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Introduction

 

Mojave Monster is a short story written when I was exploring ideas for the next novel to follow Reviver. It is very different from the Greenland crime books, thrillers and stories I normally write. Continuing in the tradition of Reviver, Mojave Monster includes guns, beasts, and bad language. 
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1

 

Gunnery Sergeant Jay ‘Warbird’ Styles flicked through the pages of a magazine from a tired selection scattered on the coffee table in the waiting area outside Rhodium’s Sensitive Compartmented Information Facility, commonly known as a SCIF. Rhodium’s SCIF, unlike the magazines, was relatively new, installed under orders from WARDEV, or whoever was currently running the show. Jay had lost track – somewhere between the Libyan desert, a period of recuperation at one of ShanuTek’s medical facilities, and a dusty bar outside Barstow, California. Jay guessed that the events in the bar, and those that followed, were the reason he had been summoned to Rhodium headquarters, ordered to make himself comfortable and wait until he was called. He glanced at the entrance to the SCIF, looked at the Rhodium trooper guarding the door, and nodded when he caught the young white man’s eye.

“You’re Jay Styles,” the man said, no doubt breaking a handful of rules, but eager to talk once Jay had made eye contact.

“I am,” Jay said.

“Warbird?”

“Yep.”

“Really?” 

The young man took a step forward, then stopped, glanced at the door, and returned to the square taped onto the floor that he was supposed to stand in. Jay struggled to imagine what difference it would make where the guard stood, but when the man pointed at the camera mounted in the corner of the waiting area, Jay guessed the square was out of shot, and worth noting, perhaps, although he hoped he would never be unlucky enough to pull guard duty outside the Rhodium SCIF.

But then, given what had happened in the Mojave, and the unfortunate squad of so-called Desert Warriors out of Fort Irwin Jay encountered when tracking something bigger and badder than they could ever have envisaged… Well, there might be worse punishments than pulling guard duty inside a square of tape in a climate-controlled waiting room.

Much worse.

“It’s true, then?” the guard said, breaking into Jay’s thoughts.

“What’s that?”

“What happened in the desert? It really happened?”

“Which one?” Jay said, adding, “Which desert?” when the young man’s man brow creased with a frown suggesting he had only heard some things about Jay, not all.

“Ah, the Mojave,” he said. “That’s why you’re here, right? You fucked up in the Mojave.”

He was bold, and if they had been in the regular army, or the marines, Jay would have pulled rank and chewed him out. But the truth was, Jay was tired, tired of a whole bunch of things. But in the grand scheme of things to be pissed about, a mouthy young guard trapped within a square of tape was too far down the list for Jay to care about. So he nodded, leaned back on the stiff couch, and sighed.

“Yeah, I’m guessing Mojave is the reason I’m here,” he said.

“And that thing in the desert?”

It was Jay’s turn to frown as he wondered just how lax security had become, or if it was just the rumour mill grinding, teasing at headlines from local news, the National Inquirer, and any number of conspiracy junkie podcasts, blogs, and radio talk shows.

Of course, when it came to the events in the Mojave, when someone at ShanuTek got bored and directed the Reviver satellite into the Mojave Desert for a fun weekend project, as they called it, the tabloids and conspiracy theorists weren’t far wrong. In fact, a couple of them were bang on the money.
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