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As we enter the final few weeks of the year, I am more excited than ever and I really hope that you’re having a great holiday season if you celebrate. Or that life is going well for you in general if you don’t. 

Personally, I love this time of the year because I get to see my family, I get to enjoy the Christmas presents and I’m looking forward to all the wonderful Christmas food. Granted, I will admit something a little personal because that’s one of the points of these introductions you get to know me better as the editor and writer of this magazine. 

I am a little nervous about this particular Christmas because currently my Grandad is in hospital but he should be coming home soon to recover from a fractured pelvis. As well as my anorexia is rather bad at the moment so the thought of Christmas food is very anxiety-provoking but in the New Year, I’ll get a therapist.

I’m already thinking of doing a romance book between someone who loves food and someone with an eating disorder. Then because I have degrees in psychology, the recovery aspect will be interesting to cover in a romance too.

I might write that soon for release in 2025. 

Anyway, in this festive issue of Whiteley Worlds, we have a lot of brilliant short stories and books for you to enjoy. These are all great to read for escapism after a long day at school, university or work or after a chaotic Christmas day. 

We kick off this issue with a gut-punching hardboiled mystery short story, A Hardboiled December. A tense, shocking mystery about a private detective helping women no matter the cost with a massive grumpy attitude on the side. 

A great story exploring the darker side of the holidays. 

Stepping away from the darkness of the hardboiled subgenre, we get to experience a romantic, heartwarming and swooning romance story, Love In The Card, as two men play against the odds to live happily ever after. Perfect escapism for the cold winter nights. 

In addition, our third short story in the issue isn’t your typical holiday story because it doesn’t feature my normal pairings. I typically write holiday-themed romance, mystery and fantasy fiction. A Magical Run To The Moon is a charming science fiction story with a holiday twist. It explores tradition, meaning and love at Christmas in the near future. 

A heartwarming story for sure.

Our penultimate story in this issue is a spellbinding, vivid and magical tale called If Fate Allows. An exciting story that never fails to bring comfort and escapism for readers. Something we all need at this time of year. 

Finally, Hardboiled English returns us to the world of hardboiled mysteries when we see a down-on-his-luck private detective who hates Christmas but loves bourbon, recounts the first time he met private investigator Bettie English. Set before any of the novellas, this invaluable, insightful and surprising short story allows readers a glimpse into Bettie English before she became the woman she is today.

Finally, when it comes to the books in this issue, you’re in for a brilliant treat because superhero psychologist Matilda Plum returns to these pages for her first-ever original book in Let’s Kill Santa. This imaginative, exciting book reimagines the battle between light and dark with a thrilling Christmassy twist. Readers will not be disappointed by this pacy book. 

Afterwards we wrap up this issue with the sweet gay romance book, Snowed In Love. An emotional, riveting romance story that will speak to anyone looking for love and acceptance this holiday season. 

Now that you know all the tantalising stories and books you get to enjoy this issue, why not turn over the page and start escaping into these stories?
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2nd December 2022

Outskirts of London, England

The holidays were such a dumb time of year for anyone let alone me, Private Detective Peter Griffins.

If the holidays were such a wonderful time of year with happiness, joy and all the other absolute rubbish, then I had no idea why I was standing outside a very large red metal shipping container, on a long dark street with no one on it. 

Oh wait, I know exactly why I’m here. The Holidays were dumb, I didn’t have a family so I had to come to a stupid bar in the middle of nowhere just to be near some other idiots because that was where I had to be apparently during December. Whoever made up that rule was simply stupid.

The red shipping container wasn’t exactly Christmas cheer but at least the owner Frank tried. I kept telling him each year to stop being silly but he said he wanted to make an effort.

Believe me, I looked at the slaughtered, gloomy cigars outside the container every single year as they littered the damp, ice frozen ground and nothing could make the container seem happy. Even the cigars looked grateful to be dead now, at least they didn’t have the misfortune of looking at the container and its so-called marvellous decorations.

Frank had of course tried to make the container look good with dead decaying tinsel hanging off the container. I think it was meant to be red or green or even purple but I have no clue now.

It was all bleached out and dead. As dead as I was inside.

