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INTRODUCTION
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I really do love putting together these monthly issues of the sensational Whiteley Worlds magazine, and in this issue set to be released during the cold month of February where love is in the air. I suppose it would have been wise for me to at least put one romance story in here, but alas I haven’t.

And because I am super organised, I’m going to pretend that was done on purpose for the readers who don’t like romances. Yep, I’m going with that idea.

Anyway, this really is a great issue of the magazine because you definitely get a wide range of genres, stories and gripping experiences here. 

From some crime and mystery stories with the short stories Stealing Some Wine, Private Eye, Convention and Christmas and A Marketing Way To Go.

That last short story in particular is simply brilliant because it’s from my twisted cold case detective Kendra O’Connor series, so that is a hell of an experience all by itself in a very, very good way.

Then we have some great science fiction with two stories from my Agents of The Emperor universe with a short story disgusting the most critical event in that entire universe.

Something I may or may not explore in future issues.

Penultimately we have the third action-packed, gripping book in the City of Assassins series with City of Pleasure. This is a very... whacky urban fantasy book in certain parts so you’re sure to love it.

Finally, the Aleshia O’Kin Fantasy Trilogy makes its debut in these pages before it’s release to the general public in a few weeks time. The first enthralling book in the series Reflection of Mount Flame is a spell-binding fantasy adventure that is twisted, enthralling and very suspenseful.

Definitely prepare to be taken to very different, addictive world in that story.

Now let’s turn over the page and let’s explore some Whiteley Worlds.
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STEALING SOME WINE

A Mystery Crime Short Story
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27th July 2022

Rochester, England

Thief Anna Mason sat at the edge of a massive bright ballroom filled with tons of sexy men in tight black tailored suits and plenty of wonderful women in ball gowns and other dresses that they cared to dress themselves in. Compared to the bright white domed walls of the ballroom, the other people here were the focal points, but that was a mistake to normal people.

Anna had learnt long ago never to focus on what the designers of any room wanted you to, the skilful designers of this particular ballroom clearly wanted the guests to be the focus. But that was the last point Anna was interested in.

With a very full glass of dark red wine in her hand, she carefully focused on the delightful array of little stupid snacks and nibbles that lined the far side of the ballroom on long elegant tables with napkins and linens that were worth more than most people earned in a decade.

The entire ballroom smelt amazing with its hints of smoked salmon, rich salty caviar and cinnamon-y little pastries for dessert that all combined into the most sensational taste Anna had ever had on her tongue. 

Anna hardly cared for these rich snobs. Like the owners of the ballroom tonight (because apparently rich people do not rent stuff since that is what poor people do despite that’s exactly what they were doing) were the Douglases. A so-called power couple from the nearby village that Anna personally couldn’t have cared less about.

Anna had always loved the idea and drama and power that came with money but she had grown up in Rochester, England as poor as mud. She had always heard of the grand so-called parties of the Douglases but they had always personally told her and her family that they were worthless and were not invited.

It was strange in a way that even after all the decades that Anna hadn’t been back to Rochester that the Douglases were still in power over the social scene, and they hadn’t even recognised Anna. So tonight was rather simple, it was about enjoying and fulfilling a simple fantasy to live in the high life if only for a night.

And to steal something too.

Normally Anna rather loved stealing from power couples in London in the evening, donating it to charity at night and then swinging by charity clinics to perform a little medical help in the mornings. Then she most certainly slept in the afternoons.

In fact Anna had had the chance to pickpocket the Prime Minister himself tonight because he was going to one of Anna’s favourite musicals in secret, according to her source. But she really wanted to live out her fantasy if not for a single little night.

The entire ball was quite the party if Anna’s past experiences were anything to go by, the men and women were romantically dancing with each other with their bodies slowly grinding against each other more and more as the night went on. The ball had only started twenty minutes ago but clearly some of these couples were horny to say the least.

The gentle sound of a live orchestra played quietly in the background as the non-dancers were talking amongst themselves about everything high-class possible from local politics to national politics to the latest ways to avoid tax. Anna could have definitely told them a few great ways because she had to find different ways every few months to hide her stolen assets, but she didn’t want to look too suspicious here.

“You look beautiful tonight,” a man said, standing to her right.

Anna couldn’t imagine for a split second that she would actually be interested in any of the rich posh snobs here tonight, but she didn’t want to be rude and draw attention to herself.

Anna carefully looked at her right and just smiled. The man was absolutely amazing in his tight tailored suit that had a slight shine to it, showing her just how expensive it was. He had polished black shoes too and to be honest he looked exactly like the top of a wedding cake.

