

    
        
          Issue 4: Heart of Bones A Fireheart Fantasy Novella

        

        
        
          Whiteley Worlds, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Connor Whiteley

        

        
          Published by CGD Publishing, 2021.

        

    


WHITELEY WORLDS

ISSUE 4

––––––––

CONNOR WHITELEY

Copyright © 2021 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Issue 4: Heart of Bones A Fireheart Fantasy Novella (Whiteley Worlds, #4)

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER 26

CHAPTER 27

INTRODUCTION

Despite this being the last tester issue, this would still be an issue released in December if this was a normal issue so because of that I wanted to add some Christmas themed short stories. 

Of course, none of these are religious in nature and some of these just have Christmas as the time of year when they take place. Therefore, whatever your beliefs, religions and everything, you’ll still enjoy these great stories. And of course, there can be lots of great Worlds created from Christmas. 

Including the Bettie Private Eye world that was all created from the Christmas Theft short story that features in this issue. As I was writing along and Bettie popped up and I really wanted to explore her, leading to the mysterious and rich Private Eye world of Bettie.

In the future, I want to do a novella with her and her team in but that will be ages away. So in the meantime you’re going to have to read and enjoy the Bettie mystery short stories that are coming in the next few issues.

Besides from mysteries, you’ve got plenty of other enthralling stories to read. From a wonderful second chance romance to a great fantasy short story that really adds another layer of depth to the Fireheart Fantasy World.

Speaking of which, wow! In this issue you really have two amazing urban fantasy novellas. You get to experience Heart of Bones and... you really need to read that. Things are going down and there’s one hell of an adventure coming!

But before that we have the wonderful, intriguing standalone urban fantasy novella of Winter’s Dissension, and you have to read that for the main character alone. He is brilliant!

So keep reading, enjoy the stories and let yourself be transported to the wonderful worlds of Connor Whiteley!

––––––––
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A CHEATING AFFAIR

A Drake Science Fiction Private Eye Short Story

“The heart wants what the heart wants, no matter the price,”

-Old Earth Saying, Pre-Emperor Era

Watching a couple of teenagers exit through the large glass door hand in hand, Drake wondered what his amazing boyfriend Rubio would be doing or saying to him right now. Would Rubio be holding his hand? Or would Rubio want to be acting casual?

Admiring the little metal walls playing holographic films on each of the little black metal diner tables, Drake realised he had missed this simple place whilst he had been travelling the galaxy. Travelling fixing other people’s problems.

This little café was a nice reminder of the good old days before he became a Private Eye. Drake nodded as he realised those days were a lot simpler. 

Breathing in the freshly brewed coffee from Pluto, Drake remembered how much he loved it in here on Earth. It had been a good decade or two since Drake had been on the birth world of humanity. But it felt great to be back.

Hearing the hissing of machines and ovens and the humming of holograms and other advanced technologies, Drake didn’t know he had missed these simple sounds. The year of travelling with Rubio from their last assignment in the galactic east to Earth had taken way too long. 

A part of Drake missed the constant background noise of the ship’s engines, but as a short woman walked in and a burst of fresh air whipped past him. Drake knew for a fact all this fresh air was far better.

Turning his attention to the little black metal table in front of him, Drake ran his fingers over its smooth surface. Then he picked up a large blue mug of piping hot black coffee. His mouth was instantly filled with the sweet bitter notes of the Plutonian coffee. He loved it.

Yet for some reason, Drake frowned as he wished Rubio was here with him. He wanted a proper date with his boyfriend now they were back on Earth. 

But Drake shook his head as he remembered the written request (on actual paper!) for a wealthy woman to meet him and hire him to investigate something. 

Drake had no idea how the woman had heard of him. He didn’t even know the name, but after a quick internet deep dive, Drake was surprised to learn she was a leading Politician on Earth. Madame Asche was her name. There were even rumours of her being nominated for a seat on the Emperor’s Council.

A part of Drake wished he could have a major say in the running and fate of the Human Empire. Then he shuttered as he thought about all those hundreds of trillions of lives you would be responsible for. Maybe he didn’t want it after all.

