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INTRODUCTION
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Personally, I flat out love the month of December and Christmas. Christmas is a great time of year filled with family, presents and great food. In fact, just the other day I was talking to one of the children with special needs in my class and he was telling me how the best part of Christmas is the dinner. 

I couldn’t agree more, and the family time is great too.

Therefore, whilst this December is looking different for me because for the past six years, I’ve been so used to having four weeks off because that’s how university terms work. I am very much looking forward to finishing projects, spending time with my friends and family and preparing to kickstart my 2026 so it goes off with a bang.

Whether you celebrate Christmas or not, and regardless of the time of year you’re reading this issue, I hope you’re safe, well and having a great time.

However, I do understand the massive need for escapism during the holiday period. I’m autistic and whether you are or not, I know the need for quiet time away from everyone and all the stimulation and parties going on. That’s why this issue of Whiteley Worlds is jam-packed full of brilliant stories for you.

For example, we kick off this issue with Love and Trains Through The Years. I wanted to start us with this romance story because we all need some hope, positivity and an inspiring story from time to time. This story gives you that and so much more. 

Two Men On A Train Going Home For Christmas. A Sparkle. A Love Story Over The Years.

When Gabriel Darling goes home for Christmas, he meets the man of his dreams on a train.

Readers will love this emotional, sweet and heart-warming romance short story.

Our second story steps away from the light and towards darkness in Christmas Obsession. A stellar combination of crime, Christmas and murder.

A Woman Loving Christmas. A House Filled With Joy. A Deadly obsession.

People love obsessions.

Savannah Thomas loves Christmas. She obsesses about the holiday. Savannah goes to any lengths to protect her perfect Christmas.

She won’t let anyone get in her way.

A dark, gripping, compelling holiday crime story about love, the holidays and obsession.

Next up in this issue is Poisoning The Winter Village Contest. Now, unlike the previous story, this crime story is light, positive and I actually think a lot of us dream of committing the crimes of the main character. Maybe. 

A Cozy Mood. A Crime. A Revenge Plot.

Revenge happens even at Christmas.

Jo-Jo O’Dell loves his small village. He wants revenge against his boss. Jo-Jo comes up with an outrageously good plan.

Everything Jo-Jo loves depends on him.

A gripping, engrossing, addictive holiday crime short story about family, revenge and the importance of having fun.

Our penultimate short story, Coming Of The Angel Alien, artfully blurs the line between mystery, fantasy and science fiction. And most importantly Christmas. A unique and brilliant story for sure.

An Angel Alien. A Bar Owner. A Christmas Eve Nightmare.

Aliens enjoy human festivities.

When Bar Owner Peter Rodgers receives an alien warning, he races against time to save a friend. 

He quickly realises lives hang in the balance.

Quirky. Enthralling. Unique. Connor Whiteley’s Coming of the Angel Alien gives readers a gripping hard-boiled tale about life, Christmas and alien fun.

Finally, Loving Transmas returns us to the heartwarming, emotional genre of gay romance. I love this story because it was brought to life by an off-the-cuff event a local social group did when I used to live in Canterbury, England. I don’t know why they didn’t call the Christmas gathering Transmas, considering it was an event for trans people, but it inspired this story. 

A heartwarming, romantic, deeply inspiring gay romance story revealing a light on true love. 

Riley Kennedy struggles to save the day. James Roberts wants the perfect Christmas tree. 

An awe-inspiring explosion of love, acceptance and Christmas miracles. 

After all those great short stories, this issue has two final books for you to enjoy in 2025. Dead Names is a particular favourite of mine because it combines demons, magic and a few romance subplots. A perfect winter warmer if there ever was one.

DARK FORCES ATTACK!

A grisly murder in Canterbury starts a race to uncover a deadly conspiracy that might save the Ministry of Magic or destroy it entirely.

Witches, conspirators and demons. No one is safe.

A stunning fantasy—impossible to put down.