And that’s what was wrong.

Anna had met plenty of sexy men in her time (and this guy might just top the list) but sometimes certain types of men just tried a little too hard to look the part. 

There wasn’t any doubt to Anna, this man was another thief.

“Wine? Jewellery? Rich woman?” Anna asked. 

The man simply smiled and stood so close to Anna she could feel his body warmth against her. It wasn’t exactly the worse sensation but she would have preferred to be further away from him.

“What’s your name?” Anna asked.

That was more of a reputation check that anything else.

“Harley Wine,” the man said.

Anna nodded and pretended to take a sip of her wine to buy her an extra few seconds to think. That name didn’t exactly sound too familiar, she always made a point of knowing who the good and bad thieves were in the United Kingdom. 

His name meant nothing to her.

“Tell me Anna,” Harley said, “what’s a woman like you doing down here?”

Anna didn’t even react. She had never given him her name, she was too good for that and she had registered for the event under the name Penny Appleton. 

“You were my contact,” Anna said, realising who had tried to stop her coming here by telling her about the Prime Minister.

Harley laughed lightly. “Of course Anna. I didn’t want you here tonight because tonight was meant to be my night to steal,”

Anna was about to ask what he wanted to steal when the music stopped dead and all the happy couples in the ballroom lined up against the wall Anna was standing next to. She was hardly impressed to suddenly be pushed between so many potential targets.

She forced herself not to start pickpocketing.

“Ladies and Gentleman,” the very tall conductor of the live orchestra said. “I would like to welcome Mr and Mrs Douglas,”

Anna’s jaw tightened as she saw the very short and fat Mrs Douglas womble into the ballroom wearing the most expensive golden dress money could buy, necklace that would probably break her neck if she wasn’t careful and high heels that would easily be the height of a small building.

Thankfully Mr Douglas was wearing something a little better with his black suit, blue shoes and green tie. He clearly didn’t understand fashion but when anyone had as much money as he had, Anna supposed it really didn’t matter.

Anna looked at Harley for some reason and she was surprised to see such a twinkle of horror in his eyes. It was the sort of horror that former soldiers get when they’re reliving in the trauma of the past. But this was much more dangerous, deadly and evil.

It was the look of a man about to do something horrific.

Anna needed to subtly examine him and find out did he have a weapon or something.

The orchestra started up again and the happy couples went in for a dance. Harley still had that horror look in his eye, so Anna grabbed him and pulled him onto the dance floor.

“Come on babe let’s dance,” Anna said.

Harley didn’t seem to object but he didn’t stop looking at the Douglases either. 

As Anna and Harley moved to slow dance with the rest of the happy couples, Anna carefully moved her hands down Harley’s back, waist and ass just for good measure.

It was amazing to feel how hard Harley’s muscles were. She had no doubt he could easily kill anyone with his bare hands and under his suit he had to have a sensational body.

But when Anna moved her hands down to his crotch, she felt something very, very hard.

Normally Anna would have loved it to be his cock getting excited over her, but she knew exactly what it was. It was a gun. Probably a Glock-19.

Harley was going to kill someone.

Harley pulled Anna close. “Don’t tell anyone. I will kill you if you do,”

Anna hated the horrible smell of his pine-scented aftershave. Harley wasn’t attractive, he was a monster, he was a fool.

“Help!” Anna shouted.

“Stupid bitch!” 

Harley pushed Anna to the ground.

Anna fell. She rolled over. Jumped up.

Harley whipped out the gun.

He aimed at the Douglases.

Anna jumped for the gun.

She grabbed it. Pushing it towards the ceiling.

Harley fired.

Again and again.

Anna slashed his face with her nails.

Slicing into his flesh.

Harley hissed.

He punched Anna.

Anna fell.

Harley kicked her.

Harder and harder.

Anna’s stomach ached.

Then Harley simply pressed the gun against Anna’s forehead and looked at her.

He opened his mouth. Anna lunged forward. Knocking Harley over.

The gun went off.

Anna whacked Harley in the head. Grabbing the gun.

Anna aimed at his chest. She fired.

As she watched Harley’s white shirt turn red in his own blood, Anna quickly realised that she felt lightheaded and her own dress was getting very, very wet.

She looked down at her stomach and saw a very large bullet wound in her.

She collapsed to the ground.
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A few hours later, Anna was rather surprised to wake up perfectly alive and okay and chained to a hospital bed in a god awful hospital room with nothing but the bed, a small bedside table and wooden chair next to it.