I leant against the God-awful icy coldness of the metal shipping container and enjoyed as the sheer coldness tried to burn me through my thick black trench coat. I needed to feel alive after the sheer trauma of having my bank card declined because apparently I didn’t pay my credit card bills or my overdraft last month. Stupid banks and their money gathering schemes. I paid those bills, I was going to at the very least.

The entire neighbourhood just beyond the container showed how awful this place was. The container was sitting on a long dark street without any street lamps, any road signs or anything else that normal neighbourhoods had.

I was sure the street used to have different signs and safety rubbish, but these chavs and scally peeps properly ripped them down and used them for plates or baking trays.

Yeah. That was the sort of stupid neighbourhood I was in, and the only sound in this entire God-awful place was the drunk laughter of nobs in the container behind me. Complete and utter nonsense that I just tolerated each year.

Even the street was absolutely awful filled with massive potholes filled with deadly, disease-ridden water because the neighbourhood had no working sewage system.  Thankfully, the air didn’t smell too bad and it almost just smelt of cigar smoke from all the little cigar-corpses around me.

There wasn’t even a partly alive corpse for me to save. I loved using half-smoked cigars because those damn things were expensive and I had to spend my money on whiskey, scotch and burning coffee. Not some cigar crap.

I was about to go and start calling a cab so they would ride me home back to my wet, damp and gloomy hellhole of an apartment. Well, that was if the idiot cab driver could find the container, survive the pothole obstacle course and put up with me on the way home. So many silly drivers dumped me on the side of the road, when something caught my eye.

Apparently I was opinionated. The dickheads.

There was a very thin young woman running down the long dark street opposite me. I could only see her because she was using her phone light to see.

She certainly didn’t belong here. She was very fit, young and looked far too innocent. The woman looked banging in her longish but tasteful black dress that accented her okay-looking brown hair and even from this distance she looked to have the eyes of innocence.

I doubted the woman wasn’t a virgin bless her.

“Excuse me,” she said as she started crossing the street.

I just rolled my eyes at her. She had to be some idiot to come over to me. I’m six-six wearing a massive trench coat, black leather gloves and my frown lines were immense.

This woman was clearly stupid and she had never been to this place before. She was going to get eaten alive here in very short order unless I did something.

No. I do not help people. I might be a private investigator but apparently I’m a bully, shady and an awful person. I certainly do not help random silly women just because she’s lost.

“Excuse me,” the woman said more firmly.

“Listen lady,” I said. “You need to get out of here now. This ain’t a good neighbourhood and if these people see you here they will attack you, have fun with you and you will never escape here until you’re in the ground,”

The young woman nodded like she already knew that. She was even more stupid than I imagined. She knew the danger and yet she was still here.

“I know the neighbourhood this is now,” the young woman said. “I know I don’t have the look of you folk that you protect me here but my friend does have the look. And she’s in danger. I need to help her,”

I laughed.

I have always loved the sheer stupidity of youth these days. These young people clearly have no idea what happens in an awful neighbourhood like this and the crimes that even I don’t pay attention to.

“Listen,” I said, “if your friend does have the look but she’s in danger. She’s really gone. Just move on and forget about her. I’m a private investigator and I have to do that,”

Damnit. I hated myself for mentioning that I was a private investigator, clearly some dumb part of me was still wanting to help her.

“I will pay you twenty thousand pounds if my friend is bought back alive and unharmed,” she said.

I actually looked at her for a moment. I did love money, I didn’t care about this young woman and her friend, but I could buy some great whiskey with twenty thousand pounds. And there was something excellent about this woman’s appearance and manner and attitude that made me believe she really did have twenty thousand pounds in her possession.

“I need new whiskey anyway,” I said. “Where is your friend then?”

The young woman just smiled and I just knew that stupid grin anywhere. She had hunted me down and convinced me to help her. Damn her.

“She said she was working her job at the Pleasure Palace two nights ago and she was never seen again,” the young woman said.

I rolled my eyes. When these young people learn the silliness in their ways, you just don’t do something as stupid as becoming a pleasure girl or whatever the hell they call themselves these days in dodgy areas like this.

Hell, even more so when the Pleasure Palace was run by a local gangster. I mean do these young people not read, watch TV or movies. That would help them a lot but these idiots are all probably too busy on social media and whatnot.

“Please help me,” she said.

