

    
        
          Werewolves & Vampires

        

        
        
          Tom Kropp

        

        
          Published by Tom Kropp, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      WEREWOLVES & VAMPIRES

    

    
      First edition. January 30, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Tom Kropp.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233044496

    

    
    
      Written by Tom Kropp.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Tom Kropp

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Blood Count

          
        
          
	          Ferocious Foxy

          
        
          
	          Poetic Violence

          
        
          
	          Astral Vampires

          
        
          
	          C.I. Deal

          
        
          
	          Murderous Malevolence

          
        
          
	          Eye of the Cyborg

          
        
          
	          Predators Made Prey

          
        
          
	          Temerity

          
        
          
	          Mayhem

          
        
          
	          Fierce Frontiers

          
        
          
	          NY to Africa

          
        
          
	          Violent Crimes

          
        
          
	          Homicide Crimes

          
        
          
	          Murders in Magazines

          
        
          
	          Homicides & Horrors

          
        
          
	          Homicides & Havoc

          
        
          
	          Homicides & Heroes

          
        
          
	          Homicides & Justice

          
        
          
	          Horror & Homicide in Magazines

          
        
          
	          Werewolves & Vampires

          
        
          
	          Homicides & Predators

          
        
          
	          Barbarians & Werewolves

          
        
          
	          Werewolves & Demons

          
        
          
	          Werewolves & Warriors

          
        
          
	          Killers & Traffickers

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Tom Kropp’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Tom Kropp

Dedication

Werewolves & Vampires

Outside FBI agent Sharon Quin stood five foot nine with an athletic, firm figure topped by very large breasts her sports bra worked hard to subdue. Her long blond hair framed a pretty face with | full lips and emerald eyes. She’d been an agent almost 11 years and she was a cop before that.

Sign up for Tom Kropp's Mailing List

Further Reading: Horror & Homicide in Magazines

Also By Tom Kropp

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This is for Shannon. Thanks for everything.

      

    


Tom Kropp’s work has appeared in The Horror Zine, Chiron Review, Churches, Children and Daddies, Down in the Dirt, Freedom Fiction Journal, Short-Story Me, Dark Harbor, Blood Moon Rising, Flash Phantoms, You Phantomaniacs Anthology, Lowlife Lit, The Listening Eye, J Journal, Evening Street Review, Conceit, Spotlight on Recovery, Muscle and Fitness, Outdoor Life and many other magazines. His play Jailhouse Confessions was performed at the Kennedy Center in Washington, DC in 2019. 

This novel is for Shannon.

Werewolves & Vampires novel

By Tom Kropp

Scot raced through the jungle at a celerity no normal human mortal could match. He was a short and very muscular man with rugged good looks, blond hair and blue eyes and a robotic left hand. His alien enhanced genetics and abilities included inhuman agility and speed and strength, which were taxed to their furthest reach running from the raptor pack. The genetically engineered raptors all stood well over seven foot tall and moved frighteningly fast through the foliage hard on Scot's heels intent on catching him. He had two shots left in his pistol and only a short iron sword and knife for weaponry left. There were no trees he could climb that the genetically engineered raptor bloodhounds wouldn't climb up after him. He was running out of time.

Suddenly in a huge clearing the other trio of raptors emerged ahead to cut Scot off and he knew he had no choice except to fight. Scot's double barrel pistol filled his fist and both barrels belched out buckshot in back to back blasts that smashed and slashed scales and skulls clobbering the craniums of the closest killers about to gobble him up. The dinosaur duo was clocked and dropped by the buckshot clouts through their snouts, mouths and eyes to erase their faces into red ruins.

Scot's sword was like lucent lightning in the moonlight as he dashed and slashed with uncanny accuracy, agility and celerity. His sword jabbed in the jugular of the raptor about to bite his face off. Scot smoothly sidestepped the hurtling monster as it plunged past him choking on the flood of blood coming from its gored gorge. Scot narrowly juked and jived with a dive evading another pair that tried to pin him between them and instead the raptors blundered into each other, colliding hard.

Scot's sword made a quick flick in a low blow that lashed the leg of one raptor nailing through its knee to bring it down hissing in agony with its limb now lame and blood erupting from opened arteries in its half severed leg.

Shannon reached the scene like a black furred freight train. Shannon was a black wolf bigger than a Kodiak brown bear and far stronger, faster and formidable than several grizzlies combined. Shannon's maws and claws gnawed the neck of one raptor from behind in an instant nearly decapitating it. Before the second raptor could turn, Shannon crashed on its back, her claws sawing and teeth gnawing its neck in twain. Both ravaged raptors fell flopping.

The third raptor managed to spin and tried to use its fore and hind talons to slice while also making a big bite at Shannon. Shannon's explosive pounce jounced the raptor buffeting the breath from its body as Shannon's talons eviscerated it and her mouth chewed like a chainsaw through its throat.

Shannon instantly bounded away from the other raptor that tried to bite and strike her back. That raptor forgot about Scot and his sword swooped in a short loop and that stroke to the throat clove through the spine, crippling the creature.

The last raptor landed a chomp that dropped into Shannon's hindquarters with a snap like a bear trap. The dinosaur was startled to discover how incredibly hard Shannon's dark matter form was. The raptor's teeth flayed a bit of flesh but didn't sink deep in meat. Before it could recover, Shannon whirled in a blur of fur and fangs that flashed and thrashed through the throat of the raptor ripping at her rear. Shannon's dark matter teeth were like buzzsaws killing the creature quickly.

The remaining uninjured raptor fled the fight. The crippled creature was bleeding out messily and loudly hissing and snapping its teeth with fear and frustration and the one with a lame leg was crawling away and dying while trying to escape.

"You okay, Shannon?" Scot asked noticing her bloody flank.

Shannon gave her scrapes a brief glance and then nodded in human fashion. She pointedly glanced at several bloody scratches where a raptor's claws had bloodied Scot's side raking his ribs.

"I'll live," he grunted. "But I'm out of ammo now."

From the dark and cloudy sky swooped a gorgeous glowing ghost with long blond hair and blue eyes set in a fine face with a flawless female figure that both shimmered and also remained translucent. Shannon couldn't see or hear the ghost, but Scot was psychic and could. The ghost's name was Sharon and she had been Scot's friend for many years.