Finally, private investigator Bettie English returns a final time to these pages in 2025 in Money, Mules and Holidays. Personally, I got the idea for this novella from an anti-scam email from my bank. I had never heard of money mule scams, and I was hooked as soon as I learnt about them. And my boy Leviathan is back. 

My favourite gang leader returns in terrifying fashion.

Personally, I think I like Leviathan so much because similar to myself, people think just because he’s gay, young and looks innocent, they think he’s weak. Leviathan milks that advantage to terrifying effect, so I like him so much.

Enjoy.

Conspiracies. Gangsters. Innocent Lives Hang In The Balance.

When Private Investigator Bettie English enters an ice cold warehouse, she walks into a deadly game of cat and mouse. 

Compelling. Riveting. Shocking. International bestseller Connor Whiteley blends suspense, tension and twists and turns perfectly into this stunningly written book proving once again Connor is one of the best up-and-coming writers of our time.

Now we know all the gripping stories in this issue, let’s turn over the page and start exploring some unputdownable Whiteley Worlds. 
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LOVE AND TRAINS THROUGH THE YEARS

A Gay Contemporary Holiday Romance Short Story
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I, Gabriel Darling, had always flat out loved the wonderfully modern, comfortable and red fabric seats of the train from London St Pancras near where I went to university to Newcastle up North. There was free Wi-Fi, which was always brilliant, and compared to other trains in the UK, this one was just so modern and great in ways that a lot of other trains simply weren’t.

I was sitting near the very back of the train when it happened, I had met the love of my life (not that I actually knew it back then). I was sitting next to the massive window that these sort of trains had, and I was people-watching to see who was on the platform. There were so many fit businessmen and women in their black dresses and suits as they rushed towards their trains. They all probably wanted to make it home for Christmas, something that was only a few days away.

There was a particular family that caught my eye. It was a man in a business suit, a wife in a very thin dress that wasn’t cut out for December at all and two young daughters in matching Christmas jumpers. Not that either one looked happy to be wearing it. They just looked so bright and happy compared to the cold, wintry grey of the train platform.

Something jerked me in my delightful soft seat and I weakly smiled as more and more people of all different shapes, sizes and heights walked past me to get to their seats. It was a shame a bunch of them were banging their suitcases against the back of my seat as they placed them on the rack, but that was life and I was just looking forward to finally going home.

I would get to see my mum, dad and my brothers. Their girlfriends might even turn up, which they probably would because me and my parents were starting to doubt my brothers actually had girlfriends. They always spoke about them but we never saw them.

The sweet aromas of chestnuts, cloves and mulled wine filled my senses as a bottle of something was cracked open by the people in front of me. The laughs that came from them were definitely female and I was just glad everyone was enjoying the holiday season.

I went to reach down to grab my large science fiction book that I was working my way through when I saw someone was looking at me out of the corner of my eye.

“Excuse me?” the man asked.

I almost shivered at the sound of the man’s deep, manly, velvety voice. It was so intense and so great that I really wanted to hear his voice again and again.

When I looked up, it took everything I had not to cum right there and then. I was looking at the most beautiful man I had ever seen. My body shook slightly and as much as I wanted it to stop I just couldn’t.

The man was solid, short and seriously fit. He didn’t have any muscles, he didn’t workout but he was as thin as a rake and he was just stunning. The way his longish brown hair flowed was beautiful and his youngish, boyish grin was just striking.

He was a stunner and I was really hoping he was going to be sitting next to me for the next four hours.

“Did you go to University College London?” the hottie asked. “You take English Literature, right?”

I cocked my head. “Yes, why do you want to know?” 

“Oh sorry, I guess that sounds a bit weird. I thought I recognised you. I do Classics and your lecture is right next to mine on a Monday and I thought I had seen you a few times. You’re a little hard to miss. I’m Thomas by the way,”

I grinned and I gestured the man to take a seat. I flat out loved it as he sat down next to me, I got a delightful whiff of his manly musk and some spicy clove scented aftershave. I was really going to enjoy these next few hours.

And that was what happened.

