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Welcome to this sampler of short thrillers created to give you a bit of a taste of two different universes, two different styles of thrillers from two different authors.

The Dan Kotler Archaeological Thrillers by Kevin Tumlinson feature Dan Kotler, an independent researcher who often finds himself in more trouble than he was expecting. His adventures are simultaneously adrenaline-filled and thought-provoking and appeal to fans of authors like Dan Brown and Clive Cussler.

Michael Andrews, who is an alpha wolf and a beta human living in the Big Apple, is the hero in Mark Leslie’s Canadian Werewolf Humorous Thrillers who similarly finds himself in unexpected situations where his can put his heightened senses and stretch to good use. Leslie’s work appeals to fans of Jim Butcher.

Both stories are prequel tales in their respective universes and meant to give you a taste of the characters and the adventures each author takes them on.

The authors – Mark Leslie and Kevin Tumlinson – have worked together as book industry representatives, have sang together during celebratory karaoke nights, but this eBook is the first time they have collaborated on a publishing project.

Kevin Tumlinson, who currently travels around the US on an RV with his intrepid wife, is originally from Texas. The Dan Kotler novels are just series from different thrillers he has penned over the years. He’s the author of the Quake Runner: Alex Kayne, the Think Tank, and the The Lucid series, as well as The Citadel science-fiction series and Sawyer Jackson fantasy novels.

Mark Leslie hails from the north: Canada and lives in Waterloo, Ontario. His series books include Canadian Werewolf and the dark fantasy series of short stories Nocturnal Screams. He has also penned tales of true ghost stories that include Haunted Hospitals, Tomes of Terror, Spooky Sudbury and Creepy Capital.

Their hope is that you enjoy their different takes on the thriller genre.
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Chapter 1

EASTERN DESERT, EGYPT – TWENTY YEARS AGO

Dan Kotler was used to seeing dead people. 

Not freshly dead—he generally saw the bodies of people who had been dead for centuries, maybe millennia. It was a sort of occupational hazard, as he traipsed around the globe peeking into old tombs and ruins—you see bodies, every now and then. Dusty, decomposed bags of bones that guarded the real reason he was in the field. 

Kotler preferred artifacts.

Getting to some artifacts, however, meant climbing over the odd body here and there, and he'd long ago become accustomed to that. He no longer cringed when he put his hand down on what used to be someone's skull. It didn't bother him anymore. Most of the time. Sometimes. 

He really preferred artifacts.

"This way, Dr. Kotler," his guide said. The boy's name was Martook. He was maybe fifteen years old and dressed in shorts and a pair of hand-made shoes, their soles cut from discarded car tires. Kotler had watched someone in a nearby town cutting and measuring and shaping shoes such as these for locals. It was fascinating and ingenious.

Martook was bare-chested, as a lot of people in this region tended to be, and wore a pair of khaki shorts that were filthy from his explorations. His head was shaved clean, which was unusual but not unheard of in an area that might be infested with lice. Kotler would check himself thoroughly when this was all over. He scratched absently at his scalp, just from the thought.

But for now, he didn't care about lice or any other nuisance. Even crawling over the four or five ancient corpses in this narrow passage didn't bother him. For now, Kotler was only focused on what might lie on the other side of the tiny cave mouth into which Martook had just disappeared. 

Kotler felt his pulse thrumming in his neck. He felt a little kick of adrenaline as his excitement built. After taking a deep breath, he plunged into the cave right behind Martook.

They crawled for several feet, and Kotler immediately discovered why this cave system hadn't yet been uncovered. There were numerous archeologists and sponsored digs in this region, but none had attempted to explore this particular site. There had been no hint from the outside that there even was a site here. This network of tunnels was camouflaged by the ridges and stone pathways that the locals used only for moving cattle between grazing areas, alternating during the dry and rainy seasons. This cave was above the water line, so the corpses and other objects of interest had remained dry all this time. 