"The Skender dropship is coming from the East." Sharon warned him. "I'll try to disrupt the engine. There's four Skender aboard fully armed and armored following the raptor pack."

"Do your best, Sharon," Scot nodded.

Sharon nodded and flew off in a flash.

Shannon looked inquisitively at Scot.

"Sharon is going to try taking out their engines. There's four Skender armed and armored aboard following their raptor pets to hunt us." Scot informed Shannon. "Let's move on."

Scot and Shannon loped ahead back into the brush.



When Scot was sixteen and an orphan in a group home, he had his cranium cracked by a baseball bat. He woke up from surgery able to see and hear earthbound human souls. He could see the tunnel of light that good souls traveled through to the other side. He could also see the dark wormhole to hell, and the demons that came through it to seize evil souls and drag them to hell. But there was a lot Scot didn't know about the afterlife.

After becoming able to see and hear souls that remained on Earth, rather than going through the light tunnel, Scot encountered Sharon moments after she'd been murdered by a serial killer. Scot had helped save Sharon's FBI partner and catch the killer. That had been the start of their relationship. Scot and Sharon formed a partnership.

At the time, Scot had been a teenage runaway living on the ghetto streets of Chicago back in 2016. He looked old enough to gamble and had a fake ID. Sharon helped him cheat at playing cards in gambling casinos by telling him the cards other players had. Sharon spent her time flying around spying on people, in the process, she constantly discovered killers, rapists, terrorists, human traffickers, and such. She told Scot, and he either passed the Intel on to authorities, or took a hand in the investigation to save kidnapped victims when necessary, or plant evidence of the predator's crimes to get them busted. Along the way, he kept meeting other ghosts of murdered people that remained on Earth, wanting justice against their killers.

Scot's psychic abilities led him to working with the FBI, CIA, Homeland Security, the military, and some state agencies. He'd been in the Middle East wars on assignments and lost his left hand there from a bomb.

He helped the CIA track down aliens on Earth that were like vampires, feeding on human blood and making hybrid, half human vampire creatures of attractive human women. The investigation had finally led to Scot, Sharon and Shannon, tracking the final vampires to the Brazilian jungle, where they had just finished building a wormhole machine they were using to bring an army of their kind to Earth from their planet, Tier. They'd built the device largely through the skills of another alien species, called Levians. The Levians were helping them. When Scot blew the machine up, it triggered a final wormhole that sucked Shannon, Sharon, and him through. They were trapped on the planet.

Shannon was actually a beautiful Earth woman, with long brown hair, emerald eyes, short height, and busty figure. She had been a veterinarian and real estate entrepreneur on Earth, before she was attacked by a wolfish creature that was going around killing women. It was another rare alien creature from Tier that came through a wormhole opening. But people on Earth thought it was some kind of werewolf that bullets and buckshot couldn't kill. Since the killings were occurring in her home region, Shannon had some silver bullets reloaded for her pistol. She'd survived the creature's attack, with the help of her boyfriend, and her silver bullets made the creature spontaneously combust. Like the werewolves of legends, it was highly allergic to silver. Both Shannon and her boyfriend, Tod, became werewolf creatures.

Tod had been killed by the vampire aliens, which led Shannon to hunting them. Scot had been hunting the same vampire aliens and Sharon discovered Shannon's secret. The hounds on Earth wouldn't track the vampire aliens because their scent was so hot and bitter that it was like sniffing up habanero peppers. Shannon could track them. It led to Scot and her working together hunting the aliens.

They helped the CIA track down aliens on Earth that were like vampires, feeding on human blood and making hybrid, half human vampire creatures of attractive human women. The investigation had finally led to Scot, Sharon, and Shannon, tracking the final vampires to the Brazilian jungle, where they had just finished building a wormhole machine they were using to bring an army of their kind to Earth from their planet, Tier. They'd built the device largely through the skills of another alien species, called Levians. When Scot blew the machine up, it triggered a final wormhole that sucked Shannon, Sharon, and him through. They were trapped on the planet.

During the night, Shannon transformed into the wolfish creature. By day, she was herself. An alien parasite shared her body, comprised of dark matter, dark energy, and other alien things. While in wolf form, she was incredibly strong, fast, with superb senses, and alien armored, flesh and bones, which could withstand great violence and heal swiftly. But she wasn't impervious, just difficult to kill. In human form, she also possessed heightened physical prowess and abilities, just not as well as she did in wolf form.

The world was a science experiment of the alien Greys and the Greys had populated the primitive planet with massive mammals from Earth's prehistoric age and dinosaurs, along with alien creatures. That created a lot of predators after prey. There were humanoid, sentient species of all sorts, most of which were hostile to strangers. The humanoids were limited to flintlock guns for firearms and primitive hand weapons.

Somehow the little alien greys and their saucer shaped starships were losing a war with another advanced alien species called the Skenders. The Skender actually resembled the scary looking Slender Man from Earth legends. The Skenders were humanoid, but very tall, usually over seven feet in height and quite thin with almost featureless faces consisting of mainly small black button eyes and impossibly wide mouths filled with formidable teeth. Their huge hands even had retractable talons and they were freakishly strong and fast. On top of that they were very advanced in technology. They flew dart shaped ships that outclassed the flying saucers of the Greys. But with all the energies being released in the battles and all the wormholes opening and closing for the ships to travel through, it was tearing the planet apart.

Large portions of the planet had been destroyed and strange wormholes were randomly forming on the planet leading to other places. Scot and Shannon had barely escaped their city being destroyed and in the process they'd had to kill some Skender to escape. That had led to the Skender hunting party pursuing them through the thick jungle with their raptor tracking pets.

Sharon flew up aboard the dart shaped Skender ship. Besides the pilot there were three Skender in the cargo bay dressed in dark armor and carrying blasters ready to go to the surface to hunt Scot and Shannon for sport and vengeance. They were terrifying-looking titans. Sharon floated to the fusion core. The Skender powered their ships with the captured souls of certain alien races. The poor doomed souls screeched in anguish as they were slowly consumed being burned into nothingness to power the vessel. Sharon knew her own soul's astral essence was different and could short out the Skender's power systems.

Sharon stuck her arm into the fusion core and the tortured alien souls inside the core grasped onto her essence and flowed out of their prison by using Sharon's soul like a gateway. The alien souls all caught on quick and zipped through Sharon escaping the core.