Drake stared into the black abyss of his coffee as he felt like something was strange about how the politician found him. He wasn’t the most famous Private Eye in the Human Empire. There must have been hundreds of other Private Eyes she could have called. 

Certainly she could have called Private Eyes from Earth and save herself the million credits she paid Drake to simply ship him and his boyfriend here. Drake couldn’t place his finger on it, but something felt off.

Another wonderful burst of fresh air washed over Drake as a tall woman in a long stylish black coat walked in. She walked over to Drake.

Drake instantly recognised her from the pictures and holographic posters all over the district as the politician. For a politician, he was amazed how thin and healthy she looked. And her sharp angular face and amazing skin must have made all the straight men chase after her.

Drake nodded to her. “Madame Asche, it is an honour to meet you,”

“The pleasure is all mine, Mr Drake. Please know I very much appreciate your haste in coming to my aid. Please tell Rubio I am sorry for dragging you both into this,”

Drake wasn’t sure how diplomatic or informal he should be. He loved being informal with clients. It made them feel like they could trust him, but Drake hadn’t worked for a person this powerful before.

“It’s fine Madame. Rubio loved the idea of coming to Earth. The birth cradle of Humanity,”

“He has good taste Mr Drake. Earth is a wonderous place. Deadly. But it can be wonderous. I must give you both a private tour of the Emperor’s Palace at some point,”

Drake’s mouth dropped. 

“Mr Drake, I presume you wish to know why I requested your presence,”

Drake managed to regain some type of composure and nodded (and close his mouth).

Madame Asche looked around and leant closer to Drake.

“Mr Drake, I’m sure you’re aware there’s a rumour going round I could be nominated for a seat on the Emperor’s Council. The rumour was confirmed late last night. I guessed this would happen so I summoned you a year ago,”

If this was a normal person, Drake would have no problem calling this client a liar. But as Drake looked at her and soon that innocent looking face. He was fairly sure this woman was not overly innocent. Drake was certain she was a good woman, but extremely calculating. 

Drake smiled. “Congratulations. Please call me Heron. Why call me?

“Mr... Heron, I strongly believe my husband is cheating on me. He has probably been doing this for at least fourteen months. I didn’t care before my nomination, but this is a threat,”

Drake nodded. “How do you know?”

“Heron, I was a former Intelligence Operative in the Guard before I became a politician. I know the signs. Secret texts. Communications at odd hours. Going missing for minutes or hours at a time. I would have ordered the kill shot if I was still in the military,”

Drake could only nod at her comments. Even in the Navy, he had had to deal with his fair share of traitors. She had a point. In the Emperor’s quest to protect humanity, there could be no delay or doubt when it came to traitors.

Picking up his lukewarm blue cup of coffee, Drake took another amazing sip of the wonderful drink.

“Interesting. Do you know who with? Any possible suspects?”

Madame Asche leant in even closer. “I do believe so, Drake. It must be someone from work. He’s a Lord Arbiter you see,”

Drake rolled his eyes. Of course the husband had to be a high-ranking law enforcement official. Drake knew he had to be careful.

“Do you have proof? I know Lord Arbiters work with a lot of people,”

Asche smiled and leant back. Taking a large black dataslate out of her coat pocket. She passed it to Drake. It felt strangely cold in his fingers.

“My friend said to bring his laptop in case you wanted to see it,”

Drake’s eyes narrowed. “Your friend?”

“Yes Heron, she recommended you to me. She knew I needed to find a Private Eye,”

Drake slowly nodded and asked out of sheer curiosity. 

“May I ask her name please?”

Asche paused before saying: “Haras. Do you know her?”

Drake shook his head as he swiped the dataslate. It showed up with his password protected screen. Taking out a small box-like scanner, he pressed it and it unlocked the screen. Madame Asche gasped. 

“It seems your husband had a number of meetings every week at the same time,” Drake said, looking at the husband’s calendar.

