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      —Threads of the Lost Myth Series⁠—

      
        
        History remembers. Myth echoes.

        The truth lies between,

        and every era weaves another fragment of the thread.

      

      

      
        
        The Scorpion Thief

        Burning the Raven Tree (coming September 2026)

        The Oracle of the Silent City (coming March 2027)

        Guardian of the Red Desert (novella)

      

      

      
        
        —Standalone Titles⁠—

      

      

      Darkness Calls the Tiger

      Shadows in the Mind’s Eye

      Lovely Life

      O Little Town

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Welcome back to the fight.

        This time I know our side will win.

        ~Casblanca
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        Before roots remembered,

        truth crossed the sky on a single breath,

        riding the space between justice and mercy.

        Where it touched earth, two forces stood.

        One reached to lift truth, the other to bend it.

      

      

      
        
        All the stories start here.

        Fire tests us. Truth transforms us. And the shadows never die.

        They only change their name.

        ~From Origin of Myth

      

      

      
        
        Egypt

        April 1943

      

      

      A high whine snaps the man to attention. Captain Clifford “Hawkeye” Floyd blinks against the glare of the sun, his eyes flicking to search out the source of the anomaly. When you’re flying at 220 miles per hour in the middle of the desert, any little problem can kill you fast as a knife through a hog carcass. But the prop spins at the tip of his faithful Warhawk’s nose without a blip. Still, Cliff makes a visual sweep of the sky above him for a stray German 109 looking to pounce on the juicy, inexperienced pilots flying behind him. Blue sky stretches as far as he can see, the expanse only broken by the other Warhawks spread behind him, and the glare of sun on the rippled sand.

      Wind screams through the tiny cracks in the canopy, and Cliff tightens his grip on the stick. Being back above the desert has him jumpier than a squirrel in a barrel. But there aren’t any Jerries screaming out of the sun. At least not today.

      He glances at his watch. They’ve been in the air for ninety minutes. Almost halfway to the next stop. After the short trip yesterday from Camp Huckstep to Fayid Airport in Cairo, his backside shouldn’t be aching already. But it is. He looks at his instrument panel as he curves to a new heading, habit making him cautious as he confirms air speed and altitude. The instruments on his P-40 Warhawk flicker, jumping before settling into a comfortable normal. Except…

      Swearing, he taps the compass and frowns as the pin grinds, popping and dragging.

      His radio crackles, and an Ivy League voice crackles over the line, “Blue One, you see that on our⁠—”

      Cliff waits a minute, waiting for the cocky kid to resend. What had he seen? When the radio continues snapping in silence, Cliff clicks in. “Blue Three, come again?”

      While he waits for Preston “Showboat” Ames to answer, Cliff twists, scanning the sky for bogeys. “You’re flying a milk run,” he mutters to himself. “An easy ferry to bring these planes to the China-Burma-India theater.”

      Except memory interrupts, jumping across his vision: the flicker of lights above the Sinai Canal, the whole sky stitched with tracers, red and green like the Fourth of July fireworks his little sister had once gotten hold of. Except it hadn’t been a lark. His little P-40 shook while he dove, twisting, flying with wings perpendicular to the ground to avoid the anti-aircraft ordnance. Pulling back on the trigger, the recoil biting, jerking, louder than the corn thresher. Dust and cordite coating his teeth. Bandits swarming. The grinning face in the chaotic smoke. Couldn’t hear nothing but the engine howling, the scream of the first Ames brother going down…

      That’s when Cliff realizes the past has bled right through to the present. The sky spreading across the horizon churns, orange and angry. Wind harnesses sand, pitching it into the sky, sparking the air with static electricity. He curses. A khamsin. The deadly dust storm must be what Showboat had spotted.

      Cliff checks his maps and does a run-through of calculations in his mind. They’re more than halfway to Wadi Halfa. If they keep on a steady heading, they might make it. He jots a note on the map and glances at the compass mounted on his instrument panel to confirm.

      Except his needle shivers and comes to a complete standstill, pointing toward the wall of sand like a hunting dog. Of course his normally rugged plane would take this moment to completely malfunction. Cliff steers the plane in a lazy S-turn, rocking her a bit to see if the needle will wake up. But the pin stays steady in one place, no doubt jammed up with sand. P-40s are magnificently tough, except when it comes to sand. “Come on Sky King.” When Cliff reaches to pull the knob on King’s gyro to reset it, he notices the distinct knurled scratch pattern of a mis-torqued panel screw. No doubt a new mechanic. Cliff clenches his teeth against the flood of frustration.

      Not his plane then. This is a human’s doing. What else had the newbie gotten wrong?

      He sucks in a breath and blows it out slowly. With more than thirty sorties under his belt, he’s been in worse fixes before. At least that’s what he tells himself as he peers over his port wing and picks out the telltale sparkle of the Nile. They could follow the river the rest of the way, but with the storm rolling in, the drift could push them miles off course. And, without a functioning compass, he wouldn’t know a thing. He rubs at the ache pulsing in his forehead. He’s been strapped with a herd of shavetails—pretty college boys who can quote Shakespeare but can’t trim a Warhawk straight if their lives depended on it. And their lives may very well depend on it.

      He can’t help but think of Ginny’s face falling last night when he told her he’d been volunteered for this run. She pleaded with him not to go. Her brown eyes filled with uncharacteristic tears. Resorted to hollering in a way she’d never done before. He should have known better than to laugh when she told him about some dream with ravens and falcons and a sky snake. A strange mix of his Uncle Paddy’s creepy stories and the myths of Set and Horus spun by the locals. He’d only told her those stories so she’d snuggle into him. Ginny had merely scoffed then and parried his stories with the real-life horrors she’d seen on the streets in Chicago.