The Skenders all visibly panicked and began babbling in their harsh language as the ship suddenly lost power and parts began warping and frying from the loss of stability. There was an abrupt combustion and concussion as the ship erupted inside and out and then plunged towards the planet like a crashing comet. Two Skender managed to bail out but the other pair were consumed in the ship's explosion.

The pair of survivors were jarred hard by the fall. They didn't have enough time to fully recover because Sharon guided Scot onto their flank. The nearest Skender was trying to activate its backpack forcefield generator that had been damaged in the fall when Scot rushed from the brush. The Skender pulled its pistol but Scot's sword swiped right through his foe's forearm amputating the arm at the elbow. Scot's backhand blow clove his opponent's throat open in a geyser of gore that poured on the forest floor.

The other Skender spotted Scot and activated its own backpack generator creating a forcefield in front of it while raising its blaster to shoot Scot. It never saw Shannon as she knowingly pounced on the unshielded nape of its neck and beheaded the Skender with her precise strike and bite.

Scot snatched up the fallen blaster pistols and extra plasma chargers from the dead Skenders' belts. He spared Shannon a grim smile.

"Our odds of survival just got a little better, Shannon."

Shannon bared her fangs in a werewolf smile of agreement.



Sharon found the abandoned den of a cave bear that reached deep into a cave formation. Scot and Shannon were relieved to find a place to rest finally. Scot briefly spoke with Sharon before she flew out into the night on Scout patrol. The sun was peeking over the horizon and Shannon transformed back into her human form. Nude she curled up against Scot inside the high tech thermal sleeping bag stolen from a slain Skender.

“Werewolf breath,’ he teased her.

Shannon gave him kisses all over his face while he groaned in mock protest.

“Sharon here?” Shannon asked him.

“No. She’s making sure we’re safe scouting nearby. She’s hoping we can hide out the day here because there’s Skender all over the planet. Looks like they beat the Greys in battle and the Greys fled.” Scot answered with a yawn.

“Well that’s not good news. Are the Skender having any luck harvesting souls here?” Shannon snuggled into him more.

“Not from any human souls so far. For whatever reasons when a human dies on this planet the soul just disappears. Maybe the human souls go back to Earth’s system for judgement. But the other humanoids, like the giants and other more sentient species, do have soul energy the Skenders are harvesting.”

“How horrible,” Shannon muttered. “To have your soul snatched and be burnt up in slow torture in a reactor to power technology.”

“Sharon said the souls are in agony, so they must feel the pain. My concern is getting us out of this alive, but right now it’s not looking good.” Scot sounded exhausted.

“We were more than lucky to escape the city. We’ve survived worse,” Shannon gently reminded him.

“Yeah. It just sucks. We end up stuck on this planet. Then we hike halfway across it dodging death every day. We get rich by Sharon finding us gold and we settle into a comfortable life in the big city and the Skender attack our world.” Scot sounded defeated.

Shannon hugged him closer. “Yeah, it’s not fair.”

For a few minutes they lay quietly holding each other and Shannon’s hands dipped lower to caress him. He grew aroused in her hands.

“I guess I’m not that tired,” Scot muttered caressing her back.

***
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SHARON RETURNED AND woke Scot up by speaking to him. Shannon lay sound asleep still. Scot raised a finger to his lips to indicate he didn’t want to speak aloud and wake Shannon.

“That’s okay, you just listen then,” Sharon reported floating close to him. ”The Skender are harvesting the souls of giants and other humanoids that aren’t actually human on this planet. They don’t seem to be able to use the souls of mammal animals and the reptiles don’t seem to have souls. It seems like only sentient souls can feed their reactors. The Skender seem frustrated that they can’t harvest the human souls because the human souls just disappear after death. They probably go back to Earth to face judgement. 

“The Skender have run off most of the Greys, but it turns out the Greys have hidden bases here on the planet that were camouflaged with cloaking technology. A lot of those have been bombed by the Skender. I don’t know all their plans for the planet, but I do know they want you two in a major way. Some of the Skender we’ve killed came from important bloodlines.”

Sharon frowned and chose her next words carefully. ”I don’t know if this is good or bad news yet. There’s an installation ahead that looks like the Greys were running. It’s partially hidden by a cloaking field, but the hologram cloak has been damaged, so the place is partially exposed. I flew inside. I didn’t see and Greys, but I did find a lot of humans and aliens underground that are caged up. I also found a soul forge like the Skender use to burn up alien souls. I think the Greys were doing experiments trying to duplicate the Skender technology. At the very least we should look around inside. I know there’s some plasma weapons there and we should free those prisoners before they die of starvation and thirst.

“Another crazy thing that I found, there’s a huge underground world connected to the Grey’s fortress. I only looked around a little, but there’s humans and other intelligent species down there. It’s an underground world and with everything that’s going on now here on Tier’s surface maybe we should have a look at the underground world.”

Scot didn’t want to wake Shannon, so he just nodded in agreement.

***
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THE JUNGLE WAS A CATHEDRAL of chaos in the moonlight. Massive ferns the size of oak trees created a canopy overhead that filtered the alien planet's three moons into a kaleidoscope of silver and shadows. Scot moved through the undergrowth with the stolen Skender blasters holstered at his hips, their weight a reassuring presence. Shannon padded beside him, her dark matter form practically invisible except for the occasional gleam of moonlight on her obsidian fur.

Sharon materialized in front of them, her translucent form hovering a few feet off the ground. Her expression was troubled.

"The Grey installation is about two miles northeast," Sharon reported to Scot. "It looks abandoned but the power core is still active. I saw some kind of transport platform inside. It might be a way off this planet. It looks like it had a holographic cloak that failed.”

Scot relayed the information to Shannon, who cocked her massive head thoughtfully. In wolf form, Shannon couldn't speak, but her intelligence was fully intact. She made a low rumbling sound and nodded toward the northeast.

"Yeah, I know it's risky," Scot said, understanding her concern. "But we can't keep running forever. Sooner or later the Skenders will catch up with us, or something worse will. Maybe that underground world will be a safer place to start over.”

Shannon's emerald eyes met his and she gave another nod, this one more decisive.

