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A Sticky Situation
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“Where’s Holmes when you need him?” Professor Challenger roared as he aimed his long gun and fired yet again, picking off one of the attackers below.

The mesa he had chosen his last stand for was on the North side of the deep depression. One of many which were hidden quite well atop the Mato Grosso, a place of mystery and terror to the ancient Aztecs. For it was here they finally vanished from the face of the earth and history.

Blam! His long gun roared again as he picked off the attacker who had snuck from below him, clinging to the wall of the mesa, like a spider to a wall. An analogy not totally lost on Challenger at that moment, as the bastards seeking his vital fluids right now were not so dissimilar to the horrid things. The biggest difference being these didn’t have six legs, but two and they were humanoid shaped, if not quite human.

A whip of silky substance smashed into his right leg and pulled him off his feet. He began being dragged to the drop he would take if he didn’t stop it immediately.

He reached for his long gun where it had fallen. But it was two inches too far from his grasp. He was jerked another foot forward. A sticky hand with soft claws gripped the edge he was being pulled towards. He was jerked another foot forward.

“Drat it all, Challenger! Think! Think!” He roared at himself angrily.

Then he felt the huge piece of stone as his hand glided over it. He gripped it.

His movement forward stopped.

“That’s better!”

He used the rock as a leverage point and began to sit up, pulling against the weight of the creature holding onto the sticky substance.

Then a second hand grabbed the edge and it was another color altogether different from the first, which was now edging an arm into view. An arm that looked broken to the eye, but was not. The creature’s had multiple joints and their arms and hands could hinge in multiple directions like those dratted carnival characters who could bend over and caress their own bottoms with their lips.

He would have laughed at his own bizarre humor, but now the stone was breaking free as a third and altogether larger hand gripped the edge.

The first creature’s head peeked above the edge, saw his horizontal position and smacked its lips. 

Dinner is served!

“Not today it isn’t,” Challenger roared, then kicked at the face.

The creature’s face broke apart, as if it were made of paper, spattering Challenger with brain matter and a vile stinking, green muck.

The creature fell away.

“Got you, you bastard!” Challenger roared, but his triumph was short-lived. 

The weight of the falling creature jerked him hard. It had not let go of the strand. Challenger growled angrily as he was tugged over the edge into the arms of the nearest monster below.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Nightmares Past
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Challenger screamed out loud and jerked upright on the chair by his fireplace. He had been startled awake by the sound of two things: wood snapping loudly as it burned in the fireplace and a knock on his front door from an expected visitor.

He rubbed his eyes and lumbered towards the front door, wishing he hadn’t allowed her to manipulate him into coming over, but he had no choice.

She was one of the chosen.

He fumbled at the front door, knowing fully what to expect, and never being surprised when Madame Tussand, standing at the doorstep, reached up and tugged his beard to draw his face close enough for her to plant one of her famous strawberry kisses on his right cheek.

“Darling, Challenger, so good to see you again.”

He grumbled something.

She laughed and swept past him into the house.

“I heard your scream of delight when I knocked upon the door.”

He groaned.

Shut the door, then wondered which situation was worse, his recent nightmare of the past, or the next coming hours.

He groaned again then headed for his living room, where he was certain she was already planted in his favorite chair...
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British Museum
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“Do you need more time, Professor?” The Museum Assistant, Arnie Bertiehower, asked. Something about the two men he was staring at worried him more and more. He should have waited for the Museum Director before allowing him into this section of the museum. 

Professor Xavier Schwartz probed the skull before him with his right forefinger hard enough to poke a hole in it. 

The Museum Assistant winced. Antiquities were supposed to be handled with care.

“Definitely glass.”

He eyed the Museum Assistant. “Crystal skulls don’t break if they’re poked. Too thick, young man.”

He skewed towards his companion. A tall fellow of obvious Germanic appearance. “You think?”

“I am not paid to do so.”

The Professor gave the enigmatic man an arched eyebrow in response and returned his attention to the skull on the mount before him.

The Professor nodded. “I can certify this is one of the originals.”

“Good!” The tall, menacing man said with a sneer.

Arnie, glanced at the menacing figure next to the Professor questioningly a moment, until the man sneered at him, then he scooted off like a frightened rabbit. “Back in five.”

“Really?” The Professor queried his rough friend.

The man next to him coughed into his left hand, which was made of metal and burnished enamel to give it a human appearance. “One finds one’s amusement where one can.”

“Play nice, Henrick, we might need the lad’s assistant further and if you continue your perverse cat and mouse games with our helpers here, you could arouse suspicions.”

“They are nothing but bureaucrats.” Meaning they’re too stupid of course was implied in his arrogant tone.

The Professor swung on Henrick. “Must I remind you that I am also, a bureaucrat?”

“No,” Henrick agreed. “It’s obvious.”

The Professor gave the man a very nasty look, but then grunted and returned to his examination of the skull. “Good,” the Professor said agreeably, but it wasn’t. He wasn’t here because he wanted to be, but because he had. The German government had sent him on this mission with an assistant he didn’t need.

And obviously one who watched his every move. He sighed unhappily.

“Now we must see to the other ones,” he suggested.

“Not necessary, Professor,” Henrick replied.

The Professor felt a chill go up and down his spine. He turned around to look into the face of the man he feared the most in this world.

“Why not?”

The man smiled, revealing teeth that had been broken, leaving terrible gaps.

“Because you have fulfilled our needs.”

Henrick’s face turned almost reptilian as he lifted his enameled hand and struck it hard across the Professor’s skull.
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Antiquities
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The Professor’s body lay draped with a white cloth and several constables stood on both sides, hands on their batons as Holmes, Watson, Inspector Bloodstone and Constable Evans entered.

The men had been chatting, but fell instantly silent as they caught sight of the shrouded corpse.

Watson immediately went to the shroud and whipped it off.

He made a face.

“Hard to believe anyone could recognize this fellow by the blow he received on his skull...what little is left of it, that is.”

Holmes came next to him and frowned. “He was struck by massive force.”

“Indeed, Holmes, but not by any instrument I’m familiar with could do that to a man’s skull.”

He glanced distastefully at the scattered brain matter on the floor and various glass cases and shelves.

“Going to take forever to go over all of this,” the Inspector said glumly.

Holmes turned to him. “Your forensics team will get it down in plenty of time, Inspector.”

“It won’t help this bloody soul though, will it?”

Holmes had no answer for that.

He dropped to a knee, using the shroud to put his knee upon. He slipped on a pair of surgical gloves, and then gently pulled at the fragments of the skull.

Watson dropped to his knee next to him.

“The man never stood a chance of survival,” Watson stated. “ 

“No, alas, he did not,” Holmes agreed. “The weapon used smashed through the top of his skull, pressing the bone matter
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