“It’s nothing. I’ve checked all that. The appointments all check out. But I was hoping for another set of eyes,”

Drake had to agree with her. He knew most of these names on the calendar. They were all other high ranking Officials or court cases. News of these cases and ruling had even reached other systems in the Empire. Drake shook his head. He needed to find something.

As he started to look through the documents and downloads on the dataslate, he noticed Asche was looking around. He hurried up his search.

“How did you come into politics?” Drake asked, hoping to relax the politician.

She smiled. “As I said I was an intelligence officer but I saw too many corrupt officials on other planets so I wanted to make a change. I swapped my gun for robes and got elected by my district when I returned,”

Drake nodded as he remembered all the corruption he had seen in his military days. Madame Asche looked around once more.

“I’m sorry but there’s nothing here,” Drake said passing back the dataslate.

Asche frowned. 

“Where did you say he worked?” Drake asked.

“His work won’t be useful Heron. He has a ‘private’ office in the far west of this District. I’ll send you the coordinates,” Madame Asche said, taking out her red holographic phone.

Drake wondered how best to deal with this husband. He had to be careful. He doubted he had too many powerful friends left from his military days to get him out of trouble if he was caught. 

“Done. What do I owe you Mr Drake for the completed service?”

“Nothing, Madame. All I wish is that private tour of the Emperor’s Palace with my boyfriend afterwards and I’m allowed to take tourist pictures,”

Asche smiled. “You have yourself a deal Mr Drake,”
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Drake blended into the rest of the tens upon tens of tourists and other business workers on the massive black iron bridge that ran next to the husband’s private office. 

So many people in all their different clothes from many different regions and planets and systems walked past. Some took pictures of the stunning earth architecture (including some wonderful gothic cathedrals from ancient Earth). 

Other people stopped on the bridge and Drake couldn’t blame them for looking down over the edge. It was amazing. They were thousands of metres above the ground. It was a stunning piece of Empire engineering.

But the only major problem Drake had ever with tourists was their... unique smells. A lot of these people probably came from normal worlds, where people wore perfumes. Drake loved the smell of the sweet, flowery perfumes. But he much preferred the hot guys walking about with their manly aftershaves. They reminded him of his beautiful Rubio with his stunning aftershave and... he was just perfect.

Drake frowned as he realised other people must have come from ecclesiastical worlds dedicated to the so-called (and false idea) of the God Emperor of the Human Empire. Breathing in their awful holy oils and all their other foul smelling chemicals Drake remembered why he never did business on these worlds.

Listening to the talking of the tourists and the hum of the machines inside the bridge and the other skyscrapers nearby, Drake slowly turned around and got out his touristy big camera and looked at the massive office in front of him.

Drake had to admit it was a pretty clever place of a private office because it looked like just another massive glass skyscraper. Home to one to the millions if not billions of companies on Earth. That’s if the tourists didn’t think it belonged to one of the Emperor’s departments. 

Zooming in with his camera, Drake nodded as he realised how perfect the whole thing was. Only tourists walked across the bridge and the odd business person who did walk wouldn’t focus on yet another massive corporate building. It was literally hiding in plain sight. Clever. Very clever.

Knowing if anyone looked, it would look like he was just looking through pictures on his camera, Drake focused on the large yellow desk in the office. 

A part of Drake wondered if the desk was effective at all. It was large but it was completely covered in piles of dataslates. Most of them were probably legal reports, but Drake focused on the person sitting in a small black chair behind the desk.

Getting a clear visual of the desk, Drake gave an involuntarily smile as he noticed the Husband. Asche definitely had good taste in men, but in his baggy suit and short salt and pepper hair with a slim build. The Husband lacked Rubio’s beauty a lot. 

Scanning the office with his camera, Drake wanted to see some kind of sign of an affair. Some female clothes. A toothbrush. A knocked over pile of documents.

Nothing.

Drake rolled his eyes as he thought about how much longer was it going to be until the woman came. 

Remembering what Madame Asche had texted him almost as soon as they left the café. She said her husband was meant to be working late tonight at his main office. Not his private office. Sadly a little lie like that was hardly evidence for a divorce.

