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BOOK ONE: THE ELDER GODS

[image: ]




“Hidden in the gardens of light.

Revealed in the light of day.

They come seeking pardon

For quietly changing our ways.

Snakes of doubt and fear

That feed upon our souls

Charming, but sincere

In their need to dismantle us whole, 

Each day they hope and pray

We will not see their ways.

Until their trespass is complete

And we cannot get away.”

—Norris



Mine Shaft

“Go! Go! Go!” March hollered.

He burst from the mine shaft, followed closely by a dozen fellow agents bearing Heckler and Koch submachine guns. One of the men tripped as he exited the cave. No one stopped for him. 

A moment later a long tentacle whipped from the shaft entrance and wrapped around the man’s torso lifting him into the air.

The man screamed as the tentacle opened up dozens of tiny sucker mouths filled with razor sharp teeth. The man hadn’t lost his gun. He shot again and again into the tentacle, trying to save his life.

March spun around, and then ran back. He leaped into the air and landed on the thicker part of the tentacle. A dozen sucker mouths opened up. He smiled, and then he rammed a grenade into the nearest one and leaped onto the man, shielding him as the tentacle fell from the weight.

A moment later the tentacle blew apart from the explosion, sending huge gobs of green and yellow, pus like ichors over March and the fallen man.

March didn’t stay still; He pulled the man free from the mouths biting at him and then threw him over his shoulder and ran as fast as he could after his fleeing men.

Suddenly, the side of the mountain the shaft was in began to break apart, revealing the Ashgoth Demon that had been hidden in the lower shafts of the mine for millennia. It was huge. As it broke free, dozens of tentacles shot into view, revealing row after row of sucker mouths that screamed in pain from the lost tentacle. Angry, bulbous red eyes rose into view, revealing soon thereafter a huge nose shaped like a hawk’s beak, then a jaw that held a mouth that was wide open.

March didn’t slow down. He knew what was coming. It would be close. Too close.

The man on his shoulders groaned. “Let me go, Colonel. I’m just going to get you killed.”

“Shut up and live, you bastard!” March ordered and kept running.

A very long tentacle whipped out and lanced towards March and his carried man. It reached closer and closer. So close that March felt the suckers breathing down his back, even through his Kevlar breast armor.

Then...

Whomph!

The entire mountain it seemed to anyone watching erupted with volcanic force and enfolded the Ashgoth Demon in a blinding shower of incandescent magnesium and holy water.

The demon didn’t stand a chance.

It didn’t blow apart, so much as melted.

March felt its death.

He spun about and put the man he had been carrying down on his feet. “Can you stand?”

The man saluted him. “Yes. Yes, sir!”

He stood, but wobbly.

March gave him a friendly clap on the shoulder then turned to eye the shattered mountain side.

Moments later huge choppers, standard G1 issue with 50mm cannons and torpedo launches, as well as the latest version of Redfire missiles came into view and spread out in a V shape to cover the burning, boiling demon.

“What are they here for, sir?”

March didn’t reply.

His answer came from the burning fires.

A second demon rose from the burning one. It was hellfire colored and glowed with infernal heat. It rose to its full height. Almost fifty yards.

“Damn that sucker is big!”

“Astaroth demon, Agent.”

The demon swiveled its multiple heads, cocking its necks as it did so to look at the choppers.

The choppers didn’t wait for whatever would happen next. Even as the demon sucked in enough air to blast t hem out of the skies, they began pummeling it with the fifties, then launched ground torpedoes that ate up the ground as they ravaged the earth towards the demon about to blast the choppers from the sky.

It let loose a roar, but the roar was a feint. Behind the roar was a blast of hellfire, so pure and intense that the ground lit up for hundreds of yards behind Marcus. The running agents stopped and turned to look. If the Astaroth Demon survived, they hadn’t a chance. They readied their weapons, hoping they wouldn’t have to use them.

The middle chopper was caught by the demon blast and exploded immediately.

March began praying.

The land torpedoes struck the demon and sent up huge spumes of breaking earth and rock and flames.

The Astaroth Demon staggered back but didn’t fall.

“Oh shit!” March swore. “We are so toast!”

The remaining two choppers fired with everything they had, but even as they did the demon swiftly fired two more blasts.

March could hear the screams of the agents in the choppers when they died. In his heart. Not his ears.

He looked away.

They were dead.

There was nothing more they could do now.

The man beside him shook his shoulder. “Colonel! Who’s that?”

He gave the man a scowl, and then spotted what he had seen. A small chopper zeroing in on the Astaroth Demon.

“Shit, who gave them permission to do that?”

