing smell of his aftershave.

“I presume you’re a cop,”

The man almost laughed. “No, no Elizabeth. I not a cop. I see you haven’t got my letter yet,”

I took a few steps back. This man couldn’t have been my client, on the phone my client sounded older, richer and nowhere near as sexy. 

The man kept smiling and changed his voice. 

“In the package there will be an invitation and a dress. Go to the party, get the target and drop it off on the third seat of the Ten O’clock Tube at the nearest station,” 

This wasn’t right. They were the exact words of my client, but now this made no sense to me. I was well renowned as a master thief and yet my client felt the need to tail me to this event. They must have known I could get the letter-

The elderly man finished and started leading everyone up into the exhibition hall where the letter was.

I and this stunning but annoying as hell man followed.

“I wasn’t expecting you here. But my fee is doubled,” I said.

The man frowned. 

“I did tell you on my website. No tails. You must have read the terms and conditions?”

The man muttered something.

In truth I didn’t have any terms, conditions or contracts on the site, but my clients always believed it. The amazing stupidity of the rich!

The crowd led me into a slightly smaller white room with the walls covered in breath-taking depictions of Christmas traditions through the centuries. From the pagans that started Christmas as we know it all the way to the wonderful (and far better) secular Christmases that we all know and love today, in all but name. 

As the crowd of rich men and women slowly went around the room reading the stuff on the walls, my eyes were immediately drawn to the large glass cabinet in the middle of the room. 

And inside it was a large, very long letter to Father Christmas in perfect condition and all written in German. 

It was hard to believe that such a thing was worth so much money, but this hot as hell man clearly wanted it.

Then the idiot hot man decided to start walking straight over to the letter. Idiot!

I went over to him, wrapped my arm round his and guided him away.

“Oh honey, wait. We can look at the letter later, I want to read about Pagan festivals first,” I said, shaking my head and smiling at my pretend lover.

The man smiled and went close to my ear. “What are you doing?”

“Oh honey, you’ve never done this before have you,”

“Never,” 

If this was any other guy, I would easily make up some lame excuse to take him outside, then I would hit him, because this is my operation, my theft, my life and this idiot was going to muck it up.

Sadly this man was way too hot to hit and I wished I run my hands under that tight amazing suit and through his wonderfully thick hair, and his lips looked so soft, so warm, so-

The man started to guide me back over to the letter. This was getting out of hand.

“Listen,” I said firmly. “No self-respecting thief goes for the prize straight away. That is how you get caught,”

The man stopped, kissed my head and pretended to talk about the pagan festivals. 

“And I can see exactly what I need from here,” I said. 

“Like what?” 

“There are five security guards. One in each corner and an undercover by the letter. The ones in the corners aren’t a problem. The crowd is too thick and would delay them,”

“Who’s the problem?” the man said, a little too enthusiastically for my taste.

“The one in the middle. He would get to us too quick,”

The man rubbed my arm as a few people looked at us. My fingers against my arm felt amazing, pure electricity flowed through me, I was enjoying him way too much.

“What about the glass cabinet itself? Looks harmless,” he asked.

Again if this was anyone else, I would have told them to break the cabinet, whilst I slipped into the crowd and let them get arrested. But sadly this stunning man was actually growing on me.

“Don’t be stupid. The cabinet is electrified, it has a motion sensor and a heat sensor built into the case,”

The man frowned. “I thought you could break it,”

Now that was offensive!

“What do you take me for?” I asked.

“A hack,” 

How I didn’t slap him then I don’t know. 

A tall waitress was coming towards us with glasses of wonderfully golden champagne. 

“Grab a glass,” I said firmly.

We both grabbed one.

I couldn’t help my smile but the next part was going to be great fun. Normally I did the whole acting chaos stuff with actual strangers but it might be even more fun acting with a person who I actually found attractive. 

This was going to be fun.

“Are you a good actor?” I asked.

The man looked more concerned. “I suppose so. I did a few school plays. Lead role,”

Oh yes, this man was definitely rich. Only the
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