They moved through the jungle with practiced coordination. Scot had learned to trust Shannon's enhanced senses. Her hearing could detect a twig snap from hundreds of yards away, and her sense of smell painted a detailed picture of everything within a wide radius. Right now she was tracking three distinct scent trails aside from the lingering stench of the dead raptors behind them: something reptilian and massive to the west, a pack of what smelled like hyena-sized rodents to the south, and the ozone-tinged scent of Grey technology to the northeast.

The landscape began to change as they approached the installation. The natural jungle gave way to geometrically precise clearings where the Greys had used some kind of growth inhibitor to keep the vegetation at bay. Scot could see the installation now, a series of interconnected domes made of a silvery metal that seemed to absorb light rather than reflect it. The structures were pockmarked with blast damage and several sections had collapsed entirely.

"Looks like the Skenders hit this place hard," Scot muttered.

Sharon floated ahead, passing through the damaged walls to scout the interior. Shannon and Scot took cover in the treeline, watching for any signs of movement. The jungle around them was eerily quiet. Even the usual chorus of alien insects and night birds had gone silent.

That silence made Scot's combat instincts scream warnings. He touched Shannon's flank and she tensed, her lips pulling back from her formidable fangs.

The attack came from above.

A Skender dropped from the canopy with its talons extended and its impossibly wide mouth stretched in a silent shriek. Scot threw himself sideways, his robotic left hand coming up in a blocking motion that saved his face from being erased. The Skender's talons scraped across the reinforced robotics with a screech.

Shannon was already moving. She launched herself at the Skender with a snarl that shook the jungle. The alien was fast, but Shannon was faster. Her jaws clamped down on the Skender's leg and she whipped her head sideways with enough force to make the limb snap with a loud crack of impact like a snapped branch. The Skender went down hard and Shannon was on top of it before it could recover, her maw and claws sawed and gnawed in fatal fury.

But the first Skender had been a distraction.

Three more dropped from the trees in a coordinated assault. These ones had their forcefield backpacks on and already activated, shimmering barriers of energy that covered their fronts and sides. Scot rolled to his feet and drew both Skender blasters, firing in rapid succession. The plasma rays sprayed sparks harmlessly against the forcefields, but they forced the Skenders to adjust their approach.

Shannon circled to the left, looking for an opening. The Skenders were smart enough to keep their backs to each other, but they hadn't accounted for Sharon.

The ghost materialized directly behind one of the Skenders and shouted a warning. The creature couldn't hear her of course, but Scot could. He fired a plasma bolt high, forcing the Skender to duck, and in that split second its forcefield generator's orientation shifted. Shannon saw the opening and pounced, her dark matter claws gouging through the gap in the field to tatter the Skender's torso and back.

The remaining two Skenders repositioned, trying to protect their vulnerable backs. One of them pulled a small device from its belt and pressed it. Scot felt a pulse of energy ripple over the region and his stolen blasters suddenly went dead, their power cells drained by some kind of electromagnetic pulse.

"Damn it," he snarled, dropping the useless weapons and drawing his sword.

The Skenders advanced with predatory confidence. Without ranged weapons, Scot was at a severe disadvantage. The creatures were over seven feet tall with a reach that far exceeded his own, and their forcefields made direct attacks nearly impossible.

Shannon tried to flank them but they were ready for her now, keeping their shields oriented to block her charges. One of them fired a blaster at her and the plasma bolt caught her in the shoulder, spinning her around as fur fried and flesh hissed. The smell of burned fur and flesh filled the air.

Scot's vision went red with rage. He charged the nearest Skender with reckless abandon, his sword stabbing, slashing and flashing in the moonlight. The forcefield stopped his blade but the impact jarred the Skender backward and knocked the blaster from its fist to fly off in the brush. Scot pressed his attack with superhuman speed and strength striking with sword and robotic fist and human feet hitting and kicking and sticking.

The Skender tried to bring its other blaster to bear but Scot was too close, inside the optimal firing range. He swept the blade low, aiming for the ankles where the forcefields coverage was weakest. The sword bit into alien flesh and the Skender stumbled. Scot spotted the flickering gap in the shield as the Skender stumbled. Scot reversed his grip and slipped his tip in under the jugular to jab into the jaw and skewer its skull.

Shannon circled the last Skender with murder in her eyes, ignoring the pain from her scorched shoulder. The Skender fired at her repeatedly but she was too fast, ducking and weaving between the trees. Each shot that missed her struck the jungle behind, igniting small fires that cast dancing shadows across the clearing.

Sharon appeared next to Scot. "More ships incoming," she said urgently. "At least three of them, maybe five minutes out."

Scot cursed and relayed the information to Shannon with a sharp whistle. They needed to end this now.

The last Skender seemed to realize it was outmatched. It reached for another device on its belt but Shannon was already airborne, her powerful legs launching her in a prodigious pounce. She slammed into its side, her momentum carrying them both to the ground. The forcefield generator sparked and died as they hit, its circuitry unable to withstand the impact. Shannon's teeth threaded through the Skender's throat and ended the fight with a savage wrench of her head.

"Inside, now," Scot commanded, sprinting for the Grey installation. Shannon loped after him, somewhat favoring her burned shoulder. Sharon floated alongside them, her translucent face creased with worry.

The entrance to the nearest dome had been blasted open, leaving a gaping hole in the silvery metal. Scot ducked through with his sword ready, his eyes adjusting to the dim interior. Emergency lighting strips along the ceiling provided a sickly green illumination that made everything look diseased.

The interior was a maze of corridors and chambers, all built to the scale of the four-foot-tall Greys. Scot had to duck to avoid hitting his head on the low ceilings, and Shannon had to crouch even lower. The place had been thoroughly ransacked. Equipment lay smashed and scattered across the floors, and there were blast marks on every wall.

Sharon led them deeper into the complex, passing through walls and locked doors to find the quickest route to the transport platform she'd seen. They emerged into a large circular chamber dominated by a raised platform in the center. The platform was ringed with tall pillars covered in glowing symbols that Scot recognized as the written language of the Greys.

"Is this it?" he asked Sharon.

“Yes. Let’s go down more and you’ll find the plasma weapons and how to free the prisoners.” Sharon suggested.

Scot and Shannon followed her lead. Sharon guided Scot to a pair of plasma pistols and some extra plasma chargers along with a plasma knife. Scot grabbed some other supplies and a pack to carry them in. 