Anna hated the awful smells of apple, pineapple and oranges that filled the room from the horrible cleaning chemicals the hospital poured onto every surface of the room.

As Anna tried to move a massive wave of pain filled her that corkscrewed up from her stomach to her chest. She looked down at the bullet wound and thankfully it was clearly stitched up and covered up to prevent infection. But she just had no idea how she had gotten here in the first place.

A few moments later a very skinny tall police officer who was most certainly over middle-aged walked in and just frowned at Anna.

“Anna Mason,” the police officer said, “you have been arrested on twenty counts of thievery and shoplifting. You will remain here until you’re healed and then you will be taken to your prison cell,” 

“Oh nonsense officer,” an elderly woman said from behind him.

Anna bit her lip as she saw Mrs Douglas walk in using a walking stick. She smiled at Anna like they had been friends for decades.

“Officer, I just called the Police Commissioner and donated two hundred thousand pounds to your charities and the matter has now been resolved,” Mrs Douglas said. 

Anna partly really hoped that the corruption around money wasn’t that bad, but she knew it probably was.

The officer looked confused then he checked his phone and probably read a message telling him to release Anna. The officer frowned as he took off his handcuffs and left.

Anna just looked at Mrs Douglas. “You remember me don’t you?”

Mrs Douglases looked at the floor. “I actually let a lot of working class and poorer people come to my parties now. Half the people there tonight were wearing suits and dresses I had leant them. I wish I was kind enough to do that for your mother and you,”

Anna smiled. Maybe it was possible for the worse and most snobbish of people to change. 

“Is you husband okay? Is Harley dead?” Anna asked.

Mrs Douglas took her hand. “Of course dear. You saved us all. Those bullets went into the ceiling and that gave me time to call the police. Harley is dead. I just had to get you to a hospital,”

Anna nodded her thanks, and if anything else she was more disturbed about not feeling bad for killing Harley Wine. She had never killed a person before, but in a way she was glad she had done it. Clearly Harley wasn’t a good man who was only going to make her life difficult so maybe it was a good thing she had killed him.

“And my walking stick dear, was only because my husband jumped on me when the bullets started and I twisted my ankle,” 

Anna was just glad everyone was okay.

Then Mrs Douglas wrapped her little elderly hand around Anna’s and squeezed.

“And you just relax deary, the doctors said you’ll be out in two weeks. And until you’re out I’ll take you home and you can stay in the Western Wing of my mansion and I won’t leave you for a single moment. We’ll have the best of fun!”

A wave of sorrow over killing Harley suddenly flashed over Anna, but as she stared into the happy smiling face of Mrs Douglas, Anna realised that this was exactly what she had wanted since childhood. 

She had only ever wanted to be loved, supported and be surrounded by money and cash. Maybe she would get those things not from stealing, but saving lives and supporting people instead just like how her mother would have wanted her to live.

Because she started off wanting to steal from them as some kind of revenge, but she had ended this by stealing Wine’s life and making sure he could never hurt anyone ever again.

And that was a great way to start a new friendship to Anna. The very best of ways.
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THE BLURRED IMAGE 

An Agents of The Emperor Science Fiction Short Story
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When her eyes opened, Jarire looked around constantly until she realised she was safe for a few moments. She had no idea what happened, where she was, all she knew was that her legs hurt.

Both of her legs pulsed crippling pain up into the rest of her body almost like she had been in some kind of accident or fire. She tried to remember what happened but she couldn’t.

Breathing in the cold stale air of the... she didn’t know where she was, all she knew was that the air was cold and stale like the enviro-systems had stopped working ages ago, so no fresh air would get to her.

Looking around in Jarire tried to look through the darkness but it was pitch black in here, she wouldn’t even see her own legs, let alone her own hand in front of her face.

Stretching out her arms Jarire tried to feel around her but everything was so smooth, so perfect. There wasn’t a single speck of dust, hair or blood on the walls or floor, the last detail was a relief. At least Jarire knew she wasn’t in some interrogation chamber of the traitor superhumans or Human Empire.

Jarire wanted to try and stand up but she could feel her legs pulsing and throbbing as the pain continued. As she reached down to her legs, Jarire felt something crispy and charred, it didn’t feel like flesh but Emperor it hurt!

As Jarire closed her bright green eyes, she forced herself to think about what had happened, she knew she was a soldier for the glorious Emperor but that was it. She couldn’t remember where she was from, where she was sent, if there was an attack, nothing.

But a strange blurred image of someone or something formed in her mind, it felt important but Jarire couldn’t understand it. It was like someone had taken a picture, an extremely important photo then blurred all of it. There was a single detail she could see, the background could have been red but that was useless.

