
CHRISTMAS THIEF

––––––––

CONNOR WHITELEY

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

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

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

Copyright © 2023 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.

DEDICATION

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


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

CHRISTMAS THIEF

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

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

OTHER SHORT STORIES BY CONNOR WHITELEY

Other books by Connor Whiteley:

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHRISTMAS THIEF

[image: ]


Amateur Sleuth Jane Smith just loved Christmas more than any other time of the year (maybe except for her children’s birthdays), there was so much amazing magic about Christmas, and of course Jane loved the food, presents and family too.

Ever since she had been a kid, Jane had always been obsessed with Christmas, it was fun, exciting and she loved eating her way through the season, and then when she had kids, her love for the season only grew in intensity. 

Every year Jane would make sure her kids got the best Christmas they possibly could, and even with the kids leaving home and returning to Jane’s small village in the south of England with their families for Christmas, she still tried her hardest to make it rememberable.

As Jane placed the freshly made Christmas cake on the wooden worktop of her kitchen, Jane took deep wonderful breaths of the cake’s amazing aroma that made the house smell of rich fruits, sugar and more than enough alcohol to knock out a horse.

Jane just admired the cakes great brown colour, rich fruit and everything about the cake was just wonderful. To Jane this was the start of the holiday season, making the cake in early December was just perfect and it showed her that she needed to start getting her bum in gear about the rest of it.

Jane listened to the wonderful quiet singing in the background of Christmas songs that she had playing on her record player, she had tried to download something called mp3s before, but they never sounded as good as real records.

As Jane’s kitchen started to fill up with steam, she went over to one of the windows that lined a wall of the kitchen and she popped it open. When the cold breeze rushed past her, Jane realised how hot it was in the kitchen, and that made her smile as that was always a part of Christmas. 

Christmas had to be cold for Jane.

When her two kids were really young, her and her husband had taken them to America for Christmas, but everyone had hated it because Christmas was so over the top in America, and it was so hot. Christmas wasn’t about money or heat to Jane, it was about love, food and family, some points that trip completely failed on.

A knock at the front door made Jane hiss as she made sure her wonderful Christmas cake was perfectly level on the worktop, she wasn’t going to have hours of work (and cooking fun) drop onto the floor if she could help it.

Jane went through her house, into the little hallway and opened her front door to see her best friend standing there in the freezing cold, shaking.

“Come in Marg,” 

“Thanks Pet,” Marg said as she walked in and Jane led her out into the kitchen. 

Jane popped on the kettle and pointed to a small round table that she had tucked away into the corner of the kitchen and Marg pulled out one of the chairs underneath and sat down. 

But the kitchen was a lot colder than she remembered, she made a mental note to shut the window in a moment.

Jane had to admit she hadn’t been expecting her best friend today, she had definitely hadn’t expected her to walk from the other side of the village in the freezing cold to see her. Jane didn’t know whether to be happy or concerned.

“Nice cake Pet,” 

“Thanks,” Jane said, as she finished making the tea and bought it over to Marg, “Why you here? Wasn’t expecting you today,”

“Yea Pet. I just wanna...” Marg said.

Jane stared at her best friend out of concern more than anything because Marg never just trailed off, but then Jane realised Marg wasn’t staring at her, she was staring past her at the cake.

Jane turned around and gasped when she saw half the Christmas Cake had been... cut away and was gone. Someone had stolen her legendary Christmas cake.

“Why did ya cut the cake Pet?” 

“I... I didn’t. It was piping hot before you knocked on the door. It was right there,”

“Are ya sure Pet? I thought only yesterday I had made myself a sandwich and ate it, turned out I made myself some soup and binned it instead,”

Jane wanted to say how old, silly and forgetful Marg had become in her old age, but as much as she wanted to, Jane loved her best friend far, far too much to be that mean to her.

“That didn’t happen,” 

“Good Pet, because you would look like a right idiot for doing that,”

Jane just smiled as she stood up and went over to the cake. It looked perfectly cooked in the middle with perfect fruit distribution and the most perfect crumb Jane had ever seen. This was going to be an amazing cake on Christmas day.

It was just annoying that someone had dared to steal some from her!

“Shut that window pet please,” 

Jane nodded and looked at the window and she just folded her arms. This was getting ridiculous, the window earlier than only been opened a little bit but now it was wide open, letting a massive draft come in.

