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Rick Cave and the Lurking Terror
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C. C. Blake

When the lightshow filled the heavens with flickering blue crackles and the thunder followed, I was soaked to the bone and unaware of the terror waiting just below my feet. Myorca's scream clued me in to the danger. I was busy keeping my head low, a hand on the wide brimmed hat that sent rain sluicing down off to my left and right and not down my neck, maintaining steady breathing through the regulator to keep the metallic chemical components of this "heavy rain" out of my lungs, and an intent focus on the decrepit, seemingly abandoned castle ahead. 

That crumbling but still impressive fortress was Myorca's destination and therefore mine, since our hovercar had been overturned in a close call with a rockslide sticking us on foot across rough and rocky woodland terrain through one of the flash floods producing torrential downpours that plagued the area. We were bypassing some smaller outlier buildings in favor of that central place, though I supposed even the outlying locations would be good cover until the worst thunder and lightning part of this storm passed. The Martense Folly was countryside isolated by a crescent of mountains and besieged with rain for nine of its thirteen-month year. At the present latitudes, that rainy season was predominantly cold and often just drizzling. Occasional thunderstorms, which the folks twenty kilometers back at Putnam City called "Big Blows" would interrupt the drizzle with bouts of intensity, something to do with coalescing electromagnetic and atmospheric pressure systems. One of these had kicked in just as we got in sighting distance of the Castle. A bad omen, the more superstitious might have said.

So intent was I, that I mistook Myorca's scream for a peal of victorious laughter. Then, something clasped onto my ankles and threw me onto my back. Two strong hands, I realized, had emerged from the mud and stone beneath my feet. After tripping me, the bearer erupted from its ambush site in the earth itself.

In the next crackle of lightning, I caught impressions of a humanoid figure covered in mud matted and rain soaked, dark fur. It used no breather, had wide and terrible darkness where the eyes would be and a mouth that was wider still and fitted with occasional teeth—some flat for chomping, some sharp for tearing, and others somewhere between these extremes. When the thunder roared once more, it stood over me, gibbering and flapping its arms.

The display was almost a dance, allowing me the chance to grab a nearby tree limb. I swung it around, catching the humanoid horror on the side of the head and sending it back into the hole that spawned it. Myorca shouted, "Captain Cave!" I glanced her way in time for a fresh shimmer of lightning to reveal two more of the creatures over her, threatening to drag her below if only she would stop thrashing about.

I shoved up to my feet and raced toward her, swinging the club through the air over my head while jabbering a battle cry not dissimilar to "Goongala, goongala!" The thunder roared once more, and creatures rose up on either side of her, doing the same weird dance the first had been performing. That bought me the seconds I needed to close the gap. I swung the branch for all I was worth. It caught one of the creatures in the back of the head, smashing skull and sending it flailing forward atop my employer. Myorca screamed again and struggled with the twitching, flailing creature, doing her damnedest to wrestle the thing away.

The other ceased its dance and turned on me, arms moving like scythes, hands tipped with razor sharp talons. They raked a bloody wound across my shoulder. I bit back on the pain and watched with mouthing horror as the creature raised those talons to its mouth and lapped my blood and meat. I swung the branch. It casually raised an arm to block my attack. Then, it countered with a second slash. I darted backward out of reach when the muddy, slick ground beneath my feet gave way and turned me down onto my hind end. The rain made arrhythmic drumming sounds around me as the creature raised both hands overhead for a powerhouse smash. Lightning flashed in the heavens, outlining the thing in electric blue light. Its arms bulged with unbelievable musculature. I raised an arm to ward off the blow, knowing full well it would do nothing to stave the pain.

Then, the thunder rumbled and the beast lost its desire to smash. The raised arms flailed and its feet stomped in a dance, and I managed to roll aside as a second sound of thunder roared. This secondary crack of sound did not make it start the weird dance over again. Instead, the sound threw the creature onto its side on the ground where it lay, grinding its head and shoulders into the muck.

On the ground past it, I caught sight of Myorca sitting up, the pistol gripped shotgun free of her holster and held in both hands in a position no shooting instructor would have recommended. I did not let our victory last long, of course. There were more things rising from the earth, clawing their way free of whatever graves they had been interred in.

The two of us clambered to our feet, and I pointed toward a nearby outbuilding. "Get inside," I said. "Erect a barricade."

We raced to the one-story ruin. I found myself regretting ever coming to this world. Myorca had called this country Martense's Folly. The folks in Putnam City referred to it as "a nightmare of green and blue," when they bothered talking about it at all. While I could understand the green part—it was shrouded in woodlands, after all—the nightmare portion was true enough. I wanted to call it Hell's Country, myself. We had come and found devils, after all.
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This issue:
Vicious creatures hunt Rick Cave on an alien world!

Myorca must elude a horrific hound before it
wreakes havoc!
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