After a few moments, the Husband stood up and pushed his chair away. It hit the wall. Drake took a few pictures. But as he scanned the office with his camera he couldn’t see anyone. There was no one there.

Returning his focus on the Husband, it looked like he was making out with someone. 

Drake zoomed in.

When the camera reached the maximum, Drake could see everything about the Husband. He could see every hair on his beard, every eyebrow rise rising and even blood rushing to every... bad place.

But there was no one there.

Taking a step back Drake tried to understand what was going on, he could clearly see the Husband was making out with someone. But there was no one there. His camera couldn’t see it. Even if Drake tried to strain his eyes he couldn’t see anyone.

What was going on?

Pressing his weight against the warm railings of the bridge, Drake tried to remember his military days. Maybe there was some sort of device that made a person invisible. But if that was true how could the husband see the woman. It was strange.

Drake once heard a device that could make a person invisible but that was used by operatives of the Assassins and some other Agents of the Emperor. 

Seeing a woman out of the corner of his eye lean against the edge of the bridge, Drake looked at them quickly. But he stared at them the second he looked at this woman.

He knew there was something familiar about her. Her smooth middle aged (or well preserved) skin and her long grey hair. There was something familiar. But most importantly the woman wore a long sweeping bright red dress. Drake was sure straight people would have found the woman attractive. But he knew she was dangerous.

Drake smiled. “Haras. Clever. An anagram I presume?”

“Now, now Mr Drake. I know I’ve changed my appearance a little but I am still known to you as Sarah Oddballa,” the woman said, her voice soft, matter of fact but there was an edge of authority to it.

Drake smiled as soon as he heard the name. He had no idea how this mysterious woman was connected to this random cheating case. He had only met her once on an assignment two years ago, but this woman was dangerous. 

“How are you involved in my case? Why did you want the Madame Asche to hire me?”

“Mr Drake, you know I work in mysterious ways. I wanted to see you again. Watch him,” Sarah said, pointing to the husband in the office, who was still making out with no one.

Drake was about to say something before he realised the true purpose of her meeting him. 

“You aren’t here, are you? The Husband must believe he’s making out with a real person. Like I believe you’re here. What did you do?”

Sarah’s eyes widened. “Mr Drake, you are very clever. Extremely clever. It’s a new piece of technology available to only my organisation. Don’t feel bad. This is fun,”

So many questions were flying through Drake’s mind at that moment. But he only wanted to ask one.

“Is there a particular outcome you wanted?”

Sarah smiled and nodded. “Mr Drake when we met two years ago I was impressed. You are a good man. Very rare in my line of work to meet a good man. So I wanted to give you something,”

Drake took a step away. “I don’t believe you. You wouldn’t become friends with a leading politician just for me... Unless you want to buy me favour for the future,”

Again Sarah nodded. “Of course Mr Drake, you will be useful to me in the future. I just don’t want you to forget me,”

“That won’t be hard,”

Sarah gave a short laugh. “Check your camera you should have the pictures you need by now. Good Day Mr Drake. Until we meet again,”

Checking his camera, Drake flicked through some of the pictures and he shook his head as he saw all the pictures he had taken without the woman. Now were filled with explicit pictures of the husband making out with the woman. It was strange.

A small part of Drake didn’t want to show Madame Asche these photos. He wanted, needed to get natural photos. Drake didn’t want to be a pawn in the mysterious Sarah Oddballa’s game. But time was money and these photos got him this money.

Drake frowned as he needed to decide what did his heart want. The money or natural photos that proved his skill as a Private Eye?

***
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Sending off his written report to Madame Asche, Drake sat down on his apartment’s large bright purple bed with the soft velvety sheets touching his skin. 

Laying on his back, Drake looked up at the bright white ceiling and ignored the even brighter white walls and simply wondered about this case.

Breathing in the fresh air from the air conditioning, Drake couldn’t understand what this was all about. He knew Sarah wasn’t the type to care about a person. She couldn’t have cared if he got paid, which he wouldn’t.

Then it hit him.

Listening to the muttering of other people through walls, Drake smiled as he wondered if Sarah wanted him and Rubio to get access to the Palace.