Jane went into one of her cupboards and took out some plain flour, sprinkling it around the window to check for fingerprints. 

There were none. 

But there was the top of a black leather glove caught in-between the window and the hinges. Jane carefully took it out and smelt it. The awful scents of cheap female perfume filled her nose as she passed it to Marg to examine. 

“This ain’t good Pet,” Marg said, “someone stole my cake,” 

Jane laughed and she agreed. Marg was always her first taste tester and... oh that was why Marg had come round today, and Jane just playfully hit Marg on the head.

“Figured it out then Pet?” 

“You’re terrible,” 

“I’m hungry that’s what pet,” 

As Jane went into the cupboard and got Marg a pack of biscuits, she couldn’t help but feel her stomach tighten at the idea that someone had stolen some cake from her.

And for what? 

Jane had to figure it out, because she couldn’t fail her family for Christmas, she had to get the Christmas cake back from the thief or she feared more than anything else, that Christmas would be ruined for her family.

And Jane hated that idea.
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After finishing her wonderful cup of strong tea that was so strong it almost burnt her mouth, Jane sat at the round table in her kitchen and wondered about the piece of ripped glove.

It didn’t seem right in the slightest, it was clear that it had come from the thief, but what Jane couldn’t understand was why steal the cake in the first place? And why only take half of it?

Jane watched Marg finish off her packet of biscuits and she almost wished she hadn’t had given them to Marg, she loved those chocolate biscuits and now she was out.

“You know Pet,” Marg said, “the thief was clever not to take it all,” 

Jane cocked her head. “How?” 

“Cos I knew you were making the cake today. If I walked in Pet, and the cake wasn’t here, I would have known,”

Jane was actually surprised at her friend’s logic and maybe that was the key to it. Jane couldn’t remember if she had told anyone else about her famous Christmas cake, or where she and Marg were when Jane told Marg about the cake baking today? 

Maybe other people could have heard.

“Where were we when I told you?” Jane asked.

“I donna Pet. Maybe the corner shop two days ago,” Marg said nodding. 

Jane completely agreed as that was when she had picked up an extra packet of icing because she doubted the pre-roll stuff she bought would be big enough for when she iced it in a few weeks.

“The corner shop wasn’t very busy, was it?” 

Marg finished off her tea. “No Pet. It was you, me and... Bourbon Creams too and the shop keeper,” 

Jane clicked her fingers at Marg, she had actually spoken to the woman everyone in the village called Bourbon Creams because whenever anyone saw her, the woman always carried round and offered everyone a Bourbon Cream from her tub.

“Do you think she stole my cake?” Jane asked.

“Ha!” Marg shouted by accident. “Come on Pet, she only eats Bourbon Creams, she doesn’t eat cake. And she’s gluten free or something,”

Jane’s eyes widened as she realised why Bourbon Creams’ biscuits always tasted so amazing.

“Do you think she told anyone?” 

“Yes,” Marg said, “Pet, remember when you caused the massive cake fight of 99 at the cooking club before Christmas?” 

Jane slowly nodded, she had completely forgotten about all the cakes that had been thrown, kicked and smashed that fateful night on New Years eve 1999.

“Well Pet, some of the ladies never forgave you for winning the cake of the Century award. Two of those women are still alive and Bourbon Creams eats with them weekly,”

“Weekly?” Jane asked, “As in the past few days,” 

“Oh yes Pet,” Marg said as she went over to the kettle, “I saw them yesterday in the little Turkish place off the high street. They were talking about Christmas cakes, come to think of it,”

Jane couldn’t believe these awful women would want to steal from her. But Jane could understand it all, because on New Years Eve 1999, the two women (sisters actually) have both baked their own famous sponge cakes, and then Jane turned up with her leftover Christmas Cake and won.

Jane smiled as she remembered how furious they had gotten about it all, she was fairly sure her husband even got a broken nose out of it, those two sisters were vicious.

“Smell this again,” Jane said, passing Marg the glove as she sat back down with a freshly made cup of tea. 

Marg smelt it. “Yea pet, that what they smell like,”

Jane stood up and smiled. This was exactly the sort of thing she needed and wanted, she was going to go to those sisters and get her cake back, Jane was never going to allow
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