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  Dedication
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  Introduction





  



  In this collection of stories you will discover magical swords with unfathomable power, ghosts, the future of crime, an alternate universe where the royalty of Europe's power never waned until the 21st century, and meet the children of fictions most iconic monster.




  




   




  These tales are diverse and weird, but each conveys a message of hope and/or warning that we humans are as diverse as the world we live in.




  




   




  I hope you enjoy these five tales as much as I enjoyed creating them. As always if you have any feedback please contact me via Facebook, Twitter, or one of my websites.
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Only The Worthy





  Sydney Gideon wasn’t going to be happy his foreman had ignored his orders not to open the thousand-year-old stone sarcophagus. Sure, the man wanted to remove the White-Hilt from its long hidden resting place by himself. But from what Nick had heard Gideon didn’t trust anyone. Even his own foot solders. This disaster would only serve to reinforce the leader of the Brother's paranoid delusions.




  Why are billionaire's always such nut jobs?  




  Nick Sparta engaged the filter on his auto-focus binoculars just as the sphere of brilliant golden flame began to consume the excavation site. He watched the white-hot fire render the flesh from the bones of the excavation crew as it swept over them. The massive excavator melted into slag, as did other smaller work vehicles scattered around the site.  A growling, fierce wall of death enveloped men and equipment so fast there was no chance for them to escape, or even time to scream. The flames were like a ravenous beast in search of fresh prey. Everyone within half a mile of the sword was now charred into dust, but at least their deaths had been swift.




  “Small mercies,” Nick murmured under his breath. He scanned the devastation with the binoculars looking for any signs of life and found none.




  No doubt in the last millisecond of his life the foreman must have realized he should have waited for the Priests of the Brotherhood. The foreman would have no second chance to misjudge matters.  “Greed so often courts disaster,” Nick sighed.




  Nick hoped his own life wouldn’t end that way — in a flaming nightmare resulting from his own stupidity.




  From his camouflaged listening post, hidden amongst boulders the size of bungalows, over a mile from ground zero, Nick shrugged.




  Poor bastards, he thought. But better them than me.




  When you’re in the world-domination business you have to expect collateral damage. Gideon certainly did.




  The white-hot flame dissipated into the cold air. This was accompanied by the crackle of static discharge.  It didn‘t take long for the damp Queen Charlotte Island winds to return to send a chill through his all weather gear after the wave of superheated air had passed over him. 




  He consoled himself with the thought that the icy rain had finally given way to a constant drizzle. For the past three weeks he’d been camped out on this wind-and-rain swept island to observe the Brotherhoods retrieval operation. Not even hot coffee warmed his insides anymore




  Just as he was about to give up hope of finding anyone alive he spotted someone at the edge of his field of vision. He lay face down on the beach. His head-to-foot black clothing contrasted against the grey sand beach. Anywhere else in the world the smooth sandy beach would be an ideal tourist spot. As the weather in the Haida Gwaii archipelago was not conducive to sun worshipers it meant there was a good chance the survivor wasn’t a tourist.




  In the dim light Nick thumbed the button to remove the filter. The contrast sharpened and he engaged the zoom feature to focus on the unmoving body. If the man was alive he was the lone survivor of the wrath of the Dyrnwyn.




  According to Welsh legend the magical sword had once belonged to Rhydderch Hael, one of the Three Generous Men of Britain. The old tales said that when an unworthy man drew the Dyrnwyn, or White Hilt, from its scabbard he would burn. If drawn by a worthy man the fire from the White Hilt would aid him in his rightful cause. Given today’s events, it would seem the legend contained more truth than most. Problem was what cause would an ancient magical sword consider worthy?    