“Better get moving, Scot. We’ve got Skender ships flying towards this place fast.” Sharon warned.

Scot warned Shannon and they headed down a stairwell rather than trusting the elevators. They emerged into what looked like an immense high tech arena amphitheater area. Scot couldn’t even process everything he was seeing because there were numerous levels descending downwards and all kinds of machinery and doorways. He did see a bunch of confinement areas where a wide range of humanoid beings were confined behind bars. He even noticed some giants behind bars. The sheer enormity of the amphitheater left him dazed.

“Wow,” Scot muttered.

“Yeah,” Sharon agreed. “The cage locking mechanisms are over here.”

Scot followed Sharon over to a huge table console and followed her advice on the touchscreen monitors. ”I hope none of these beings try to kill us after we’ve freed them.”

Scot followed Sharon's advice and threw open the doors. Together, they watched as the prisoners immediately seized their chance at freedom, surging out of their cells in a tidal wave of movement.

It was a staggering, confusing cacophony of commotion. Massive giants, standing fifteen to twenty feet tall, thundered toward the stairs, their heavy footfalls shaking the floor. Beside them, strange red-scaled humanoids darted through the crowd, weaving past blue-furred beings and a kaleidoscope of other species in other colors of skin, fur and scales that Scot had never seen before. It was a gallery of the impossible, all unified by a single, desperate impulse: to get out.

"I don't even know what I'm looking at," Scot said grimly, his eyes tracking the impossible crowd.

Sharon floated nearby him, her expression just as dark. "Neither do I," she admitted. "Those are aliens from numerous different worlds. The Grays have been down here doing experiments. They've been trying to strip souls. The Greys are trying to duplicate the technology of the Skender. They're losing the war. So they're trying to find a way that they can create a power source like the Skenders have. And it's not looking good for anyone that's in their way. “

Scot listened intently as Sharon explained. Beside him, Shannon gave a low, protective growl. Scot looked down and patted Shannon on the head to calm her. "Well, I don't really want to join that stampede," he said, eyeing the chaos. "Is there a way we can go around all of them?"

Sharon nodded. "Yeah, follow me."

They skirted the edge of the corridor until they stopped by another control panel. Sharon showed Scot how the touchscreen worked, her translucent fingers hovering over the glass. As he tapped several options, Sharon explained the strategy. "You’re opening the doorways for the others to get out, but you’re sealing the doorways behind us. If the Skender come, they’ll have to break through to get to you. And to be truthful, it’s for selfish reasons—having all those other escaped prisoners out there will be a good distraction if the Skender do come down here."

Scot considered the logic. "What do you think the odds are of them finding us?"

Sharon shrugged. "I’ll keep flying back and forth to keep watch, but I can't make any guarantees. You know that. It’s a whole different world down there. Let's just keep going."

They followed a winding route through the clinical, gray corridors. When they reached an elevator, Sharon suggested it. "It’d be a lot quicker if you just took this, Scot."

He shook his head firmly. "I’m not taking a chance on getting stuck. If the power goes out, I’m trapped. I’ll take the stairs."

They opted for the long way, descending flight after flight of stairs. It felt like an eternity before Scot finally saw a faint, natural glow in the distance.

"What is that ahead?" he asked, squinting.

"That’s your way out of here," Sharon answered. "We go through there, and it takes us into the underground world."

Scot stopped, looking at her with a mix of awe and skepticism. "Wait... how is there oxygen down there? What's keeping us alive?"

."It’s a self-sustaining ecosystem," Sharon explained, drifting toward the light. "The plants down here—bioluminescent flora—produce more oxygen than any forest on the surface. It’s a closed loop, powered by the same energy the Skenders use. The air is actually cleaner than what you’re used to breathing topside."

As they stepped through the final threshold, Scot’s breath hitched. He wasn't looking at a dark cave; he was looking at an impossible horizon. Above them, instead of a sky, was a vaulted ceiling of stone so high it had its own weather patterns. Below them lay a sprawling, glowing wilderness.

Scot looked at the vibrant, pulsating colors of the plants and then back at the massive black wolf at his side. Shannon’s ears were forward, her nose twitching at the rush of rich, oxygen-heavy air. Even in her wolf form, he could see she was stunned by the scale of it.

"The Skenders didn't just build an underground base," Scot whispered, looking at the distant, shimmering structures. "They built an underground world."

“No daylight though,” Sharon pointed out. ”The lighting comes from the bioluminescent vegetation that grows on the ground and along the ceiling way up there.

"If it's always dark, how is this going to affect Shannon?" Scot asked, his voice laced with concern. "Does that mean she’s not going to be able to transform back into human form down here?"

Shannon pricked her ears up and looked at him, her green eyes reflecting the same worry. Sharon, however, had no answers. She gave a helpless shrug.

"I’m sorry, Scot. I just don't know," Sharon admitted. "All I can tell you for now is that we’ve sealed the gateways behind us. When the Skenders come down, they’ll reach the level where the prisoners were held. They’ll see the Gray’s fortress—where they were conducting those experiments—and hopefully, they’ll be fully occupied seizing the technology and Intel. They might not realize that beneath those floors are more passages leading down here."

She looked back at the sealed bulkhead. "We just have to hope they’re so busy with the war on the surface that they miss the hidden ways. If they look deeper, they might find us. But for now, it's our only play."

Scot considered it and shrugged. "I guess it’s the best chance we’ve got. Lead the way, Sharon."

As Sharon flew ahead, Scot checked both of his plasma pistols, ensuring the power cells were fully charged. He knelt beside the massive black wolf, wrapping an arm around her thick neck in a brief, firm hug.

"Honey, I hope that at some point you can transform back," he whispered into her fur. "It’s going to get really lonely down here if you don't."

In reply, Shannon gave his hand a quick, rough nip. Scot laughed, the sound echoing strangely in the vast space. "Okay, okay. Come on. Let’s go."

Together, they stepped forward into the deepening shadows of the underground world.



They hadn't been traveling long when Sharon suddenly flew back toward them, her movements frantic and nervous.

"Okay, we have problems ahead," she hissed. "A battle is about to start raging. Apparently, we are trespassing on the territory of some giants—but they're unlike any we’ve dealt with before."

