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About Dragons of Doom

Flying, fire-breathing beasts have overrun the Pacific Islands, forcing Dr. Luke Kauahikaua and former Navy pilot Mattie Nip to flee for the mainland. How will they survive this terror, now that they know these monsters have a taste for blood?

Dear Reader,

I must acknowledge no book gets written in a vacuum. It takes a team of people to write and produce a book. I’m grateful to have such a support group around me. 

Dragons of Doom is dedicated to Jonathan Maberry. 

And most importantly, thank you—dear readers—for completing the writing process by allowing my characters to live for you.  

All the best,

`Mel 
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“Where’s the fucking big one?” Mattie Nip’s raised her voice, again.  

Dr. Luke Kauahikaua swung his body around and looked back. “I don’t see it.” His shoulders ached with the strain of fleeing for their survival. A headache squeezed around his forehead like a band. Thankfully it was from stress and not a migraine. A migraine couldn’t be ignored. 

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah.” He made out small, snake-like creatures with wings in the distance. The plane weaved as if to lose the little beasts. “I think that one is long gone.” The creatures were all albinos. He assumed the monsters had no eyes from living underground. Through evolution, several species had lost sight from lack of use. These beasts also had many small razor-sharp teeth and thin wings like bats, not birds.

“Really?”

“Yeah, the giant monster didn’t stick around.” This wasn’t possible. His beloved father was dead. His friends burned alive. His home was gone. The big island on which he’d been born and raised was history. Now, fire-breathing monsters followed too close behind them. It’d been an hour or two since any beasts flew ahead of their plane. 

It’d all happened so fast. Oh, there’d been warnings from the enormous, erupting volcano. Hell, that was his job, his career. As a geologist, he’d spent a decade surveying the Hawaiian volcanoes that had made up his life’s work. 

Then there’d been an evaluation. 

Although they’d expected, even prepared for lava flow, the flying demons that had also spewed forth from the opened earth among the ash, bombs, and pumice had come as a complete surprise to everyone, including the scientists. A huge beast led what had to be an army of a million smaller monsters into the sky. For the briefest of surreal moments, he had stared, before the fight-or-flight instinct pounded in his heart. 

The monsters had set fire to everything. The big island had been consumed by an inferno. Listening to the plane’s radio, they’d learned the other islands had fallen under the destructive path of the flying creatures. There’d be no more weekends spent surfing.  

It was pure luck he’d wound up with Mattie, racing toward California. Luke had just left a research helicopter out surveying as she was running toward her small plane. Admittedly, her attractiveness had intrigued him as well. Upon introductions, he’d learned Mattie had spent time as a Navy pilot and knew what she was doing. Now the woman chauffeured honeymooners around on island hops. 

Luke watched as Mattie checked the flight instruments once more. Airspeed, altitude indicator, altimeter, compass—all the gauges seemed completely familiar to the woman. He, on the other hand, simply spent their flight watching while on the edge of his seat, as if they’d fall out of the sky at any given moment or be burned alive from the unnatural forces.  

Quietly, Luke sat while Mattie talked on the radio. His heart hammered as he listened to the incoming message. “Bank north. Oceanside to Venture has been burned. All major cities gone. The military has been called in, but we don’t know what we’re dealing with. Bank north, over.”

“San Diego?” Finally, clear panic swam in Mattie’s eyes. “Tijuana? We don’t have much fuel, over.”

“Tijuana is gone. Over.”  

“We don’t have much fuel,” she repeated as if to herself more than to anyone. “Over.”

“It’s a shit storm everywhere,” the voice on the radio said. “I repeat. Bank north. The creatures are making their way across the states.”  

“Where are you?” Mattie breathed. 

“Hiding out in Nevada. So far, I’ve gotten word there’s been fires in Arizona, Idaho, Utah, Oregon, Wyoming, Colorado, and New Mexico.” 

“How did the monsters beat us to the mainland?” Luke wasn’t sure if Mattie was asking him or the guy on the other end of the radio, so he said nothing. At times she appeared calm, and then she’d raise her voice. Luke understood her feelings. It was a bitch trying to remain calm in their life or death predicament.  

“I don’t know,” came the response across the airway. “You tell me. Over.” 

“Maybe...maybe...since we’re in the air they don’t notice us?” She glanced his way as if for confirmation. 

He shrugged. Luke didn’t know a damn thing about the creatures. Had never believed in monsters. Well, as a small boy he’d thought of sharks as monsters, but he’d grown past that fear.  

“Fire upon them with a weapon and they will notice you.” The radio squawked. “Over.”