If Sarah could hack into his camera and upload photos, then would it be difficult to do something if he was inside the Palace? Maybe she planted a device on him or Rubio that would activate once past Palace security.

Was he risking the Human Empire by going on a tour?

Maybe this was what his choice actually was. Drake nodded at that idea. Of course this was his real choice. He knew Sarah probably convinced Madame Asche to offer up the Palace tour as a reward knowing it was too good of an opportunity to waste. 

Shaking his head and loving the sweet fresh air as he breathed it in, Drake couldn’t believe he was actually going to message Madame Asche and politely request credits instead of a tour.

Or maybe that’s what Sarah wanted. Drake laughed to himself as he wondered about her plan. Maybe her plan was to make the Madame Asche have less money. It would make sense. A divorce was expensive. 

Smiling to himself, Drake made the most weirdest decision of his life. He picked up his holographic phone and messaged Madame Asche. No Payment Required. 

Drake knew it was a bad decision but he didn’t need the money. And that decision was still in the interest of his business. Drake cocked his head at that thought. But he knew he was right. That decision didn’t cost him much money because the entire job only took about six hours. It probably made him a political friend too.

Drake gave a massive smile as he realised the final thing his decision granted him. It made Sarah’s plans fail. He was sure on that.

Nodding to himself, Drake knew at the end of the day he had done right and followed his heart. No matter the money it costed him, Drake was certain he had helped his Human Empire today.

But most importantly, he now had the rest of the evening to spend with his beautiful Rubio and play with his stunning short blond hair.

The sound of the door of the apartment opening made Drake jump up. His Rubio was here and this job was done.
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HEART OF THE STORY

A Fireheart Urban Fantasy Short Story

“The Heart of the Story isn’t obvious at first,”


-Procurator Times Editor


Cholea loved her job. It was the best job in the world. She knew her mother and father wanted her to be more like her brother and sisters who were actual Procurators protecting the innocent and hunting criminals. But Cholea loved her job.

And as she sat on a high grey metal bar stool with her young hands on the cool wooden bar, this was why she loved her job. As a Journalist for the Procurator Times, she didn’t have to go out and hunt down the criminals, she only had to talk about them.

Breathing in the amazing scents of the rich posh perfumes in the bar, Cholea was in heaven. She had never smelt so many amazing smells before.

Spinning around on her barstool, Cholea tried to keep her excitement contained as she saw tens upon tens of the nobility and other notable figures walking about, sitting on the posh leather chairs and sofa. All with an expensive cocktail in their hand.

Just the idea of that was stunning to Cholea, she couldn’t believe how these amazing people knew so much about cocktails to order one without looking at the menu.

Cholea remembered only minutes ago how an elderly Noblewoman had elegantly marched into the bar and said some weird cocktail name. Before saying she had no idea if it was a real drink. The nobility was making up words. How cool was that!

Taking another sweet perfumed breath, Cholea focused on making herself look good for this interview with one of the top Procurators in Ordericous. But as Cholea looked at her little black dress she seriously doubted she had any creditability in a place like this.

It also didn’t help Cholea when she first got here she had studied the cocktail menu for a good five minutes and the rest of the Nobility watched her. Before an amazing woman, Lady Alessandria Fireheart, helped her by picking a drink for her.

Cholea shook her head as she thought about that. It was so embarrassing. A part of her didn’t even know why she was here on this particular assignment. After all her editor had made it clear to her this was an important story. She couldn’t fail. She could lose her job.

Spinning on her stool back to the bar, Cholea looked at her bright pink cocktail with a slice of pineapple on top. Cholea hadn’t heard of pineapple before today. Picking it up and eating it, Cholea had no idea if pineapple was good or not. It had a weird sweet, sour taste.

“Jasper, I am looking for Cholea Times. Have you seen her?” a woman in a deep posh voice said to the stunning male bartender.

The bartender pointed in Cholea’s direction and smiled at her. Before making the woman a strange green drink.

Turning to look at the woman, Cholea was stunned by how... well she looked considering she was over a hundred years old. Her skin was smooth and almost youthful. Even her dress was a long black silk one like a twenty year old would wear. But somehow this old lady managed to pull it off. 