Scot paused, his hand moving instinctively toward his holsters. "Clarify, please."

Sharon hovered close to his ear, her voice a terrified whisper. "These beings are about twelve to fifteen feet tall. They look more human than the other giants—more evolved—but their mouths are... absolutely huge. They go from ear to ear. When they open them, they’re filled with rows of razor-sharp teeth."

She glanced nervously over her shoulder. "Their hands have retractable talons. They carry bows, arrows, swords, and spears. It looks like they have some primitive black powder weapons, too. They are definitely meat-eaters, Scot. Predators. And they do not like all these strange species coming through their land. They’re setting up an ambush point just ahead."

Scot looked at the situation from a selfish perspective. He had to. He had Shannon to think about, and while Sharon was a ghost and would likely be fine no matter what, he and the wolf were very much made of flesh and blood.

"What are my best options here?" Scot muttered. "If I try to help these people ahead and warn them about the ambush, do you think they'll actually listen to us?"

Sharon hovered, her translucent brow furrowed in thought. "Some of them might. There are about fifty people in that party. They’ve banded together, grabbing whatever weaponry they can find—sticks for clubs and spears and sharp stones, along with a few rusted old knives, axes and swords that likely belonged to some beings killed long ago down here and left to rust. You have to remember, none of these prisoners are well-armed. The red-scaled beings are more reptilian; they’ve gone their own way in a group of about a hundred. The blue-furred ones seem more like apes, but they have a language. They’re moving off in a different direction. Then there are others... I don't know how to classify them. Not quite mammal, not quite reptile. Their skin is pitch black, almost humanoid, but not quite."

She looked toward the flickering light of the corridor. "I don't know what the others will do, but the humans are sticking together. For now, everyone is just trying to run. But that attack is coming soon."

Scot sighed deeply, looking down at Shannon. "Honey, I don't know how to call this one. We might be biting off more trouble than we want, but then again, we might find the allies we need."

Shannon looked up at him quizzically. Scot could see the frustration in her green eyes; she was trapped in a wolf’s body with a sharp human mind, unable to articulate the complex strategies spinning in her head. Scot couldn't help but smile, even now.

"I know you hate this," he said softly, "but let's try the old system. One bark for yes, two barks for no. Do we help them?"

Shannon gave him a truly ugly look, clearly loathing being reduced to a "Lassie" dynamic. After a tense second, she let out a single, sharp bark.

"Okay, honey. We help the humans," Scot said. He turned to Sharon. "You've seen it all. I'm sure you’ve got a plan. You were an FBI agent before... well, before everything. And you've helped me battle predators on Earth and here. What’s our best move? How do we warn them?"

Sharon went quiet, her analytical mind spinning through years of tactical training and supernatural experience. Finally, she looked at him and told him her idea.

After hearing it, Scot agreed; Sharon’s plan was solid. They set out, with Sharon leading the way as she guided him and Shannon up into the higher cliffs.

The terrain was brutal—much more treacherous than the valley floor. It was easy to see why the humans and the other aliens had chosen the snaking pathway below, but that choice was a death trap. Scot and Shannon scrambled through dense forest, jagged rocks, and thick brush. Sharon did her best to guide them along a narrow game trail to speed their progress, flying back and forth to monitor the Giants' positions while keeping Scot on the right path.

After an hour of grueling climbing, Sharon stopped. "Okay," she whispered into Scot’s mind. "The Giants are right ahead, about two hundred yards. You’re coming up behind them. They’re positioned on the cliffs with bows and arrows, ready to rain fire down. They’ll trap everyone, including the humans."

She pointed toward the edge of the ridge. "This is the back of their formation. They’re going to cut off the retreat, and when the crowd tries to surge forward, the rest of the Giants will close the pinch. The only way anyone survives is if you take out these bowmen. You’re going to have to be brutal, Scot. You have to shoot them from behind."

Scot frowned. He wasn't a fan of being a back-shooter, but Sharon cut his thoughts off.

"Don't hesitate, Scot. I saw their village. They are short on meat, and they had humans and other aliens hanging there like livestock. To them, we aren't intelligent beings; we’re just chickens and cows. We’re good eating. Make sure Shannon understands—no hesitation."

Scot nodded grimly. The moral weight lifted as the reality of the situation sank in. "Okay, Sharon. It makes sense. Lead the way."

Scot knelt and spoke softly to Shannon, explaining the stakes and the nature of the monsters they were about to face. Shannon listened intently, her eyes cold, and gave a sharp, understanding nod. They crept forward with Sharon’s expert guidance, moving inch by inch until they reached the flank of the hunting party.

Scot peered through the brush and got his first real look at what, in this underground world, were called the Terrordons.

The Terrordons were exactly as Sharon had described. They averaged twelve to fifteen feet in height, their hair ranging from dark black to brown. Their faces were hauntingly, oddly beautiful—almost too perfect—but their eyes were a deep, soulless pitch black.

The most unsettling feature was their mouths, which stretched from ear to ear. Their lower lantern jaws looked as though they could unhinge at will, revealing rows of massive, sharp teeth designed for ripping through raw meat. They were pale skinned. They wore leather outfits patched with armor made of bone and various metals. Their weaponry was a hodgepodge of crudely forged iron, lead, and obsidian—bows, spears, and axes.

But what caught Scot’s eye was the most dangerous addition: the Terrordons had somehow acquired a pair of massive black powder cannons.

Among the males were females who shared that same Titanic, terrifying beauty. Looking at them unnerved Scot; they were like statues of gods cursed with the mouths of monsters. He wondered just how fast and strong these creatures really were.

Sharon drifted over, her voice sharp in his mind. "Are you ready? Look at the cannon right there. Do you see the black powder keg?"

Scot followed her pointing finger and nodded.

"If you send a plasma shot into that keg, it’s going to go up," Sharon said. "The iron shot is right next to it. It’ll be a massive explosion—it'll take out the giants on this cliff and give everyone in the valley a warning. They'll have a chance."

"I'm ready," Scot whispered.

He leaned down and whispered the plan into Shannon's ear. The massive wolf looked him dead in the eye, nodded, and gave him a long, rough lick across his cheek.

Scot winced, wiping his face and suppressing the urge to comment on her "werewolf breath." He drew his plasma pistols, the power cells humming as they warmed up.

