
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


CLOUDS THAT LOVED A MAN

––––––––

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 a work of fiction. Any resemblance to real places, names and people are simple coincidence.

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

Copyright © 2025 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.

DEDICATION

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



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CLOUDS THAT LOVED A MAN

[image: ]




“He’s the problem. We should kill him,” 

As soon as I heard a very short man in a black hoodie covered in coffee stains, black jogging bottoms and black trainers that looked like they were about to fall apart at any moment say that, I put down my large pint glass of orange juice and just glared at him.

Everyone else in the large pub fell silent and it was just creepy. Only a moment before the loud sound of everyone talking, laughing and debating what was the best beer had been echoing off the rough, uneven wooden walls of the pub.

Now it was deadly silent, and everyone was looking towards the round circular bar near the squeaky front door.

The pub was filled with various construction workers in their high-vis jackets. Most were middle-aged men with a beer gut, others had muscles and some were clearly here to avoid going back home to their wives and children. That was a shame.
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