Standing up Cholea wasn’t sure how you address an old female Procurator. 

“Hello, I’m Cholea of The Procurator Times. It is a pleasure to meet you,” Cholea said.

The woman smiled and sat on the barstool next to Cholea. Cholea smiled as she realised she had managed to get her to sit down.

“I must admit Cholea I was surprised to receive your interview request. Most people merely seek to serve me court summons,”

Cholea didn’t know how to respond to that.

“I’m very sorry to hear that. Can I have your name please for the article?”

“Of course Cholea, I am Countess Ruby Holdwell,”

Cholea cocked her head. She hadn’t heard of a Countess before.

Ruby smiled. “My dear you are not the first person to be confused. A Countess is not legally part of the nobility and I have no powers nor land. It is merely a formality if the Queen wishes to reward someone without promoting them to the Nobility,”

Cholea nodded.

“And Countess scares the commoners so I have a little bit of power,”

Cholea nodded, unsure if she should write that down.

“What did you want to interview me about Cholea?”

“Countess, I wish for you to tell me about the event of the Crimson Killer nine decades ago. You would-”

“I know how old I was. It was my first case as a Procurator. Let me tell you the story,”
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You see Cholea it was late winter in Ordericous when we started to find the bodies. Nine bodies so far but they were all young women with their special parts ripped into and their throats were slashed. There was a tenth male we found later on with his manhood ripped out. 

Of course all of this was horrific and as a brand new Procurator I was certainly thrown into the deep end. I didn’t know what to do at first. 

As I said it was very late Winter when I was transferred the case and the tenth body of the male was found. Interestingly he was gay.

This was a very crucial piece in the case because the King before Last was actively hunting down gay people. So I theorised I was hunting down a person who supported the King. Since it was about that time when the King offered rewards for killing gays.

Disgusting I know.

So with that fact in mind, I went to the only logical place where the killer and a supporter of the King would go. The King’s Club. 

You wouldn’t know it now because it was destroyed three winters later during some riots. They were fun to be a part of!

Anyway as I stood outside in the freezing cold snow with the snow falling heavily around me, my fingers felt like ice. My leather booted feet felt even worse as the black cobblestone road was covered in a thick layer of ice and snow.

It wasn’t ideal.

Even the air was icy with all of my breath smelling of fresh air which coated my lungs with a thick layer of coldness. Breathing was rather scary in that weather. It’s why a lot of people were told to stay at home. Travelling and being outside was far, far too dangerous.

As I looked through the snow which was becoming heavier and heavier with each passing minute, I saw the massive pillars outside of the cold red brick walls of the Club. 

Now, you might be wondering why I was standing outside in the freezing cold and honestly you would be right to. But I was standing outside because I was waiting for an informant to come outside.

Yet at this point if my informant didn’t come out soon, I was going to head off and come back tomorrow. 

After a few moments and listening to the howl of the wind whip past me, I saw a little black side door open with a short teenage boy walk out shivering towards me. He was probably 16.

“Ya can’t meet inside?” the teenage boy asked.

“I thought your masters wouldn’t like a woman inside,”

“Na those jerks just want women to give birth and all that stuff,”

I shook my head at that comment. They were all horrible people inside.

“Has any member been missing or coming or going of late?”

“Yea miss, ya know that Justice-y guy,”

I nodded he was referring to the Lord Justice of the time which was in charge of the killing and fixing of the gays and foreigners.

The Lord Justice believed if you beat a gay for several hours a day you could beat the gay demon out of them. Of course they all tended to die by the end of the second hour.

To say I hated or found the Lord Justice a disgrace was an understatement. Which is why I fully supported our Queen when she decriminalised it.

But I have to admit the worse thing about the King’s Club was even though they hated gays, women and foreigners. The teenage boy informant was being used by them all. 

It was disgraceful.

“Thank you. Is the Lord Justice in there now?” I asked.

“Na miss. He gonna home,”

“Thank you. Take this,” I said, passing him a dagger.