But mostly, no one would have come here because this part of the region had a bit of what might be called "tectonic instability."

Kotler had to climb over and through several piles of debris—clear evidence of cave-ins over the years. This was a perilous place. And this was probably a stupid mistake on Kotler's part. But if what Martook and his friends claimed to have found was really here, it would be worth the risk.

If Kotler survived long enough to find it.

After what felt like hours—but turned out to be only 45 minutes—Martook suddenly disappeared in the crawlspace ahead of Kotler, and then Kotler himself emerged from the cramped tunnel and into a much more massive cavern.

He was grateful to be able to stand but felt a sense of awe when he saw the expanse of the space before him. 

Martook and his friends had crawled in with torches and lanterns and had set up lighting throughout the maw of the cavern. This illuminated the space in a flickering and warm light that caused shadow play everywhere Kotler looked. It was as if the cavern walls were alive—or teeming with life. The flicker of torchlight added to the magic and mystery of this place.

"Where is it?" Kotler asked, his tone quiet and reverent.

"This way," Martook motioned, and he sprinted over a small crevice that led into some very deep and forbidding darkness. Kotler smiled and followed, hopping the crack and dashing after Martook as the boy sailed through the cavern on a path he clearly knew well.

Kotler lost his footing at one point and spilled to the ground, scuffing his palms and cursing. He was mostly embarrassed. He'd been trying hard to keep up with Martook's youthful energy and natural athleticism, and taking a fall was more of a bruise to his pride than to his body. He picked himself up, brushed the dust from his khakis, and pushed on.

Martook led him to a part of the cavern well back from where they had entered, and when Kotler reached the boy, they both stood and stared.

Before them, Kotler saw a large, wooden door. Carved into it was an inscription:

Anseo luíonn Credne, an gabha óir

Gaelic. Here in Egypt. It was so strange, and so unexpected, Kotler shook his head in disbelief.

"What does it mean?" Martook asked. He stared at Kotler, and the anticipation on his face was clear. He had waited a long time to know.

"Here lies Credne," Kotler read. "The goldsmith."

"Gold?" Martook asked, his face splitting into a grin that showed teeth that had never seen a dentist.

All the same, his expression was one of boyish excitement, and Kotler couldn't help feeling the same enthusiasm. He laughed lightly. "Don't get too excited. This is a pretty unusual place to find a tomb for one of the Tuatha dé Danann. It's probably a hoax."

"The who?" Martook asked.

"Irish folklore," Kotler said, leaning in to examine the writing. "They were the gods of the ancient Celtics. A lot like the Egyptian gods, in a way." He peered closer at the door and saw numerous runes and markings. In a distracted whisper he continued, "And they lived very far from here."

"How far?" Martook asked, in that way that young boys have. He was already wrapped up in the story, and Kotler couldn't blame him. 

"Oh, around four thousand kilometers," Kotler said, smiling at him."Give or take."

"So far!" Martook said in awe.

"Yes," Kotler nodded and then turned back to the door, perplexed. "So what is it doing here?"

He reached out a hand and pushed against the ancient wood of the door. It didn't budge. "Oak," Kotler said. "Not native to this region."

"Very strong," Martook said. He pointed to some recent scarring on the bottom left corner of the door. "We tried to dig through with hatchets."

"Judging by the width of each of these beams, and assuming they're squared, I don't think you could chip your way through this door in hundred years, even with hatchets," Kotler said. "But there will be a way to open it."

"Open it!" Martook said, and he was practically dancing in his excitement. "Should I go get the others?"

Kotler considered this.

The other boys might come in handy, but they might also be a nuisance, especially if they were all as excited as Martook, about the prospect of finding gold on the other side of this door. He might have considered bringing in some of his colleagues from the dig, but they had been a bit snobbish toward him since his arrival. Freelancers with no university affiliation weren't typical in this line of work, and Kotler often found himself shunned. He was the outsider.

He
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