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We write and publish these stories only for you.
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IT WAS EITHER LEAVE these four trapped in ancient times, or risk their lives to save our world in the present.

Helluva choice.

It they died, we'd all be dead soon after.

If we tried anything without them, we'd die just a little later - but still dead.

Because evil doesn't take opposition lightly - unless it's overwhelming. And even then, they still put up a good fight.

So: fight and live, or fight and die. 

Our secret weapon was among those trapped in time. Something we didn't know about.

Then or now.
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THE PHONE RANG. THAT hard-line phone. Not the digital one on my hip.

That put a wry grin on my face. Very few people knew this number, and it had taken a few 'interviews' with some very higher-up's in the phone company to get them to quit selling it to spammers. You know, sheriff business and so on.

It was kinda my “red phone” after a fact.

“Hello. Yes, this is Sheriff Rick Decker. No, tell him to call me when he's ready. I'll be here, but I won't 'stay on the line' for anyone.”

Click.

Ring.

“Hello.”

“And good morning to you, Mr. President.”

“Yes, we saw that video.”

“Yes, I've sent it to my 'network'.”

“Yes, your encouraging the usual donations to our schools and non-profits would be very much appreciated, as usual.”

“No, I can't guarantee anything. It's our lives on the lines just as much as everyone else's. And ours are a bit rarer and harder to replace.”

“And thank you for keeping your military and other bureaus off our tail while we do this for you. Just thought I'd thank you in advance.”

“Yes, like we've agreed so many times before.”

“Sorry about your satellites. But you know we don't work that way. Having a bunch of hardware out in space isn't necessary for us.”

“We did have an idea it was this 'Rangda', but no – we had no clue what she was up to. All we knew is she was behind an ambush of our own kind. And we only just barely got out without casualties.”

“How did those 'terrorist' explosion sites do – anyone hurt?”

“Well, we were wondering around here. Because if there were any serious problems some of your people would have contacted us. As it is, we're still working around the clock on those moon-returnees.”

“Well, it's mixed around here. No one usually votes much higher than sheriff in our elections, including me. And it was arguable that we shouldn't have saved any one in D.C., since most of your politicians were protected in their underground bunkers – so we really went there for the infected people in the suburbs.”

“You can just go and tell them to get their butts out on the front lines if they want 'priority' treatment. Like your military and first-responders. Anything else?”

“Yes, you have a good day, too.”

Click.

Of course, I sent both sides of the phone call through my pendant. And that other caller knew it, too. We both said a lot more than we would have, otherwise. But when high muckety-mucks came calling, the conversation was at least saved on the pendant. 

They now know coming in person won't get anything done any faster. And whoever's shown up so far has just embarrassed themselves.

Now that this number was leaked out to his office, it seems like I might as well ask them to send over a dial-less red phone. Just for grins and giggles. It would add some color to the decor. Conversation piece.

As I leaned back in my hardwood swivel chair, I just calmed my mind again. Nothing I could do by worrying about it. Mostly, my job was to relay the information. And why I kept my clearances up so we could stay in the loop.

It did look to be a nice day outside. Hot, though. Not just the wind from Washington.

Sitting there in the quiet of my sheriff office in our little Lazurai village so far from everywhere, I couldn't help but remember that last line of the video:

"You now have less than 12 hours. And that clock is ticking."
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THERE I WAS, A HALF-mile from my palace and on foot. 

I'd just discovered that my powers were back. But not inside a half-mile diameter from my own palace.

Fortunately, goddesses can command the random chariot here in Ancient Egypt to carry her back to their palace - even in these days before taxi's.

Because somehow that localized time-block effect was still in place. I wasn't going to be able to time-space-shift anywhere inside it to anywhere or any-when I needed to be.

And walking a quarter mile on the uneven streets of this Egyptian capital city - in this heat - wasn't queenly, or "goddess-like". Besides, not every chariot driver can say they escorted a goddess back to her palace. Payment enough by itself, but I touched his shoulder and smiled at him as a tip. By his face, it must have seemed like heaven. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