He nodded.

Now please keep that part off the record because of course he did kill all the members of the King’s club that were abusing him. It was only eight people but they were raping him and six other boys and ten other girls. 

I know a lot in the Procurators would call that illegal or not justice at all. But you didn’t know these people like I did. Or how my body knew these people. It’s why I became a Procurator because I wanted to stop these monsters.

I only wished I could have saved my sister. Life could have been very, very different.

A few hours later of investigating, standing by a fire and walking in the freezing cold snow, I managed to find the Lord Justice’s House. 

I’ll admit it was stunning. It was a massive white marble creation the size of twenty football pitches, with about a hundred rooms and balconies. Just looking at it was an impressive sight.

The surrounding areas of the house smelt of sweet oranges from the rows upon rows of massive blood orange trees that grew around the property. Making it a default fence.

In all honesty, it wasn’t so much the house I was interested in. It was the entrance to the house or the estate I wanted. Simply because I had seen the Lord Justice pop out on his horse. He would be back.

So I did what any Procurator would do who was breaking the rules and probably the law, I crouched behind a large bush of sweet-smelling flowers with my hands and feet pressing into the cold dry hard soil. No risk of footprints.

Looking ahead I saw a large black iron gate to the house locked and secured. No guards. No one was watching. I was just laying in wait.

After an hour, I heard a horse walk along the cobblestone road outside and stop in front of the gate.

Looking at the Lord Justice, I bit my lip. He was awful. His long elegant black silk robes of office and all his power he held in his hand. That he was using to kill and torture innocent women and gays. It was a disgrace to the Procurators.

As his well-aged hands took out the key for the lock on the gate, I went for him.

I shot out.

Slamming my fists into his skull.

He screamed.

The horse fled.

He swore. 

He called out names.

I couldn’t hear them.

My fists slammed into him.

He slapped me.

He kicked me.

My stomach ached.

He whacked me.

I fell to the floor.

He called more names.

He thought I was gay.

Thinking I was the enemy.

He stomped on my stomach.

I grabbed his foot.

He kicked me.

Jumping on me.

He smashed my head into the cobblestones.

Blood wetted my hair.

He slapped me.

I needed to fight.

My body ached.

He bit my neck.

My body flooded with pain.

I punched him.

Knocking him off.

I jumped up.

He kicked my legs out under me.

He whipped out a knife.

Holding it against my throat.

He smiled.

He moved his hands below my stomach.

He wasn’t doing that!

I screamed.

Three horses thundered down the road.

I slashed his face.

My nails sliced into him.

He moaned.

He enjoyed it.

I thrusted my nails into his ear.

He screamed.

I kicked him.

He flew off me.

Grabbing his head.

I smashed it into the road.

I smashed his head again.

And again.

His skull cracked.

Hearing someone cough, I looked up to see three tall women in long blue robes with the symbol of the Inquisition around their necks. I smiled to myself as I thought I was about to be killed by these all powerful Inquisitors which the law didn’t apply to. They could easily kill me and nothing bad would happen to them.

***
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By this point Cholea was leaning so far forward on her warm metal bar stool, she wondered if she could fall off. 

Sitting back on the barstool and breathing all the sweet smelling perfumed air, Cholea smiled as she looked at Ruby. This amazing Procurator who had somehow survived the Inquisition. A very rare occurrence.

“How did you survive? What happened? They clearly didn’t kill you?” Cholea asked.

Ruby smiled and took Cholea’s hands. Cholea was surprised at how smooth and warm Ruby’s well-aged hands were.

“They thanked me for doing their job for them and we all agreed to fake the report of what happened. Including what happened at the King’s Club. Then the official report was sealed by the Inquisition,”

Cholea frowned and closed her notebook as Ruby said that. Cholea was so upset at that statement. She couldn’t lose her job because she didn’t have a job now. Cholea knew if something was sealed by the Inquisition it was suicide to write and print it. All of the Procurator Times would be destroyed.

Ruby rubbed Cholea’s hands.

“Don’t look so down,” Ruby said.

“Why not I can’t print this? Why even tell me?”