  The good news for the Brotherhood was that this part of the Charlottes was about as remote an area on Earth as it got. This meant the destruction of the local ecosystem would go unnoticed — at least for a while. Nick doubted if any of the government owned spy satellites were tasked to scrutinize this heap of volcanic rock in the North Pacific.  There were no tactical assets of interest to the world powers in these islands. Except now, with the release of this much electro-magnetic discharge, he expected the level of interest by the world powers was about to rise. And quickly. Time was short. He needed to make a sat-call. 




  He set the binoculars down and peered into the mist. The twitching survivor was about two thousand yards from his position. A frown creased Nick’s tanned forehead. 




  The Brotherhood’s support vessel, with its helicopter, still rode the waves offshore. Since the chopper hadn’t lifted off yet he might have time. If he could get to the survivor before the rescuers came, he might have the lead he needed to find out where the Brotherhood planned to take the sword, and what they planned to do with it.




  Given past history both he and his employer suspected the Brotherhood’s worldwide search for the Thirteen Treasures of Britain was the precursor to a much larger scheme.  His mission was to find out what they were planning and, if need be, find a way to stop them. If he failed his employer would be forced to play the nuclear card. It could mean a lot of collateral damage.




  He made his decision.




  He shoved the binoculars into the holster on his belt. He then slipped out from behind the camouflage screen and began to pick his way across the rocks. His boots and gloves were designed to grip ice so he was able to move as fast as the local wildlife across the slick seaweed-coated rocks.




  Nick kept his profile as low as possible as he moved toward the beach.  His brown eyes flitted in the direction of the support vessel. Though visible through the mist, he thought he saw the rotor blades on the helicopter begin to turn. He felt his abs tighten.




  If the Brotherhood discovered him here he was dead. Section N had lost three agents in the past three years attempting to get close to the Brotherhood's operations. He was the only one who'd managed to get this far. In fact, he was the only one still alive. And he wanted to stay alive at least as much as he wanted to track the bastards down.




  If he messed up the mission would be compromised. His gut told him failure was not an option. The clock was ticking, and Nick had been at this game far too long not to listen to his gut. 




  Time to move faster.




  He stepped onto the sand just as the sky began to brighten.  He could see the black clouds were clearing in the east. He estimated it would be dawn in less than half an hour. While his stealth suit was good, he knew he could be seen against the contrast of the sand, in the light of day.




  He figured his chances of succeeding before the helicopter arrived were at nine point two-seven percent.




  He would barely have time to retrieve the survivor, if he was in any shape to talk, and get back under cover, before retreating to his listening post. The sword would have to wait.




  He glanced at the support ship and saw the black shape of the helicopter lift into the air.




  He ran for the target.




  Nick estimated there was a thousand yards between him and the survivor.  He closed the distance fast.




  Nick dropped to his knees in the wet sand beside the still form. Still breathing —good. Nick grabbed the guy’s thin arms and heaved the body over his shoulders.




  The guy’s lighter than I expected.




  Nick ran for cover. His breath came in gasps. 




  He stole a quick glance in the direction of the inbound helicopter. He saw it was headed for the still smoking excavation site, not for the beach. His odds of not being spotted had just improved.  




  Nick finally reached the cover of the boulders. He moved to a spot out of line of sight with the beach. He slipped the limp body off his shoulders and placed him on the ground, the guy’s back against a massive boulder.




  The man’s head slumped to his chest and his arms hung loose at his sides. He was dressed in a chocolate brown winter parka with brown fur around the hood, hiking boots, waterproof pants, and thick winter gloves. A navy blue balaclava hid his face.




  For all Nick knew, it could be Santa Claus in there under all those clothes




  Nick sat down on his haunches next to his charge and hung his head. He took several depth breaths, letting his heart rate return to normal.




  He rose to his feet to peek around the boulder. The helicopter had landed a few yards shy of the destroyed excavation site. It didn’t look like they’d seen him. Just to be on the safe side he had to get back to his camouflaged listening post.




  He turned back to study the survivor. He was slim, probably weighted no more than a hundred and twenty-five pounds, medium height, about five nine or so, with smallish hands.
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