For the next four hours, we spoke constantly and we learnt everything there was about each other. I learnt he was a stunningly hot man that loved classical history, literature and really understanding the past. Originally I had doubted the Classics could ever be important and they were just for university students that didn’t want a proper degree. 

But it turned out I was completely wrong. Or at least Thomas had such a passionate and interesting way of talking about his subject that I was hooked on every beautiful word that poured out of his mouth.

And it was interesting when he was asking me questions about my degree. We both agreed that English Literature degrees were useless because I had no intention of going into teaching and my degree wasn’t exactly what I thought it was going to be about, so I was changing to Classic History to be honest.

Again, not exactly useful but it was interesting and my dad worked at a major Northern museum so I did sort of have a job at the end of it.

When my train pulled into Newcastle, we had exchanged phone numbers, wished each other a happy Christmas and I had almost kissed him but we hadn’t. He was still the most beautiful man I had ever seen and for the next two days I couldn’t stop thinking about him.

Then it was Christmas, me and my family had visited some family in France over New Year's and I had loved the winter break. And when the university term started again, my lectures had moved and I never ever saw that cutie, beautiful man for the rest of the year. I had texted him of course but he had never ever replied.

The next Christmas I was thankfully sitting up near the front of the train and I didn’t have any of those annoying people banging their suitcases into the back of my seat. But I actually would have preferred that because this year I had two little kids (boys obviously) who were kicking the back of my seat constantly. The mother had already threatened to cancel Christmas for them, she had apologised time and time again but she was a single mother and when it looked she was about to cry, I had hugged her and told her it was okay.

It wasn’t, but it was nearly Christmas so I didn’t want her any more stressed than she already was.

Besides from the constant kicking of the two kids, it was a nice enough train and it was a shame I didn’t have a window seat but I didn’t mind too much. The train smelt of grapefruit, lemons and limes from the cleaning chemicals and I was just about to open a nonfiction book on Ancient Rome when I saw someone out of the corner of my eye.

“Hello again Gabriel,” Thomas said.

I frowned and I looked up at him. He was still so beautiful, so stunning and he looked exactly the same as last year which was perfect. My body shook slightly. My heart rate increased. My mouth went dry but I was still annoyed at him.

He sat down without permission. “I’m sorry I never replied. It wasn’t that I don’t like you, I really do, it’s just I don’t know how these things work,”

I could only nod as I enjoyed his sweet fruity aftershave that was overwhelming my nose in a very, very good way. And I wanted to see where he took this conversation.

“I know you probably think I always get guys and hit on but I don’t. I only came out a week after I met you and that went great, but I was still learning how all this gay dating works,” Thomas said grinning.

“And when you did figure it out,” I said wanting to just start talking normally with him.

“I don’t know. The university term started up, I went to a lot of queer events and you were never there. I got deadlines, assignments and I forgot to text you,”

I wanted to hug him as he looked at the floor like he had committed some kind of crime, and maybe he had to be honest, maybe he had committed a crime against my heart. I had texted him, I had wanted to go slow and I had shown a lot of interest. I hadn’t even dated this entire year because of him and that was bad. 

I had basically put my heart on the line for him this year and he hadn’t even been bothered to text me.

The train jerked as it left the station and I just hugged Thomas and felt something hard press against my leg.

“How about we just talk now?” I asked enjoying the sweet fruitiness of his aftershave. “And we can get to know each other like we would have through texting,”

“I would really like that Gabriel,” 

I grinned like a little schoolboy as that is exactly what we did for the next four hours. It turned out that Thomas had had an even more interesting childhood than I did in terms of being gay. My family had always been supportive, loving and encouraging as hell towards me being gay and whatnot. Whereas Thomas’s family had never ever been homophobic, they were hardly vocal allies and Thomas had never really felt great enough to come out, so that was exactly what the past year had been all about.

Thomas had been exploring, learning and just seeing the sort of gay person he wanted to be. He didn’t like being with the stereotypical gays because that wasn’t him. He also didn’t like hanging out with the partying gays because he wasn’t a partying or clubbing person, but I was really happy that he had found some friends with the nerdy gays and I had laughed about that a lot ever since.