“Cholea, I like you. I’m over a hundred years old. I’m going to die soon. I suppose... I suppose I just wanted someone to know the truth. You are the only person in Ordericous that knows the truth,”

Cholea smiled at that.

“Thank you,”

“It was a pleasure meeting you,” Ruby said, downing her drink and leaving.

Sitting on the barstool and watching Ruby elegantly walk out of there, Cholea was in slight amazement as she breathed in more of the sweet perfumed air, and listened to the talking of the nobility.

Cholea couldn’t believe she had something no one else had. She had the truth of the Crimson Killer. And no one could take that away from her. No one.

Finishing the last of the delicious bright pink drink, Cholea remembered something about the true heart of the story that her editor had said when she first started. Surprisingly enough he was right, when Cholea walked here today she believed the heart of her story would be focused on the crime itself and why the killer did what he did.

In reality, the true heart of the story was something else and a lot more precious. Cholea smiled as she figured out the heart of the story was doing what’s right and defending the good and innocent. Sure the teenage boy broke the law, but his actions saved himself and others from abuse. The same goes for the Countess.

Leaving her coins on the bar for her drink (and her business card for the hot barman), Cholea fell the bar smiling. Even if she lost her job, she would always find the true heart of the story. Because that’s the best part.
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THE ONE THAT GOT AWAY

A Gay Second Chance Sweet Contemporary Romance Short Story

Looking around his little London apartment, Brad looked at the smooth cold brown oak floor for his keys. He could have sworn he had seen them a moment ago. Those things were nightmares.

In case he had missed them, Brad looked at the brown wooden table and chest of drawers that lined the smooth white walls of his apartment. The keys weren’t there but Brad could still see so much junk like letters and opened cardboard boxes that needed to be sorted. Including a ton of boxes next to him.

Brad knew he had only arrived yesterday in London and he had spent all morning and early afternoon unpacking, but he wanted to have unpacked all his things by now. At least he had the rest of the afternoon and evening to sort out his clothes and other things from the boxes. 

But he needed to find his keys first because Brad did need to get some milk. The cute little sachets of milk his mother had probably stolen for him had all run out sadly. Getting milk sounds easy, except he had no idea where the nearest corner shop was. Did they even have corner shops here in London or was everything a supermarket?

Those simple questions made Brad smile a little as he got excited for the day ahead. He just had a feeling that this was going to be a great first day in London.

Breathing in the sweet, cedarwood air from an air freshener he had going, Brad checked his pockets and surprisingly enough (not) they weren’t there. Where were they?

Casting his mind back to Dover in the far south of England, Brad felt a wave of emotion wash over him as he remembered the great friends and boyfriend he had left behind. 

But in all fairness the beautiful boyfriend had made it clear to him, Brad wasn’t worth his time and going to London for a new job was pointless. Also there was some moaning about Brad not being able to commit to him, but Brad didn’t believe him. After all, it was always Brad who had done everything in their relationship. Maybe, no, Brad was definitely better off without him.

Walking away from the conversation and that amazing relationship was next to impossible for Brad, but he did it. He actually did it. 

A part of Brad was naturally proud of himself for doing it and forging his own path in life. Yet that didn’t mean it didn’t hurt. 

Then another part of Brad still felt like this was a terrible idea. Moving so far away from the people who loved him and the job that was secure and had some great managers. Compared to so-called cutthroat London.

Brad forced those thoughts away as he walked forward and felt something cold and metallic press into his foot. Looking down Brad shook his head as he saw it was his keys. Picking them up Brad carefully placed them in his pocket.

Looking at a cardboard box next to him, Brad brushed his fingers over the smooth cardboard and saw the edge of a brilliant card his best friend Victoria had written him before Brad left. She asked him a simple question in the card because she had to go aboard sadly before he left. Victoria asked him why he had to go?

Brad knew there was nothing hurtful or sad about the card, his best friend wanted the best for him and Victoria had promised to visit him as soon as she returned.  

Yet it still made Brad think because, of course, he was young so he wanted to explore and live his own life beyond Dover. But he really wanted to
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