The sounds of humming and banging echoed quietly around the room and Jarire nodded as she knew she was on a ship of some kind and the ship must have been firing their engines up. They were moving.

Jarire really hoped they were travelling to friendly territory, she didn’t want to fall into traitor hands, she was too important.

Jarire’s eyebrows rose as she tried to remember how she knew that, she didn’t know why she was so important, she just did. 

Lights exploded on.

Jarire hissed as the bright white lights blinded her, she covered her eyes and she could feel her eyes violently react to the intense lights.

When she uncovered her eyes again, Jarire frowned when she saw a tall bald with dark skin wearing a heavy black armour. It was similar to the knights of Old Earth but this was a lot thicker, Jarire felt like she just knew who this person might be but she wasn’t sure.

But all Jarire could focus on for a moment was how beautiful this man was, she loved his smooth dark skin that highlighted his amazing cheekbones perfectly and those bright sapphire eyes were utterly stunning.

She wanted to kick herself for thinking like this, he could be an enemy for all she knew. 

With the lights on, Jarire looked at her legs and her eyes widened as she stared at the twisted, smouldering remains of her legs. She had had no idea how they were damaged, her legs weren’t two sticks of flesh, they were one.

As Jarire kept staring at her charred legs that had been fused together and twisted into an unnatural shape, she couldn’t believe how this was happening. How could she not remember this!

Staring back at the man, Jarire smelt his earthy nutty aftershave and she cocked her head as she realised his eyes were pitying her.

“I’m glad they got you out, Jarire,” the man said, his voice smooth.

Jarire smiled at him. “I’m sorry, do I know you?”

For a moment the man’s eyes widened in horror and sadness with tears filling his eyes, then he nodded and came to sit down next to her.

Jarire loved the feeling of his body warmth and metal armour press into her.

“I think you should know me since you married me,”

As soon as he said that, Jarire nodded as the memories of the massive military wedding, their children and their... passion flooded back to her.

“Jasonire,” she said, giving him a quick kiss. Loving how his soft lips felt on hers. “What happened?”

Jasonire laughed a little and shook his head. 

“That’s what we need you for? We sent you in for a mission and an hour later you sent the nuclear distress signal,”

Jarire nodded as she remembered what he meant by nuclear distress signal. She still had no idea why she would use a distress signal had would make every single war capable vessel in the region come to her location.

The blurred image returned to her and something become a little clearer. The background was smooth, more defined, it looked like lava or something volcanic. Jarire didn’t know what it meant.

“What was the planet?” Jarire asked.

“Vulcanire. Next to our homeworld,”

She tried to think about the world and everything to do with it but there was nothing. Sure, Jarire knew it was a death world that some stupid companies had decided to set up mines on the world, to their peril and deaths. But there was-

Jarire remembered landing on the planet, her armoured feet crushing the black rough volcanic rock as she moved, the sound of her rebreather humming as it failed to stop the volcanic ash from filling her throat.

She was there.

“I remember getting on the planet. Why were we there? How many did I go with?” 

Jasonire shrugged. “We don’t know. You told me you loved me and you’ll be back soon. A few minutes later you took out a squad and headed for the planet,”

Jarire laughed for a moment, she couldn’t remember why but she just knew it sounded like her. She loved serving the Emperor, even if it meant being impulsive.

“Why didn’t you come after me?” she asked.

Jasonire looked to the floor. “I wanted to. I really did. But the Captain-”

She placed a loving finger on her husband’s smooth dark lips as she understood, in the back of her mind she remembered something about a moany, moody captain.

“Is there anything you remember? A threat? A friend? The sound of screams, war cries, anything?”

“No, I don’t remember anything and...” Jarire’s eyes widened as she remembered. “Oh Emperor, forgive me for I have sinned,”

In her mind Jarire saw the blurred image clear to become a perfect image of a horrific warrior slaughtering her friends as lava and ash poured around them.

Jarire stared into her husband’s beautiful eyes. 

“I remember. I remember everything,”

“What’s wrong?”

Jarire took a few deep breaths of the cold stale air. 

“I need a direct line to Earth. It’s the beginning of the end,”

As Jarire and her husband to the bridge, Jarire explained what happened and how the Empire was going to die.
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Breathing in the boiling hot air through her broken rebreather, Jarire coughed and choked and really hated this stupid rebreather mask on her face as she could feel the volcanic ash coating her throat. 