“I don’t know, sir, but whoever it is, is brave as hell!”

March felt his heart leap when the chopper continued towards the Astaroth Demon, and someone bailed out with a short chute. They paraglided down heading towards him.

The Astaroth Demon looked up from the destruction it had done at the small chopper zeroing in on it. If demons could smile, it must have been a whopper.

The chopper struck it mid-chest.

A woman’s voice shouted as she landed at a run. “Shield your eyes!”

“Why?” March demanded.

Then the view of the monster exploded into a small incandescent star, expanding outwards furiously and hotter than anything he’d felt in a long time. 



March

March lay on a bed, bandages across his eyes. 

He heard the sound of high heels entering. “Marjorie, is that you?”

“I can be Marjorie if you prefer, Colonel,” an impish voice answered.

March sat up, pulling the sheets up over his chest and lower abdomen which had been exposed.

“Who are you?

“Higgins, sir. Higgins Henderson.”

March felt his temperature rising. 

“You’re the idiot who rammed the demon with a private chopper?”

“Guilty as described.”

March blew out his anger. Something about her rattled his cage, pissed him off, but at the same time made him feel something else he couldn’t get a handle on. That just made him madder. When he felt that way, he suppressed. He didn’t dare let out his anger. People’s lives depended on him towing the line.

“Well done, I suppose. I apologize.”

He heard a giggle.

“What’s so blasted funny?”

“Getting bawled out by a man who almost got incinerated because he wasn’t prepared enough.”

March snapped.

“Higgins. I’ll have your soul when I get out of here!”

“Ah, so we didn’t get all the demons then?”

“We?”

He felt his bandages ripped off his eyes. He shut them immediately, the light was so right.

“Blast you to hell and back! You want to blind me?”

“Oh, don’t be such a baby, Colonel. Your eyes have been fine for a week now. Admit it; you’re just taking a long, long nap.”

She leaned so close he could feel the heat from her body on his chest.

He squirmed uneasily. 

“Face it, Colonel; you’re a softie in sheep’s clothing.” She grinned. “Or is it the other way around?”

“If I have to get out of bed and take you over my knee, we’ll see how soft I am!”

She chuckled. “What if I liked that?”

March was about to blast her with a series of curses when he opened his eyes finally. Squinting at first, like a child peeking from between their fingers. 

The first thing he saw was her shapely legs.

Then her lovely abdomen.

Then her well-shaped breasts, which were out of uniform and almost out of her blouse as well.

Then her face hovered into view, and he remembered why he wasn’t going to be mad at her, or at least remembered why he felt he shouldn’t be mad at her.

She meant something to him.

But blasted what? Damn it all!

The curses died in his throat.

Higgins smiled at him.

She was dressed hot. He had to admit that. Hot enough to get him excited. He quickly covered his midsection. A move not lost on her, which caused another grin to light her face as she watched him squirm beneath her piercing gaze.

“Who are you?” He asked again, forgetting he had already asked.

“Your worst nightmare.”

She stepped close. So, close he could smell the lavender perfume on her throat, and then handed him some paperwork.

He took it and read it. His eyes widening with surprise. “You’re my new partner?”

He got ready to explode again. She winked. “Oh, why put it so crudely?” She gave him another wink, and then exited the room.

He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. She was so hot. He hadn’t felt that way about a woman since Marjorie’s mother had died some ten years ago. 

“Damn!” He cursed.

Then he looked at the paperwork again.

Then groaned.



General Haymaker and Higgins

Higgins was still smiling when she exited the Colonel’s office. He wasn’t half bad; she’d expected him to bite her head off; she would have. But he didn’t. And, besides, he was kind of cute in an obnoxious kind of way that was quite attractive in a man.

She didn’t like men who were afraid to get their feelings out. He certainly wasn’t one of those. He was as explosive as a land mine. Be careful where you stepped.

General Haymaker nodded to her when she knocked on his office door. “Come in, Higgins.”

“What! I don’t get any official rank?”

He looked up from a spread of photos that depicted various monsters. He cocked an eyebrow quizzically. “You need one?”

“Not really.”

“Good, you’re officially Captain.”

She barked with laughter.

He grinned and shoved an image over to her. “Recognize this?”

“Yeah, me! Snuffing a vampire with the cavalry sword my father gave me, which his grandfather gave him.”

He smiled. “I knew your grandfather; he was a good man.”

Higgins sighed and eased into one of the two comfortable chairs in the office, crossed a pretty leg over the other and leaned forward. “He was a bit on the stuffy side of things, but he had a heart of pure gold.”

“That he did. And he saved my life on more than one mission. I’ll tell you that.”

He shoved over another image.

