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AUTHOR'S NOTE




Every month, as a special treat for my newsletter subscribers, I used to write a little flash fiction story - 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.





ENDLESS DARK




The waters around this cove are filled with shipwrecks.

Manning a lighthouse is a solitary, lonesome business. It’s the type of job you only take on after the world has deeply and irrevocably disappointed you, and I’ve been at this post for more years than I care to remember. 

While humanity continues to fight and war and destroy unchecked, the lighthouse serves as my beacon, my escape from the world. I turn the light on, and ships know not to come any closer. It’s a vocation that suited me.

Until, one stormy, windswept night, the light lured Aello to me.

She fluttered against the windows of the lantern room, like a moth drawn to the flame, her feathers shimmering in shades of midnight blue and ocean green. Her legs, clawed and birdlike, smoothed into the contours of a female torso, slender and sinewy, both fragile and strong. In her turbulent gaze, I saw an insatiable longing as fathomless as my own.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

I felt something stir deep within me, something I thought I had buried long ago. This creature, unnatural yet wholly real, reminded me of the raw, primal need for revenge I’d had before. I had wanted humanity to pay for all it had done, the broken lives, the ravaged land, the shattered dreams. I’d thought those feelings long drowned, but now I realised they’d only been deeply submerged.

Against my better judgement, I turned the latch.

The tempest howled when I opened the door for her, but all I could hear was Aello’s voice. She sang of the wild seas, of the albatross gliding on the winds, of storm-wracked beaches and endless days of wandering. Her song was violent and powerful and set my limbs to shaking with both fear and illicit pleasure.

I was mesmerised. 

And so was she.

Aello wrapped her wings around me, a comforting yet deadly embrace, and sang her song of forbidden possibilities into my ear. Things that no mortal should know the words of. Things that can only be said under cover of the roaring rage of a storm-bruised night, when a man’s soul teeters upon the edge of the abyss, the darkness beckoning like a lover long lost.

I listened to Aello’s song, and soon its melody bloomed across my own lips. We were the same, this creature of wind and rage and me.

And now the moon hides behind the clouds tonight as darkness stains the endless expanse beyond this cove. The taste of the sea is salty upon my lips as I stand upon the balcony of the lighthouse, watching the shadow of a ship approach. The wind holds its breath as Aello’s song drifts across the water, like the tendrils of a cloying mist, searching for ears willing to listen. Her song is a promise borne upon the air, of safe harbour and full bellies and a warm embrace.

It is impossible to resist.

A breath escapes my parted lips as my grip tightens around the balcony railing. An ear-splitting crack slices through the night air as the boat rips itself open upon the rocks and the sea rushes in. It cares not for the cries of drowning men. Faint and futile, their pleas for mercy are soon lost as I watch, transfixed, as the ship slowly sinks beneath the water. The ocean is a force of nature, brutal and efficient in its heartless ferocity, and there is a certain beauty in its reckless destruction.

It will not last long. I have seen it happen many times before.

For a moment, I wonder if I have finally done enough.

But as Aello’s song still lingers in the air, I realise that vengeance, like the ocean, is unsatiable. I turn around and return to the lantern room. Flicking the light back on, I watch it sweep across the wide, still ocean, briefly illuminating the perilous waters before the ever-present darkness returns.





THE HIDDEN CHAMBER


Lia took a sip from her bottle, the cold spring water a welcome relief after climbing the steep paths of the Sacred Way up the slopes of Mount Parnassus. It was early morning still, but the sun already beat down on her, as if Apollo himself was watching as she paused at the foot of his ruined temple. Delphi was quiet, as yet undisturbed by the rush of tourists, the wind whispering through the cypress trees and the occasional chirp of cicadas her only company.

Her gaze roamed across the worn limestone columns rising against the blue sky, searching for a clue. Professor Jones, her old mentor, had sent her a picture of an ancient tablet found in the ruins of Delphi he’d discovered while cataloguing relics tucked away in forgotten drawers at the museum. And while he’d excitedly translated the text as ‘blessed treasure’, Lia’s own interpretation had been somewhat more worrying.

A fallen column lying off to one side caught her eye. She tucked her bottle away and walked closer. She’d spent years studying classical Greek architecture, and this column didn’t fit. Its shape was all wrong. It looked almost pre-Mycenaean – which meant it predated Apollo’s temple.

Her fingers lightly flitted across the stone and stopped when they encountered an unexpected groove. Lia bent down for closer inspection and drew in a breath as she recognised the unknown symbol that had been on Professor Jones’ tablet too. The symbol that had left her wondering…

Heart beating wildly, she scanned the nearby ruins. There! She spotted the symbol again, worn and weathered so much it was hardly visible. And there! Her sturdy boots crunched on gravel as she followed the trail. She skidded to a halt. Could it be?

She stared at the omphalos stone, displayed on a small plinth behind a railing that was more suggestion than deterrent. Legend said Zeus had placed the stone at the very centre of the world. But this stone was just a copy. The original now stood inside the Delphi Archaeological Museum.

Lia pulled out her mobile phone. It would have been much better to examine the original, but she didn’t technically have a permit to be here, and she didn’t have time for bureaucracy right now. If she was right, then the fate of the world might depend on how quickly she could decipher this mystery.

Her browser opened on the interview Professor Jones had granted to The Times. His email had given her a head start, but his discovery was public knowledge now. She quickly googled for images of the original omphalos stone and zoomed in on one with the highest resolution.

Her breath hitched in her throat. The symbol was there, hidden among elaborate carvings and decorations. And if she looked at it less as embellishment and more like a map… She studied the landscape surrounding her, and it was as if the pieces of a puzzle fell into place.

She tucked her phone into the pocket of her cargo pants and ran towards what was left of the inner sanctum, a few stone columns and a bit of wall that was hardly more than a pile of stacked rocks, the only remnants of the mysterious past.

Not much to go by.

Lia examined the fissure in the ground where Apollo’s Oracle, the Pythia, had once received her visions. The ancients had believed prophetic vapours rose from below, a gateway to Apollo’s knowledge.

She turned towards the broken wall, her fingers searching for grooves. A rock wobbled underneath her touch. Lia hesitated for a moment, and then yanked it from its place.

Her eyes widened as the unknown symbol stared back at her from a smooth, exposed wall.

As the sunlight hit it, the symbol began to glow, and Lia startled as the ground shook with a low rumble. She turned around to see the fissure had widened into a chasm. And there were steps leading down.

The crunch of gravel behind her sent a spike of fear down Lia’s spine. She whirled around and grimaced as her ex-colleague, Rowan Voss, grinned at her, a Glock-17 casually aimed in her direction.

“Kerrigan,” he said, a hint of exasperation in his voice. “I should’ve known you’d beat me to it.”

Lia swept him a mock curtsy. “I only expected you tomorrow. You’re getting better at this.”

Voss shrugged. “What can I say? My buyer is eager
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