I did not want to help her or her friend but I wanted the money, I wanted the whiskey and I wanted to punch the local gangster right in the balls. 

“I need your name love,” I said as I started walking down the long dark street.

“My name is Ariana Collins,” she said as she quickly followed behind me.

I just smiled because that was a silly pompous name belonging to a very pompous and even sillier woman. 

But I just hoped by the time we walked to the Pleasure Palace I would have a plan on how to get my money and save the girl because I didn’t have one right now.

Not a plan at all.
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The Pleasure Palace was exactly the sort of God-awful hellhole that I imagined given the neighbourhood. Because as soon as I was inside with Ariana, we both leant against the horrible depressing wooden bar that was tucked away in one corner. The bar was foul with random strings of semen and sticky alcohol everywhere making my fingers almost become attached to the bar itself.

I would have happily burned it all down. The bar didn’t even have much alcohol or at least the good stuff. It was all cheap knock-offs with clear glass bottles with fake, damp labels on them making the ink running off them. Clearly no one in this neighbourhood cared about fake alcohol.

I did though, so I was certainly not ordering from a foul place like this, and to be honest the rest of the bar wasn’t any better.

There wasn’t a single shitty Christmas decoration anywhere in the massive box-room that formed the seating area for the bar. The dark brown wooden floors were sticky, mouldy and just horrible and I could have sworn I saw strings of semen dripping across the floor.

The air was salty with hints of cheap alcohol, disgusting peppermint and ridiculous ginger filling it. I hated the smell of the place let alone what actually happened here.

There was a large gap in the dark deadly black walls that were covered in strips of metal chains that led deeper into the building. I had already seen a few barely clothed young women, older men and even some very young men walk in and out of that door since we had arrived.

“Where is my friend?” Ariana asked, clearly uncomfortable in a place like this.

“As soon as I arrived I suspect the barman went off to tell the owner I was here and the local gangster will turn up very soon,” I said knowing exactly how my reputation was perceived in hellholes like this.

And it was a great fact to know that I had already done jobs for the lowlife scum of the owner a few times, but I wouldn’t sacrifice a working relationship that had given me hundreds of thousands of pounds over the years for a mere young woman.

It just wasn’t my way.

“Investigator Peter Griffins, what do I owe this pleasure?” a man said from behind me.

I looked at the local gangster, Tiny Tim, in his six foot-six muscular build I was shocked that he looked so disgusting in his tight, clearly worn three-piece black suit, and even worse he had a bleached-white gloomy looking piece of tinsel hanging around his neck. He might have well not have bothered.

He was pathetic.

“What you want Peter?” Tiny Tim asked.

“This mere woman wants her friend back,” I said gesturing to Ariana who was nervously nursing a dirty glass of gin.

“You? Are you Sally’s friend?” Tiny Tim asked. “You ain’t as boney as she described,”

I had to agree with Tiny Tim. Ariana was all skin and bone that none of the men in this neighbourhood liked those sort of women but then again men in this neighbourhood weren’t exactly fussy.

“I want my friend back. Sally came here two nights ago and she hasn’t been home yet. I called around and found you kill people,” Ariana said.

Wow. I have met some dumbass people in my time but for a woman who flat out didn’t belong here to point out to a local gangster that he was a killer. That was stupid. Especially when we were in his palace filled with his employees and his customers and his pleasure girls.

Ariana was thick.

Tiny Tim laughed a little and slowly took out a long knife with a foul edge that was so dirty it only seemed to absorb the light.

I stepped in front of Ariana. Damn me for trying to be a good person.

“You know I don’t let pussies in my palace,” Tiny Tim said looking at me. “Those girls ain’t my business but I don’t get disrespected,”

I looked at the ten fat overweight men that were definitely customers judging by their jockstraps being the only clothes on them. 

The ten men were coming over to us. There was going to be a fight sooner or later until I could get Ariana to safety. Damn her and her friend. She might cost me a business relationship.

“She didn’t mean any disrespect,” I said. “Come on Tiny, show me the girl, me and Ariana will leave and I get my money. That’s all that I care about,”

“If I kill Ariana then I’ll pay you what she promised,” 

I actually knew that he was perfectly good for the money but I didn’t want to take it right now. I loved his dirty money normally but right now I only wanted Ariana’s twenty thousand pounds.