Yet I was a little surprised that Thomas hadn’t kissed, had sex or done anything with a guy except hugging them and even holding a hand in public. Which was probably a much bigger deal to him than it was to me because I’ve been doing it for close to a decade.

“What do you think?” Thomas asked as we both sipped some sweet, piping hot lattes that we had both ordered.

And I was surprised at myself as I replied because I was actually proud of him and I felt amazing for him. I had never felt so happy, so proud and so excited for another person in all my life. I was sitting next to a beautifully hot, sexy man that was just starting to learn how amazing being gay could be.

I was so excited for all the things he was going to realise in the future. He was going to experience how amazing kissing another man was, how sensational gay sex was and how lovely just being in a relationship with another man was. He was going to be happy so happy and oddly enough, that made me so damn happy in return.

And that was how I knew, I just knew that I was seriously falling for beautiful Thomas. We had spoken for 8 hours straight basically and there wasn’t an awkward moment, a silence or anything to be honest. It was just a wonderful conversation that I didn’t like to end as we pulled into Newcastle Station and I hopped off and he continued towards his home.

But this time he texted me over and over.

That particular Christmas had to be one of the weirdest Christmases ever because I flat out loved spending time with my family, seeing my family in France and just enjoying my time back in Newcastle. But I also felt fantastic because every single day without fail, I was texting a beautiful man that was really into me.

We spoke about our Christmases, our presents and our lives. And we even made plans together once we got back to London, and we did those plans to the letter and we loved every minute of it.

I basically moved in with him straight away once we were back, I was fast friends with his three flatmates, we laughed and spent a lot of nights together. I showed Thomas all the wonderful delights that being gay brought a person, both the social and the adult benefits, and we had even gone on a few trips together to France.

My family flat out loved Thomas from the moment they met him, and I couldn’t blame them.

The next Christmas, as the train went smoothly along going towards Newcastle because beautiful Thomas was staying at mine this Christmas and then we were going to his for New Year. We had spoken for three hours straight and then Thomas had fallen asleep and I was just hugging him. I had my face buried in his neck as he slept and I enjoyed the wonderful feminine aftershave that I had brought him as a little present for myself as much as it was for him.

And I couldn’t believe how lucky I was, because I had a boyfriend I basically loved at this point, I was living my best life and I was so looking forward to this Christmas and all the Christmases after that. We might have met on a train and fallen in love because we met on a train at Christmas but our love was a lot deeper than that.

A type of passionate, wonderful love that made me feel warm, light and incredible. Something I had never experienced before but I was so excited to keep feeling it whenever I saw beautiful Thomas.  Something I was going to keep doing through the years, because I really did love him and he really loved me too.
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CHRISTMAS OBSESSION

A Holiday Mystery Short Story
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4th December 2022

Rochester, England

Savannah Thomas absolutely loved the sheer amazement of the Christmas season with all its wonderful lights, foods and presents. She seriously couldn’t have loved the Christmas season anymore. Savannah had already planned her December perfectly down to every single last breath-taking detail, she had already planned to see her parents, her sisters and her nephews.

This Christmas was just going to be amazing.

Savannah stood in front of her spectacular Christmas tree that her and her boyfriend Scott had cut down only last weekend. Savannah just flat out loved how the massive pine tree with its perfectly straight branches stretched all the way from her brown hard wooden oak floor (perfectly polished of course) until it just about touched her bright white ceiling.

The Christmas tree was stunningly beautiful with its bright red, blue and green LED lights that radiated pure holiday cheer and the little shiny, freshly polished bulbuls were just heavenly touches on the already amazing tree.

Savannah had loved Christmas ever since she was a little girl and she had always enjoyed singing, reading stories and opening presents by her parents’ wonderfully warm coal fire. It was a shame that Savannah didn’t have a fire of her own but that didn’t matter because there were plenty of other great ways to spread Christmas cheer.