      Which is why her reaction had been so strange. She knew he couldn’t say no. When the brass asks you to go somewhere, you just nod and ask when to report. And he’d had other reasons to readily agree too. For one thing, he’d wanted to keep an eye on the younger Ames brother. Showboat didn’t listen to anyone and would have run roughshod over any of the other, less experienced pilots. But then there were the things Cliff couldn’t tell her. Things that sounded more like those Egyptian myths of sky serpents and gods of chaos than he’d like to admit.

      Now he wishes he’d listened to her or at least hadn’t brushed her off. But no. He puffed up his chest, acted like a hero, picked a fight. Blast his pride. She’d stood on the runway, arms dangling at her sides while prop wash tugged her dark curls out from under her white linen nurse’s cap. He’d taken off, and he knew even then that he’d regret leaving her like that, maybe not today or even tomorrow. But he thought he’d have time. Turns out he might regret it sooner than he’d figured.

      The pillar of sand rises higher, blotting out the sun. Cliff flicks on the control panel lights with a shaking hand. The wall of sand is still a ways off, but tiny bits of sand are already pinging against the plane.

      “Blue One to Fayid.” Despite his heart near beating out of his chest, Cliff’s voice sounds bored as he calls the controller at the last airfield. Turn back or keep going? He needs advice, but there’s no need to worry the pups. Showboat, especially. That kid routinely reacted to fear with a thick layer of overestimating his abilities. While the kid could use a tussle with one of Dad’s angry hogs to set him straight, he doesn’t deserve to die.

      The radio snaps angrily, and Cliff curves with the arc of the river. If they lose sight of the river, the sand will swallow them whole, and their dried-out corpses might never be found. Sand collects in the creases of the plane’s outer wall, the time ticking down before the storm hits, and he’s out of time to make a decision.

      “Bl—st—we?” Showboat’s garbled voice rings with panic, and they haven’t even reached the storm yet. Fortunately, the other planes are holding steady in tight formation even with knowledge of what’s bearing down on them. If they can get above the storm before it hits fully, he can talk the others through navigation.

      Cliff’s engine skips, and he strokes the curved line of the console. “Come on, Sky King,” he whispers. “You’ve always brought me home, even if you were filled with holes. Now’s not the time to be finicky about a little dust.” Whatever it cost, he’d get the other boys through, which means admitting he’s not what they need right now. He learned that lesson the hard way.

      “Blue Two?” Cliff calls up Argus. He’s new, a college boy like the others, but Eugene “Argus” Owens grew up in the hills of Kentucky, and from the shadows in his eyes, the kid knows a thing or two. Cliff has no idea where Owens had picked up the nickname for the many-eyed sentinel from the old myths, but it fits: watchful, steady, loyal to a fault. The kind of man you want at your side as you face down Anubis. Not that Cliff is ready to meet the god of death just yet, and not that he believes in such things any more than he believes that Set, the god of chaos, is the one stirring the sands.

      As if Cliff had summoned the gods, Sky King jolts underneath him, and the coolant temperature gauge surges toward the red arc. In front of him, a shimmer slicks over the prop wash—a sure sign the gauge reading is accurate. He eases off the throttle, giving in to the sluggish engine.

      Black smoke bursts from the engine, sweeping off the cowl, engulfing the cockpit. Voices crackle over the radio, rolling over one another, cutting in and out, chaotic and panicking. Their planes may be flying smooth as the summer sky, but Cliff knows how terrifying it is to watch a friendly plane go down.

      “Blue Two,” Cliff shouts over the melee on the radio, “hightail it above this storm. My compass is shot, engine’s redlining. Get your backside to Wadi Halfa. And tell Ginny she was right, and I’m sorry.”

      “Sir…” The line goes breathy.

      “That’s an order.” And the last thing Cliff remembers is the laughing arc of otherworldly air slamming into Sky King’s aluminum skin.
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        June 1943

      

      

      Virginia Lenarsic normally thinks of herself as a patient woman. But when some blundering idiot pounds on her door a mere handful of minutes after she’d fallen, fully clothed, into bed, she nearly comes unglued.

      She hasn’t slept for…well, she doesn’t know the last time she really slept. Since before Cliff disappeared two months ago, that much she’s sure of.

      The pounding comes again, and Ginny rolls off the bed onto all fours, hollering “What?” in the general vicinity of the door.

      “Mail, ma’am.” A woman’s crisp British voice comes moments before a small paper-wrapped package onto the rough planks.

      Mail? At—Ginny glances at the glowing hands of her watch—4 a.m.? Life at Camp Huckstep has never been normal, but this? She’s suddenly wide awake, lunging through the door, over the package, and out onto the packed sand. A shadow swings around the corner, and Ginny, heedless of her disarrayed uniform, plunges onto the half-lit path.

      At the sound of Ginny’s clattering pursuit, the British woman, clad in the dark, loose clothing of a Bedouin tribe, turns. Her long braids swing over her shoulders, and her eyes go wide. She whirls and dives into the warren of tents and barracks. Ginny gives chase, but the woman knows what she’s about. Even though Ginny is taller than the woman by a full head, she’s barely keeping up as she slogs through the half-kept sandy paths. And when
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