Scot aimed through his plasma pistol at the keg of powder. He gently tugged the trigger, and the pistol pulsed, releasing a radiant ray that flashed and slashed across the distance. It struck the keg dead center. The powder immediately combusted, sending out a massive concussion and waves of conflagration. The large canisters of shot sitting next to the keg became a storm of shrapnel. The giants around the cannons were buffeted by the blast; it smashed, crashed, and bashed through their ranks, burning their bodies, tearing holes through their torsos, and shearing through limbs and skulls.

It was an ugly, brutal blast, but it didn't affect the Terrordons further over who were holding their bows. Those giants spun instantly, but Scot was ready. His plasma pistol produced a barrage of bolts that blazed through the air, torching torsos and lacerating limbs as he focused on center body mass, trying to tag as many of the archers as he could while he still had the element of surprise.

The giants were no fools. Scot was amazed at how quickly they moved—rather than panicking, the still mobile Terrordons burst into the brush, fleeing the open area. They had already marked Scot’s position from his muzzle flares. They began working in concert, spreading out through the brush to catch the killers of their people.

Sharon flew over quickly. "Scot! They’re coming! They're circling you to cut you off! Run, now!"

Scot patted Shannon on the head, and together they burst from their cover, fleeing the opening. They rushed past the burning bodies and blazing debris, moving through the rocks as they started down the steep terrain.

Below them, they could see the humans and the other freed aliens were now fully aware of the chaos. But the Terrordons further down the ridge were enraged. Their perfect trap had been blown, and they were infuriated. They closed the distance, drawing their massive bows. Showers of six-to-seven-foot arrows arced through the air, the heavy shafts peppered the people below, impaling countless unsuspecting escapees.

Chapter 3: The Valley of the Hunt

Scot and Shannon navigated the steep cliff with desperate speed, but they soon realized the Terrordons were closing in too fast. Sharon appeared instantly, her spectral form shimmering. "Follow this route. Let me show you!"

Scot stayed hard on her heels. The path led deeper into the jagged rocks, utilizing the lip of the cliff to block them from the sight of the giants peering over the edge. They continued their descent as quickly as their legs could carry them. By the time they reached the valley floor, the battle was already in full pursuit.

The Terrordons were rushing in, sending showers of shafts sailing through the air. Humans and aliens scrambled for every bit of cover available, ducking behind boulders and dodging into the sparse treeline. It was clear this would soon devolve into brutal, close-range combat.

Sharon led Scot and Shannon through the rocky maze until they reached the huddle of humans. Scot fired a warning shot from his plasma pistol into the air to get their attention. As the humans turned in shock, Scot addressed them in their native tongue.

"Listen! We’re about to be overrun by those giants. They intend to eat us—it's as bad as it gets. If you follow me, I think I can get us out of here!"

The humans looked stunned. Their de facto leader—a massive, blonde-haired, blue-eyed man who looked like a Viking of old—stepped forward. "Why should we follow you?" he demanded, his voice booming.

"Because I'm the one who just blew up the giants on the hill while they were lining you up for slaughter," Scot snapped. "Do what you want, but if you want to live, move. Now!"

Scot didn't wait for an answer. He took off running with Shannon at his side. The Viking leader tried to maintain his authority, but he was out of luck; the rest of the humans chose survival over politics and surged after Scot. With no other choice, the blonde giant raced after them.

Scot followed Sharon through the trees, feeling a growing frustration. The forest was sparse, the trees thin and the rocks scattered. There was no good place to hide or set an ambush in this flat valley.

"Is there any way to get around these giants?" Scot asked Sharon as they sprinted.

"I'm trying to guide you to a spot where the forest grows thicker," Sharon responded, flying effortlessly beside him. "It’ll be harder for the giants to move through the brush there, but they’re too damn fast, Scot. They’re almost on us now."

Scot sighed, his lungs burning. "We're going to have to fight them more, aren't we?"

Sharon looked at him sadly as they ran. "Yes, I’m afraid you are."

"All right," Scot huffed. "Tell me what to do."

Sharon’s expression sharpened into that of the federal agent she once was. "I have a plan."

***
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SHARON GUIDED SCOT to a massive boulder flanked by sparse trees. Scot stopped by the stone, shouting to the fleeing refugees. "Follow this game trail! Keep running! The giants are coming through here. Anyone who wants to stay and help me can—but it won’t be pretty. I’m going to slow them down, or they’ll catch every one of you!"

Most of the humans, gripped by panic, kept running. However, a few bold men stepped out of the line, guiding their women forward before turning back. They took positions to protect their people’s fleeing flanks holding a pathetic assortment of hand weaponry. The "Viking" leader stopped only briefly, offering a disgusted grunt before continuing on, clearly hoping Scot and the others would die like fools.

"I don't think you made a friend there," Sharon said grimly.

"Yeah, I figured. Go check on the giants," Scot replied.

As Sharon flew off, Scot ducked behind the boulder. Shannon, ever the predator, covertly crept to a tree at a cross-angle from Scot, ensuring they weren't bunched together. Sharon rushed back moments later.

"Twenty of them are coming. Six are in the lead, but the rest are spread out—they’re being smart. They have heavy wood shields, but your plasma should fire right through them."

"I hope so," Scot muttered.

Soon, the thudding footsteps announced them. Six Terrordons appeared, holding massive, long wooden shields that covered them from chin to toe. Crude helms made of bone and copper protected their heads.

Scot took aim and squeezed the trigger. His pistol released a searing streaking beam that screamed and steamed through the first shield, charring the giant's chest, and exited his back. The giant staggered, looking down at his barbequed breast in shock before crashing to the ground. Scot immediately tacked a second target, the plasma fork frying through the shield to scorch through the stomach of that opponent.

Suddenly, the giants rushed at a speed Scot couldn't believe. They were much faster than he’d credited. He managed two more shots, pumping plasma plops through shields to torch the torsos of two more targets, but these giants stayed upright, driven by fury. Others appeared from behind the shield-bearers, raining enfilades of immense arrows and stupendous spears down on Scot’s position.

"Get out! Run!" Sharon screamed.

Scot bolted in a blur, his augmented speed kicking in as he fired both pistols to keep them off his back. But the giants were too close.

Shannon made the difference.

