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AUTHOR'S NOTE




As a special treat for my newsletter subscribers, I used to write a little flash fiction story every month - something that’s very short (almost always under 1000 words, and at times even less than 500 words), and something that was sparked by my love of fantasy. The magic in these stories can range from the epic sword and sorcery kind, to the often overlooked magic that can turn a mundane situation into something a little more unusual. This collection contains some of these stories. I hope you enjoy them.




If you’re new to flash fiction, might I suggest you read this book slowly. It’s not meant to be devoured in one sitting. Give the stories a chance to breathe - I promise you’ll appreciate them more this way!




This novel makes use of UK English spelling and syntax.





PENTHESILEA’S DEMISE




The clash of weapons reverberates through the air, humid and hot and heavy with the stench of sweat and blood and ash. A moan escapes the lips of the man before me and I pull my sword out of his stomach as his eyes glaze over, his gaze already drawn past the scorched walls of this great city and towards the Elysian fields, forsaking this mortal body with its gaping wound and its insides spilling out.

An arrow flies past my head. I duck instinctively and roll to avoid the stab of an enemy spear. I am back on my feet before the soldier recovers from his thrust. Surprise flickers across his face, perhaps only now noticing the curvature of my body underneath the boiled leather harness, or from the shock of my knife entering the exposed spot in his bronze breastplate and penetrating his armpit. I cannot tell. It doesn’t matter. Blood gurgles from his mouth.

I move on. Death follows in my wake.

Just as I can no longer stand the stench, my mouth foul with the taste of rising bile and my hands spattered red, the wind changes and fresh air tickles across my face. For a moment, the carnage surrounding me diminishes as if it were an evil dream, and memories of home flash across my mind’s eye.

Memories of the verdant steppes stretching out as far as the sun reaches, of riding bareback on powerful steeds, the wind whipping my long hair behind me. I see Themiscyra shining brightly in the moonlight reflecting off the calm waters of the lake beside it. I see hands stretched out in worship towards the goddess, moon mother, mother of all, life-giver. I see warriors training for battle. I see her, nodding with approval as my arrow hits its mark. I see her hand stretched out to me as she helps me to my feet again, my backside and my ego bruised by her prowess.

And then I see her, no longer a vision but flesh and blood, crumpling to the ground. 

A scream rips the air apart, silence trailing behind it. My throat burns. 

The world is me and her and the man who looms over her body. A tall warrior, gleaming in bronze armour, muscles slick with sweat, a red plume trailing from his helmet. A hero.

A monster.

He bends over her, his murderous hands remove her helmet. Blonde hair spills across her already-pale face. A smile plays across his lips.

White hot rage. A wordless roar.

The man looks up, startled, his eyes locking with mine. 

Adrenaline pushes me forward.

He picks up a spear. Muscles ripple with the powerful throw.

The impact sends me sprawling.

I lie on my back, remembering the wind, the open sky, freedom. A beautiful woman’s smile, a young man’s obsession, and a wooden horse. So dies all that I hold dear. 

The light fades. With my last breath, I turn my head to look at her. My fingers tremble as I try to reach for her, but my strength has fled.

Darkness overwhelms me.





GHOST


Smoke trails out of the back of the bus, so Miss Edgar says we should all wait outside. The sky is overcast and I don’t worry too much about exposure as I hop down the steps and join the others clustering together towards the front. In our matching grey jumpsuits, we mirror the bleakness above.

Miss Edgar is yelling at the bus driver. The man has disappeared head first into the smoking engine. All I can see is his feet dangling while Miss Edgar paces back and forth, her blue eyes blazing and her scarlet dress getting filthier and filthier by the second.

Our vehicle has broken down at a rest stop next to the busy highway on the way to Lipsa City, but there are very few other cars here. Probably why our driver chose this place. From the edge of the parking lot, I can see the gas station and a tuck shop. Stunted trees are sporadic bursts of green beside the dull grey tarmac.

It’s my first Tour and my first time away from the Compound. I’ve always wanted to see the Outside.

While Miss Edgar isn’t looking, I slip away from the group, ignoring their fading murmurs as the wonders of the tuck shop beckons. 

“Lida...” someone calls softly, but I pay no heed.

I pause outside the shop, peering through the window. My breath quickens at the sight of so many treats all in one place. There aren’t enough years left for me to earn this many rewards. 

A thin ray of sunshine breaks through the clouds, changing the light just enough so that the treasures inside are obscured by my reflection in the dirty window. There are no mirrors at the Compound, so it takes me a moment to realise that the face staring back at me is my own. My eyes are large and pale, my cheekbones high and my thin nose pointed. Straight white hair hangs down to my shoulders and my skin is so fair it’s almost translucent. Just like the others.

“What are you looking at, freak?”

I turn around to see three girls confronting me. They are a riot of colours. Against my training, I can’t look away.

“What’s the matter, freak? Cat got your tongue?” the redhead asks, a sneer marring her beautifully freckled face.

The girl next to her sniggers. I wrench my gaze away from her blue painted lips and find no humour in her slanted kohl black eyes. Her hands are clenched inside the pockets of her purple leather pants.

The third girl smiles awkwardly at me. Her skin is so exquisitely brown I want to run my fingers along it just to see if it feels different too.

The redhead steps up to me and I tense as she slides her hand through my hair. “So soft,” she coos, and then grips a handful and yanks my head downwards. I gasp as pain shoots through my scalp. She brings her lips close to my ear and whispers: “Never look your betters in the eye, Ghost.”

“Leave her alone, Jess,” the dark-skinned girl says and the redhead releases me. Then she shoves me and I stumble backwards, nearly tripping over the curb.

Heat rushes to my cheeks. I hear my trainer’s voice in my head: Never fight back. Despite years of obedience, I can’t help but glare at the girl before me now.

The girl with the blue lips chortles. “Looks like our ghost has some fire inside her after all,” she says. “Let’s see if she wants to play.” She pulls a penknife from her pocket. The blade flicks open, sunlight reflecting off its sharpened edge.

“Come on, guys,” the ebony girl pleads. “Just leave her alone. She hasn’t done anything.”

“Of course she has,” the redhead, Jess, says, her jade eyes cold as ice. “She exists.”

That’s my cue.

Before any of the girls can react, I launch myself into the air. I soar over their heads in a perfect front aerial flip, watching their eyes widen as my body rotates above them. I land lightly on my feet and sprint towards the nearest tree. My heart races as I scramble up its smooth trunk to one of the topmost branches. Out of reach. Safe.

“Come down and play, Ghost,” Jess says in a sing-song voice. Goosebumps erupt all over my arms.

“There you are, Lida!”

Miss Edgar plants herself
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