She eyed the glossy a moment, then her eyes opened in surprise. “Couldn’t be.”

He sighed and sat back in his chair, crossing his arms behind his head to support it. “I’m afraid it’s so. By the way, how did March handle things?”

She grinned. “Just like you said he would.”

“Good and you...how did you handle it?”

“Like any good woman should.”

He laughed deeply, until tears were coming from his eyes. “You read the dossier on him, of course?”

“Last night. He’s had a hard life.”

“We all have.”

“No, I mean personally.”

“There’s that,” he admitted, leaning forward. “But the loss of his wife was just one blow among many I’m afraid.”

He sat back up and slid another photo to her. “But that’s for another day and another time.”

She took the photo between her fingers and examined it. “Fermier?”

“Indeed, in all his blasted glory!”

She gave the General a wary look. “You’re putting me on that man’s ass, aren’t you?”

General Haymaker smiled.

“It’s a dirty job and you gotta do it,” he assured her.

She sighed and stood up. “How long do you think he’s going to stay this way? I’m getting tired of all the pretending.”

He eyed her sternly. “Higgins, anyone that could fool that man the way you did back in America and on that plane flight...deserves an Oscar for their performance.”

“I had a lot of help.”

“I know. You did...have a lot of help.”

She sat back down and gave him a questioning look. “I still don’t know why you had me trick him like that.”

He sighed and rubbed his face wearily. The stress of March’s amnesia and the current state of affairs was starting to get to him. He needed his top dog back on board.

He leaned forward. “We aren’t here to save the world, Higgins, might I remind you. We are here because we save the world!”

She tensed. “It’s that bad this time?”

“Worse.”

He slid another photo, the one he had kept back and had been upside down so she couldn’t see the photo. “It’s not just Fermier, who probably is using a different name anyway by now; it’s this as well.”

“Jesus Christ!” She swore.

“I only wish it were.”

She looked at the photograph.

It was a sat photo. Time stamped eight hours ago. 

Nevada.

Las Vegas, Nevada.



The Crater

“What in God’s good name could make a crater like this?” Higgins demanded of Major Brett Goldendine, who stood next to her at the edge of the crater.

“Good question.”

He hurriedly backed up, as she did also when the crater’s edge began to pull towards them.

She glanced at the array of instrumentation that was focused about the crater and a Tech who came walking up with a tablet in his hands. He turned it towards her and the Major.

“It’s got a rhythm to it. An inch every sixteen hours, five minutes, and thirty seconds.”

“How long has it been growing?” Higgins demanded.

The Tech glanced at the Major who nodded. “For the past three days.”

Higgins turned about to survey the huge crater. “At that rate it’ll be eating into Pahrump within several months.”

“Worse,” the Major said. “Area 52 will be eaten up and gone long before.”

She eyed him speculatively. “You Yanks don’t really expect me to believe all that UFO stuff is hidden out at Area 51, do you?”

“I’m sorry, Captain, I didn’t say Area 51. I said Area 52.”

Higgins got a surprised look on her face.

“That’s why we called G1 in, Captain; we have no idea in the world how to stop this thing. Pahrump in several months, Area 52, then Blue Diamond and eventually...”

“...Las Vegas,” she finished for him.



Target Practice

Colonel March Edwards aimed his Heckler and Koch Riggins Special, a new automatic stun gun, with laser sights, night vision attachment and mini grenade launcher for those special occasions when shocking some beast...human or otherwise...just wasn’t enough.

It used highly condensed atomic matter to fuel the grenades, which when ignited...mainly through impacting something harder than the shell of the grenade...caused an instant chain reaction. The result...

The mini grenade struck the solid piece of granite rock the weapons crew had hauled in from some quarries outside London and placed in the underground testing range where most agents refined their skills.

Today he was alone.

The granite stone, standing about the same height as the average alien or earth monster...between seven and eight feet on the average...was three feet thick, thus simulating plated armor, not the newer irradiated armor or the self-replicating armor that they ran into upon occasion from the aliens., and certainly close enough to a realistic target without being cruel to an actual being.

The granite stone exploded into a shower of dust; its entire form enveloped in a mini-storm of atomic energies...neutral to humans...but deadly to anything else. 

March adjusted his protective goggles, and then slipped them off. He lowered his weapon.

“Nice shot.”

March turned about to greet Blade, the nickname for the Weapons Officer in charge of the range and all military grade weaponry, as well as supernatural and occult sources and resources to carry on the good old fight.

Captain Blade. It was actually his real last name, but everyone liked to call him Blade, because his humor, as well as his anger could cut like a knife, was sharp as hell and twice as clever.
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