Her own parents and schoolfriends had questioned her all the time about why the hell she liked Christmas so much. especially as they thought it was strange that her Christmas obsession (such a strong and foul word) only increased with age.

But to Savannah those children and adults that lost their Christmas magic were just silly. Because surely Christmas got more and more magical with each passing year because adults could do so much more with their holidays.

Savannah always worked so much harder at Christmas just so she could buy more and more and more Christmas decorations. No one could ever have too many Christmas decorations, surely?

The breathtaking, delightful smell of rich buttery pastries cooking away in the oven along with sweet aromas of mince pies, Swiss rolls and rich boozy fruit cake filled the house. And Savannah seriously couldn’t wait for the big day in a few weeks time. 

This was going to be just a magical, sensational Christmas with her parents and boyfriend that she seriously hoped it was never going to end.

The sound of Christmas music playing in the background was so sweet, relaxing and Savannah just felt her soul was singing in sheer pleasure that she was surrounded by so much Christmas magic.

Someone thundered on her front door.

Savannah forced herself to take a deep breath of the pure Christmas-scented air. She really hoped whoever had banged on her front door hadn’t damaged the precious Christmas wreath on the freshly red-painted wooden door.

That would be a crime against Christmas and all things good.

Savannah just shook her head and smiled as she went through her long tinsel-covered living room that sparkled in the glow of her living room lights, out through the hallway that had so many amazing Santa figures that Savannah couldn’t see her hallway walls anyway then she went to the front door.

Her front door was thankfully covered in enough fake snow that she even tricked herself for a moment that the door handle was icy cold, but it wasn’t. It was wonderful and toasty warm, just like how Christmas was meant to be.

Savannah opened the door and smiled out as the blinding, radiant light hit her as all her thousands upon thousands of Christmas lights shone out pure Christmas magic onto the long urban road.

Then she instantly frowned when she saw a horrible group of three men wearing long dark trench coats.

Savannah instantly hated the sight of them. They were so disgusting and unchristmasy, they had to be criminals or something.

Savannah just looked at each of them. Each one of them were so foul, like the one on her left was definitely an elderly man with a stupid blue jumper underneath that made him certainly look his age. The man in the middle looked so young with his cute handsome face, short black hair and foul innocent looking eyes.

The man on the right was just awful with his fat belly, brown beard and balding head. He was like some perversion of Christmas that Savannah just wanted to kill.

But she forced herself to take a deep breath of the wonderfully icy cold Christmas air, and she smiled at each other of them.

“Young Miss,” the man with the belly said. “Would you like to change your life for the better?”

“That is nothing better than Christmas,” Savannah said sharply.

“But Christmas is fake. Christmas is unholy. God does not like Christmas,” the blue jumper man said.

Savannah wanted nothing more than to kill these people exactly where they stood. All Savannah wanted was to enjoy her Christmas with her boyfriend and family and these stupid people wanted to stop her. The nerve of these mortal fools was incredible.

“Christ is not real but God is. Accept God and Christianity into your heart and be reborn anew,” the handsome man said.

Savannah spat at their feet. “Christmas is whatever I make it. Christmas brings me joy. That is all that matters,”

The three men laughed.

“How do you dare celebrate the creation and a holiday dedicated to a being that does not exist. God will never forgive you. Let me help you on the road to forgiveness,” the handsome man said.

Savannah just looked at the handsome man. He really was rather attractive in a way, and maybe if she placed him next to her boyfriend then the three of them could have some fun but he hated Christmas so it could never ever work out.

That was a damn shame because he was actually rather hot and Savannah would have loved to know what sort of body the handsome man had under that black trench coat.

The man with the belly grabbed her wrist. Tight.

“Repent. Daughter of Christ. Daughter of False Prophets. Daughter that is an enemy of God,” he said.

Savannah had met extremists before and she had plenty of Jewish friends but these people weren’t Jews. Jews were great people, very nice and very kind. Savannah just hated that these Christ-haters couldn’t accept that other people wanted to celebrate his holiday.