Tiny Tim stopped when he got right in front of me and he grinned. He playfully ran the long knife just in front of my trench coat.

Then he sliced into it. Not deep enough to cut my flesh but he tore a slice in my trench coat the bastard.

I smashed him round the head.

He fell to the ground. 

I stomped on his head. The bastard. 

I stomped again and again.

He screamed in agony. Blood poured off his nose.

Then I simply smiled and looked at the ten men that were currently weeing themselves. 

“Get me the girl now!” I shouted. 

I picked up the dirty rusty long blade from Tiny Tim’s weakened grip and placed it in my pocket. It was an awful weapon but it was mine now and I was taking it as a trophy.

“How did you find me?” I asked Ariana as she checked to make sure Tiny Tim still had a pulse. He sadly did.

“When I started investigating my friend’s disappearance I asked around and placed a guy in a headlock until he told me who could help me. They all recommend you,” Ariana said as she slapped Tiny Tim.

Maybe she wasn’t as stupid as she appeared after all. 

I heard some painful moaning coming from the backroom through the gap in the wall made from metal chains so I took out the rusty long blade and slowly went towards it.

I felt Ariana close behind me and that was just annoying. 

I carefully parted the metal chains and just shook my head at the disgusting ten men that were sitting around Sally as she lap-danced them with a chain around her neck.

“Disgusting,” I said. “Release her,” 

The ten men just focused on enjoying their lap dances so I threw the blade into the air and it sliced through the chest of one of the men Sally was currently helping get pleasured.

Sally kicked the man’s corpse in the head as he keeled over and I clicked my fingers and thankfully some of these idiots had enough sense to release Sally.

Sally immediately ran over to Ariana and hugged her. The two friends started saying how important they were to each other, how great it was to see each other again and how awful the entire experience had been. It was rather pathetic to be honest.

As me, Ariana and Sally slowly went back through the bar and towards the door, I realised that this was the first time I had actually seen Sally properly and I suppose she wasn’t bad.

She wasn’t an ugly woman with her long brown hair, big boobs and fairly impressive body but she wasn’t a supermodel either. Maybe she was just a model-like person. I really didn’t care enough to comment.

The most important thing was that Sally was okay and that meant I was going to get my money.

***
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About an hour later, I stood outside the massive red metal shipping container again with Sally who was now in a very ugly and posh silver dress, and Ariana still wearing her foul little black dress as she was on her phone. Hopefully about to pay me for my services.

The air was even more disgusting now because Frank had decided to buy some peppermint rubbish to scent the air and the taste of awful mince pies, Christmas cake and mulled wine formed on my tongue. None of us regulars wanted that rubbish but at least silly Frank was trying I suppose.

The December night was stupidly cold and my breath and voice was condensing in massive columns of vapour in front of me. If I didn’t warm up soon then I was going to look like some dumbass dragon with two silly women with me.

I was annoyed that the slaughtered corpses of cigars were all gone now. Probably some druggie or someone that picked them up and stiffed them or something hoping they were special cigars. That’s what normally happened in this rubbish neighbourhood but hopefully I could buy my own after tonight.

“There you are Mr Griffins,” Ariana said. “Twenty thousand pounds per your request. Thank you for you saving Sally and me from that awful place,”

I wanted to say my pleasure but the stupid woman had cost me a valuable business relationship. So I just smiled and waved them to go away.

“Thank you,” Sally said to me as she hugged me. I hated hugging normally even from beautiful women.

“Have a happy holidays Mr Griffins and keep doing what you’re doing. You’re doing an amazing job,” Ariana said as she hugged her friend and they started walking off into the darkness that was the long dark street ahead of me.

I waved into the darkness just to be nice but I didn’t really care. I hoped they got home safely because they seemed like great people, yet I had my money and that really was all that mattered.

I didn’t do what I did for fun, to save people or anything noble. I only wanted my money and I really didn’t care its source, only that money flowed into my bank account.

As I turned around and started heading back into the gloomy red shipping container to make use of my money, I knew I was going to hate it. I hated the holidays, the cold and the foul decorations but I had my money and hopefully that was enough to make it through this foul hardboiled December.
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15th December 2023

Canterbury, England

“Looking forward to going home?” 