Feeling her hard smooth gun in her hands, Jarire scanned the area, focusing on each of the massive volcanic rocks forms around them, forming a mini-crater. She hated it down here, Jarire didn’t want there to be an ambush but she knew that was a certainty at some point.

But she had to admit how beautiful and utterly stunning the bright orange lava was as it flowed out of the rock and formed vast rivers around them. That fact bought some comfort to her but not as much as she liked.

She knew if the enemy did attack from the rock forms, they would have to jump across the river of lava which wasn’t an easy feat but she knew superhuman Angels of Death, the superhumans soldiers designed by the Emperor himself, could do it. 

Jarire hated the traitors and the traitor Superhumans with all of her heart but this was still strange. The distress signal from the planet was at this location but there wasn’t anyone here. 

The sounds of volcanoes roaring and spitting out lava filled the air but Jarire knew there was another sound too. A lower, quieter sound but still fast and angry. Like someone was running or charging.

With Jarire knowing she was just overreacting, she looked at each of her five squadmates, great warriors and loyal, loyal to a fault, each in their smooth black armour with their own guns.

They all nodded their respect to her and she nodded back before she looked up at the ash covered sky and wondered about her husband. She hoped he wouldn’t be mad or concerned too much about her, Jarire had sort of disappeared on him but someone was in trouble and she couldn’t let something happen to them.

Jarire smiled to herself as she padded a large light bulb-shaped object on her waist, that little object was all she ready needed. She only needed to press it and all the warships in the region of space would come running to her, she couldn’t believe how easy it was to borrow from one of the loyal Angels of Death.

Someone screamed.

Jarire spun around.

But when she looked at what had happened, her mouth dropped as she stared on the true horror of the universe, she stared into the cold hard eyes of the Lord of War.

The ultimate warrior of the Angels of Death, second only to the glorious Emperor for combat, Jarire hated to think of all the myths and legends around him, he had killed entire populations for fun.

She didn’t know why he’d turned traitor and was leading them, she didn’t care. He was a threat to her but she knew fighting him was certain death.

As she stared at the Lord of War in his immense black knight armour that covered all of his twisted muscles and five metre tall body, Jarire tried not to focus on the two massive axes in his hands but she couldn’t. The axes alone were twice the size of her.

But it was his horrific, scarred, sliced up face she knew she would never forget.

He charged.

Her friends attacked.

They bought her time.

Jarire ran back.

Whipping out the light bulb object.

She aimed it up.

The Lord of War attacked.

Slaughtering her friends.

Slicing through them.

Flesh splattered everywhere.

Blood splashed into the lava.

Steam hissed.

Bones shattered

Skulls smashed.

Jarire screamed.

She pressed the object

Nothing happened.

The Lord laughed.

It echoed around the mini-crater.

It deafened her.

She pressed it again.

Nothing.

Five shattered corpses laid at her feet.

The Lord smiled at her.

Jarire screamed again.

The Lord swung his axes.

He was scaring her.

It was working.

He flew at her.

She pointed the object at him.

She pressed it.

It fired.

A white fireball slammed into him.

The blast blinded Jarire for a moment.

Throwing her back.

The Lord screamed.

Jarire blinked.

A bright white fireball engulfed the Lord.

He was screaming.

Tech on her armour hissed.

The signal was sent.

Help was coming.

An axe slammed into her legs.

Jarire screamed.

The lava roared.

More lava poured out.

The lava busted its banks.

The lava was coming for her.

The Lord kicked her.

Knocking her to the lava.

The lava coated her legs.

She screamed in agony.

She smelt her flesh cook.

The Lord laughed.

Raising his axes.

Gunships approached.

Jarire couldn’t see them.

She knew they were coming but when she expected the axes to come down and slaughter her, they didn’t. 

Through the crippling agony she looked around but she didn’t see the Lord of War, she didn’t see anything else as her body shut down and darkness claimed her.
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With the message sent and the Emperor’s Council fully aware that the Lord of War was alive and well, Jarire allowed herself to rest on the bright white hospital sheets of her bed.

She never quite understood why hospital beds (even ones on ships) were so uncomfortable but she couldn’t care less after today.

The smell of sweet nutty chemicals and cleaners, that reminded her of delicious sweet caramelised nuts in winter, gave Jarire a tiny bit of comfort but as she stared at the bright white walls and ceiling, she couldn’t help but focus on the image inside her mind. She had seen the Lord of War shatter her friend’s bodies and escape.

She still didn’t know how she felt about that but the traitors were coming, she knew that, everyone in the Empire knew that by now. 

In truth, Jarire didn’t know what she was more concerned about, the death of her friends or that the best warrior (second to the
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