Savannah ripped her hand away and just knew that she needed to deal with these men once and for all so she did.

Savannah bowed her head slightly and for some reason she just knew that she needed to invite them inside.

“Please my saviours,” Savannah said. “Come into my corrupted home, murdered home and please guide me to the Light without Christmas,”

Savannah hated saying the foul twisted words that betrayed every single thing she believed in but she had to say that. She had to protect her Christmas one way or another.

The three stupid men nodded their thanks and Savannah led them through the hallway and living room and she absolutely loved listening to their gasps of horror, and then Savannah led them out to the kitchen area.

Savannah had freshly decorated her kitchen and she was still getting used to the sensational silver chrome cabinets, worktops and oven that shined so brightly at Christmas as the various lights she had scattered around was reflected perfectly off the chrome.

Then the three men screamed in utter terror as they saw Savannah’s marvellous dining table. Savannah really loved that her boyfriend had bought her a massive wooden farm table a few weeks back for their new kitchen.

And it was even better that he, Savannah’s parents and now the three stupid men were going to be able to spend forever around the table as their bodies slowly rotted together.

Savannah had even wrapped some tinsel around the sliced throats of her boyfriend and parents to make them love Christmas as much as she did. If only they didn’t try to send her away over Christmas to some mental hospital then maybe they would still be alive.

Savannah would never ever miss her precious Christmas for anyone.

Thankfully Savannah’s boyfriend was still holding the large freshly polished carving knife that she had killed him with, cleaned and then placed back in his hand for keeping. 

So she picked it up and went over to the three stupid anti-Christmas men that were frozen in utter terror.

***
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25th December 2022

Unknown Location, England

When Christmas day came around, Savannah absolutely loved the delightful scents of lemons, oranges and bleach that filled the air. It was just a wonderful smell that made the sensational taste of Christmas cake, mulled wine and breath-taking gingerbread form on her tongue.

Savannah had been at the mental hospital for about a week now and Savannah just loved it. She loved her little bright white cell with only a small bed to keep her company and the floor and temperature might have been cold and anti-Christmas but that was fine.

Because Savannah never wanted to live inside her cell at the mental hospital, that wasn’t right, positive or Christmassy. All that Savannah wanted to do was simply live in her mind, her memories and relive her memories of Christmas over and over and over again each second of every single day.

She wanted to relive her memories of tinsel, food and presents every single second, and most importantly she wanted to relive the moments of killing her boyfriend, parents and the three foul men as much as she could. Their blood was thick and dark and red just like her precious tinsel.

A bright white door opened inside Savannah’s cell and she smiled at the man wearing thick black glasses, a white lab coat and carrying a clipboard.

“Merry Christmas doctor,” Savannah said smiling. Oh she hoped he was having a good Christmas and she wasn’t a burden.

“The detectives found a ton of bodies in your garden. You know? The bodies hanging off your large pine tree and painted bright red and green and blue. Do you know what I’m talking about?”

Savannah just grinned because she really did. She often didn’t go into the garden at Christmas because it just didn’t feel Christmassy at all for her, but this year she wanted to do something special so she had.

Savannah had killed her neighbours, wrapped them up in plastic wrapping into balls and she had painted them before she had hung them from trees in her garden. That really did bring the wonderful garden to life.

“You’re going to spend a very long time in here Miss Thomas,” the doctor said. “Merry Christmas and I’ll see you in the new year,”

Savannah just laughed to herself because she really was having a wonderful merry Christmas and she really wouldn’t want her life any other way.

Because any other way simply wouldn’t be as Christmassy as her way.
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POISONING THE WINTER VILLAGE CONTEST

A Holiday Mystery Short Story
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19th December 2022

Southeast England

Now I fully believe that the vast majority of small villages, towns and even cities have some sort of flat out weird contest for the holiday season. I once lived in a village that had a “Best Peppermint Cream” contest and that was a particularly great year because I do love all things peppermint, but there are some holiday traditions. Including “The Best Killer Santa Costume” that was probably the weirdest I’ve come across but I’m sure there are plenty more out there.