Psychology Student Nathaniel Fox just laughed once as he styled his brown hair in the oval mirror. When his best friend in the entire world, Sophie Bridge, asked that silly question as she laid on his small single bed with bright blue, green and red sheets. He just hoped she didn’t make the bedsheet smell of her delightful flowery perfume too much.

The last thing he wanted was to be sleeping in a flower garden. That would really make his dysphoria kick into high gear.

Nathaniel looked at Sophie. She was wearing her normal tight-fitting dark blue hoody, her long brown flowy hair was spread out around her and her black skirt was a great contrast.

She made the small university flat smell of lavender, roses and a little lemon from her perfume that she always drowned herself in. Nathaniel had no idea why she always felt the need to do that, but she was kind, brilliant and she never judged him so he didn’t mind.

But his nose did at times.

The university flat was barely large enough for the single bed that he had to jump up on, because he was so short, most nights. There was a nice en-suite that showed the great benefit of Sophie was her perfume meant he never had to spray air freshener when she was here. Her perfume simply ended any odour.

Nathaniel’s favourite part of the small flat had to be his light coffee-brown desk that stretched from one end of the small flat to the other. It gave him tons of great space to spread out, study and even watch films whilst he worked.

If his Mum asked, he never ever did that. 

If his brother, Dylan, asked, then he totally did and they would talk for hours about their favourite films and favourite moments.

“You didn’t answer my question,” Sophie said.

Nathaniel had no idea what to say because he didn’t want to go back, he didn’t want to be called his deadname and treated like a girl. 

He was a boy through and through. 

Sophie looked good laid out on his bed like she was at home, comfortable and like she didn’t have a care in the world. He was glad to have a friend like her that just saw him as a guy and not a weird gender mix like a few of his former friends had when they abandoned him.

That was the great thing about university, no one cared he was a guy and he could just be himself. 

It was just a shame that his family did to the point where he didn’t feel like he could come out.

“Do I look okay for this meet-up with your friends?” Nathaniel asked.

“For the thousandth time, you look great and you’re getting better with your hair,” Sophie said. “And this is only so my friend Callum can meet you, get to know you and decide if the four of us should live together,”

Nathaniel really hoped this meeting was going to go well. He didn’t want to have to live with his parents for his second and third year of his degree, he just wanted to live with Sophie and other people in Canterbury.

He didn’t want to have to commute, much less spend every single waking moment with his parents at home.

It wasn’t that his parents were bad at all. Nathaniel loved them because his parents were caring, protective and they were great fun to be around. He couldn’t remember a time when he hadn’t got home and his face was hurting from laughing so much by the time he left.

He just wanted to be a boy and live completely independently as his true self.

Nathaniel looked in the mirror and he supposed she was right. He liked how his binder was thankfully hiding everything today so much so he could wear a light grey t-shirt that actually fit him, he had men’s black jeans and Sophie was right, he was getting better at his hair.

He wasn’t brave enough to go into a hairdresser’s yet, much less a barber’s but it looked good. He did pass but he just wanted to start T so his damn voice would drop.

One step at a time.

“I guess you’re right,” Nathaniel said, “and before you start nagging me about my parents, I want to see them because it’s Christmas, I want to see Dylan, get presents and see my whole family but...”

He couldn’t bear to say it out loud. 

“You don’t want to be treated as a daughter. What does Dylan think?” she asked getting off the bed.

Nathaniel shrugged. “He thinks I should just tell them, because they love me whatever happens. I’m not sure and they were really transphobic in the past and I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to live as a man when they’re around,”

Sophie hugged him and Nathaniel hugged her back. 

“I’m here for whatever you need,”

Nathaniel didn’t want to say anything because there was nothing Sophie could do, or even really understand. She was the perfect straight, ciswoman that had never really hung out with many gay people so she couldn’t truly understand the pressure and fear about coming out.

It was scary.

“And I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to be in a relationship if I can’t be a man with my family,” Nathaniel said knowing it wasn’t true but he wasn’t sure where the thought had come from.

“You’ll figure it out,” Sophie said placing a gentle hand on his. “Now come on we don’t want to keep everyone waiting,”

Nathaniel smiled. He really wanted this to go well and he really wanted
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