“Oh,” was all she replied. She swallowed. “We don’t have enough fuel for a flight to Washington. Over.” 

“Sound draws the monsters, so when you land stay as quiet as possible. Get underground in some type of bunker. The military will figure out a plan. Over.”

“Thank you for the info.” She brushed the long black ponytail that slipped over her shoulder out of her way.  

“Good luck, out.”

“Out.” Mattie went silent for a short while and he let her be.  

They could see the utter desolation of the California coastline. Everywhere Luke looked had been ravaged by fire. Smoke filled the sky.  Holy shit. Apocalyptic disaster and chaos awaited them down there. 

“Any suggestions?” Mattie yelled as if to get his attention. “Come on, doc. You heard him. Got any suggestions?”  

“Could find a cave to hide out in.”

“Really? These fuckers came from the earth and you want to go into a cave?” She arched an eyebrow his way as if he was the stupidest man on the planet. 

He nodded. She had a point, and he felt ignorant for a moment, but he was a geologist and enjoyed caves. “Caves aren’t likely to burn like a building.”

“Yeah, but where do you think the monsters are likely to rest, or roost, or whatever the fuck they do when they sleep? Do you think they sleep?” 

“I don’t know.” Not a single clue came to mind. Holy shit. They’d gone from one destroyed state to another. At least they hadn’t fallen out of the sky. 

“Geez, doc.” She monitored the instruments. “What do you know?”

“I know rocks and the Earth.” He clasped his hands. “Perhaps they’re some sort of prehistoric bird.”

“That breathes fire? Too bad these things aren’t Chinese dragons.” She nodded sharply. “Yeah, good ol’ Chinese mythical dragons would be just the thing about now. You know, the good-natured, gentle kind of dragons like my mom told me stories about as a child.” 

Myths and legends did abound with tales of fire-breathing dragons in the Eastern hemisphere, but still? Okay. Take a second here. What exactly had been unleashed from the core of the molten earth? A prehistoric bird? Could a monster have survived all this time hidden away at such a depth?  “Where’s your mother?” He wanted to know. 

“She’s gone.”

“I’m sorry.” He held her gaze. 

“It’s okay.” She shrugged. “My parents died eight years ago in a boating accident.” 

“I’m sorry.” He knew now what it was like to lose a parent.  Luke rubbed his chest where his heart hurt. This wasn’t the time to grieve his father’s passing. He cleared his throat. “Where are you from?” He asked the question to help distract himself as much as Mattie, but he needn’t have. 

“All over. I was a military brat. Dad was a Southie from Boston. Mom was born in Shanghai.”

Martha Nip’s American and Cantonese heritage equaled perfection. “Your eyes are the shade of peridots.” Not emeralds or malachite, but peridots. 

“It’s called green, doc.” She frowned. “I got my dad’s temper, too. Now, back to business. How many babies do birds have?” 

Wiping his palms on his pants, he focused on science once again. “Clutch size varies from species.” He exhaled. “Three to twenty. Some can lay eggs before others hatch.”  

“Great, doc. Just great.” Her hands whitened on the steering control column. “How fast is the fastest bird?” 

“Um...I’m a geo...” He went to remind her. 

“You’re a scientist.” Mattie cut him off. “You want to talk planes, or weapons, I’m your woman. Everything else is in your department. Now, how fast is the fastest bird? Because these fuckers are fast as hell.” 

“Okay.” He struggled for a moment. It had been a long time since he’d been an undergrad, although, he had always done pretty well with scientific trivia. “Well, there are a couple very fast birds.” 

“Doc...”   

“A golden eagle can fly two hundred miles per hour, while a Peregrine falcon is just under two hundred and fifty miles per hour.” Quickly he calculated the shortest distance from the West to East Coast was around two thousand miles. At sixty miles an hour, they’d get to the East Coast in a week. In all probability, the migrating monsters could be on the West Coast within several hours. He and Mattie had already flown a dozen hours to reach the mainland. 

“No shit? Wow, no wonder they’re so far ahead of us. What about snakes?”

“What?” He looked from her hands to her profile. Mattie was a petite, mouthy woman. He liked her attitude.  

“How many babies do snakes have?”

“I’m a geologist, not a herpetologist.”

“For the love of America, just fucking guess.” Her pretty lips twisted in annoyance. 

“Well, some snakes lay eggs while others give live birth.” He focused on her instead of their destroyed destination. 

“Aren’t you just smart,” she yelled. “How many snake babies?”

Luke knew she was as stressed out as he was, so he remained calm. “Snake litters can contain a few to several dozen. Why do you ask?” 

“Because dragons aren’t fucking real and
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