And you see before I continue any further I actually need you to understand weird this village is that I live in, and just how crazy how of the traditions are so you can understand that what I ended up doing was relatively sane compared to the contests.

You see my name is Jo-Jo O’Dell and I seriously love the holidays, Christmas trees and anything to do with peppermint. And up until three days ago I worked as the Chief Operations Manager for the county’s sanitation network.

I loved my job because I was so good at it. I completely updated their prehistoric computer systems, I made the sanitation network more effective and cheaper to run and I was beloved by everyone.

Well, that’s what I thought.

But it turns out in very conservative rural Southeast England, people don’t like it when a gay man comes into the village with his husband, Patrick, over twenty years and two beautiful children, gets the top job at the only real employment centre in the area and manages to outdo everyone.

So apparently, there was a complaint made against me, because apparently I was being a bad worker, my bosses refused to support me and well, I got the sack for nothing that I did and the initial complaints were all lies anyway.

Tonight I would thankfully get my revenge though.

I was standing with my amazing hunk of a husband who was easily a foot taller than me with massive muscles, an insanely hot body and a slight blond beard that I have to admit I did like playing with at night. 

Our two wonderful children were having a sleepover with their best friends tonight, and they were 17-year-olds anyway, so we were standing in the massive town hall structure that was very impressive for a small town/ village. I really liked its large white marble pillars with gold veining that helped to add such depth and texture to the large square hall.

The walls were freshly painted cream, the ceiling was a little patching but poor Jim had to do the painting and he was unfortunately half-blind so I’m amazed he managed this much. I just wished he took the money I offered him to go and get the surgery to fix his sight.

He refused and spat at my feet. 

The entire hall was covered in beautiful Christmas decorations with massive banters, streams of tinsel and child-made paper chains in a rainbow of colours hung from everywhere. And the sweet aromas of wonderful peppermint, ginger and mulled wine filled the air making the sensational taste of Christmas cake form on my tongue.

“Evening Jo-Jo,” an elderly woman said as she walked past me.

I smiled at her because Mrs Oliver was a great woman, she was kind, helpful and seriously hadn’t cared when she caught me and Patrick making out in the closet of the town hall. And amazingly enough that actually kicked off a friendship with the elderly lady for twenty years.

Amazing how things worked out.

“Is everything set up for tonight?” Patrick asked me with a devilish grin.

I simply nodded because it was only two hours ago that Patrick had told me he had also been fired from working in the local council because of lies, deceit and corruption so I told him my plan and he wanted to help.

Of course by this point there was nothing to help with but I told him to enjoy the sight.

Because the thing about two gay men that met each other when we were both homeless, hungry and very angry at our parents for kicking us out because we were gay, was that we were rather cruel to people that we didn’t like. Just like how the world was cruel to us for no reason whatsoever.

As soon as I was fired I used my sanitation knowledge and put it to good use because the interesting thing about sanitation networks is they are very, very prone to breaking. Especially when a certain person, also known as me, knows exactly what values to shut off and my bosses at the local council never ever thought to actually lock me out of the system.

Well, even if they had it wouldn’t have saved them because I had used over twenty different backdoors for myself so I could get into the computer system whenever I wanted. And wow, have I been busy over the past few days and now everything was going to show up.

And things were going to get very interesting, very quickly because the water tank in the town hall that supplied the building with drinking water was currently being flooded with wee-water.

“Places everyone!” a young and rather hot man shouted.

I had never really liked the Deputy Major too much because he wasn’t exactly friendly towards my kids, my house and Mrs Oliver so I was looking forward to teaching him a lesson on tonight of all nights.

Because tonight was The Village Winter Contest which involved two things, both were things that I highly approved of and normally entered myself. The first part of the contest was who could make the best peppermint drink in the entire village and the second part was who could make the best miniature village.

All around us there were massive wooden tables with young and older, fat and slim and
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