She rushed the giants from their blind side, leaping with predatory grace. Her claws swept the nape of the nearest giant’s neck, and her immense maw snapped shut, crushing his vertebrae before he even knew death was at his back. She landed lightly and sprang again, her jaws clamping like a vice on the vertebrae of another giant while her claws carved through his carotid arteries.

As she jumped free, a third giant whirled with incredible speed, roaring as he swung a massive sword. Shannon neatly skipped aside, the blade grazing her shoulder. She felt the sting—these monsters were powerful. She lunged low, her claws goring the giant's groin and Tearing into his testicles.

She bolted through the maze of monsters, hurtling high to land on another’s back and latched her teeth into his neck. She shook her head savagely, half-decapitating him as he fell. But the pack was on her now. Spears, swords, and axes flailed furiously down. Shannon wisely bolted, dodging and evading. One giant tried to skewer her on a spear, but she slapped the point aside with a paw and dove low, her claws nailing his knee and carving out a chunk of flesh deep enough to bring him down screaming.

Then, she was past the pack, running for the tree line.

Scot held his ground, his plasma pistols pulsing out radiant rays rhythmically as he unleashed an enfilade of accurate fire. The blazing bolts burnt into the giants, forcing them to dive for cover behind trees. Like a well-oiled machine, Scot and Shannon had saved each other once again. Under the cover of Scot’s fiery forking fusillade they turned and fled, leaving behind a trail of numerous dead and wounded giants.

They soon caught up to the fleeing humans, bypassing the stragglers with a sharp warning: "Keep going! It’s not over!"

Scot and Shannon pushed to the front, eventually passing even the tall Viking leader. The man looked visibly annoyed to see them still breathing.

"How far to safety?" Scot asked Sharon between breaths.

"Close now," she answered. "Very close."

"Did any of those men who stayed in the rearguard survive?"

Sharon nodded solemnly. "Two were killed back there. Two escaped. But it’s not looking good, Scot. You have to keep moving."

With Scot’s alien augmented endurance and Shannon's alien wolf physiology, they were simply too fast for the humans to keep up with, but there was no other choice. They reached a section of the forest where the brush grew thick and jagged. Sharon stopped them, pointing to a cluster of boulders nestled in the heavy greenery.

"This is as good a spot as any," she said. "The brush is thick here. If the giants try to push in, you’ll have the maneuvering room, but they’ll be blinded and slowed. This is where I would make a stand. Let the humans get through first."

Scot agreed and explained the situation to Shannon. As the refugees trickled past their hiding spot, Scot urged them on. He noticed then that despite their exhaustion, the prisoners were in surprisingly good physical shape—young, muscular males and females. The Grays had been picky, ensuring their "specimens" were healthy and well-fed for their experiments.

Once the last of the stragglers disappeared into the deeper woods, silence settled over the brush. Sharon flew out for one last scout and returned with a grim expression.

"They’re moving slower now because of their wounded, but they’re still coming," she reported. "And they’re being smarter. They’ve brought two of the big cannons—they’re carrying them like rifles, loaded with grape shot. They’ve formed a full shield wall. I think you have to drive them back one more time, Scot. Make them think twice about following."

Scot sighed in disgust. He wasn't looking forward to another clash. The last one had been far too close; if Shannon hadn't hit their flank, he was certain they would have overrun him. He looked at Shannon, noting the dark blood matting the fur on her shoulder. Despite the dark matter entity inside her, the Terrordon’s sword stroke had been tough enough to draw blood.

"You ready for this, Shannon?" Scot asked, explaining the new threat of the handheld cannons.

Shannon listened intently, her eyes narrowing, and gave a sharp nod. She padded off silently, vanishing into the shadows to find her own vantage point.

The Terrordons approached craftily. Scot sighted down his pistol, but the shield wall was too dense. "Let me aim," Sharon whispered, hovering behind him. "Left two inches... there! Squeeze the trigger!"

Scot followed Sharon’s aiming guidance and unleashed an accurate arc of plasma. One of those plasma puffs punctured a powder keg carried on a giant’s shoulder pack. The resulting explosion was a thunderous boom of raw force, frying many foes in that row. Shrapnel scythed riddling their ranks. But one wounded giant held his ground while leveling his double-barreled cannon at Scot and tugging both triggers. The air instantly erupted in a photonic flash and fulmination as large balls of grapeshot hailed in a hurricane on Scot’s position.

Scot felt the boulder shudder and shatter in spots as the projectiles pummeled his position. Just when Scot thought the worst had passed, the second giant’s cannon erupted, both barrels firing simultaneously. Once again, the very air was thrown into a violent torrent of force and lead. The blast lashed everywhere, shattering trees and busting the boulder Scot was using for cover into shattered smithereens.

Scot was slammed backward as several lead pellets peppered his pectoral clubbing his Kevlar and ceramic armored vest. He was knocked flat, stunned, and fighting for breath. The air was thick with the churning, sulfurous smoke of the black powder, making the world a gray blur. Sharon was at his side, her mouth moving as she screamed for him to get up, but his ears were ringing so loudly he couldn't hear a word.

His vest had absorbed the lethal impact, but the brutal body blow had left him dazed and hurt. One of his plasma pistols had been blown from his hand, lost in the debris, but his right fist still gripped the other with a death's-grasp.

Out of the smoke, a figure rose above him. It was a female Terrordon, and the sight was bizarre—she was hauntingly beautiful, her face and figure the epitome of flawless, Gothic Goddess perfection. But in her hands, a massive sword was raised high, and her shield covered her vitals. She looked down at Scot with soulless dark eyes, bringing the blade down to cleave him in twain.

Scot fired his remaining pistol. The bolt scorched through her shield and boiled into her breast, but the tack to her torso didn't seem to faze her. The sword fell fast, and Scot found himself unable to move quickly enough to escape the arc.

Shannon struck like a thunderbolt.

She flew through the air, her immense mass colliding with the giantess. Her jaws snapped shut, locking onto the sword arm of the Gothic Goddess warrior just in time to stop the blade from splitting Scot. Shannon savagely shook her head like a cat with a rat, her powerful neck muscles Tearing until she amputated the arm above the elbow, carrying the limb clean off the giant's body.

The goddess of war looked down in shock at her missing arm and the hole burnt in her breast where
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