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Chapter 1


Steam rose from the grill where teriyaki drenched pork sizzled, filling air around the kiosk with flavourful aroma.  The neon sign above the open air overhang glowed against the nighttime sky: Noodle's Asian Cuisine.  Late traffic passed beneath the street lights beyond.  A car horn beeped, and skidding tires screeched somewhere up the street in the town of Grand Central.

"You out did yourself this time, my friend," Status Chelan called to the busy fry cook and proprietor working in the kitchen on the other side of the counter where he sat at.  He speared another prawn with his fork from the bowl of seafood and soy sauce flavored pasta shells set in front of him.  

"New recipe?" asked AK Fleet between bites of beef and rice, who sat beside his partner.  

For other people, this would have constituted a late dinner.  For the leanly built blond man, and the burly man with the dark hair and complexion, both ready for late night work in their black security guard uniforms, this might as well have been breakfast.

The small, thin Asian man looked over his shoulder with a brow furrowed in mock annoyance, as he flipped the frying meat over with his spatula, which spat grease against the apron he wore.  "Why?  It was no good before?"

"Oh, God, no!"  Status shook his head, with a free hand raised in an apologetic gesture.  "I'm sure AK only meant..."

Noodle laughed out loud, turning his attention back to the grill.  "No worries, I know what he meant."  AK joined in the laughter.

"I seriously can't always tell when we've pissed you off."

"You?  Piss me off?  My best customers?"  Noodle shook his head with a chuckle as he scooped up the pork slices with his spatula onto a waiting plate.  "You have time for a game of chess?" he asked the blond security guard.

Status pulled back the sleeve of his jacket to look at his watch.  "I suppose we could fib to the boss, and say we were late because of traffic."  He shrugged, before turning to AK.  "You good with that?"

"As long as I get free Coke and food while you two entertain yourselves," AK mused, reaching down to pet the Noodle's cat, that had wandered up to his stool, purring.  

"Not like those places you watch are going to get up and leave anywhere," Noodle said, reaching under the counter for the game board.  

AK only smiled, despite the chill he felt, as the image flashed through his mind of a brick-and-mortar shop, with gigantic spider legs having burst through the walls, ripping itself from its foundation to hunt the empty late night streets for human prey.  In his experience, such a thing wouldn't be impossible at all.  Not in this town, where intersecting dimensions allowed one horror after another to bleed through the fabric of time/space, with him and his partner, Status, and their employer, Victor, being humanity's only line of defense.  And the damnedest thing was, the three of them were  the only human souls who even knew that such a threat existed.  And what arcane knowledge Victor himself only knew could fill volumes, AK realized.  

Glancing at Status on the stool next to him, he saw from the far away stare on his partner's face that looked as if a block of ice might as well have been dropped in his stomach at what Noodle had unintentionally suggested.  Similar responses from common experiences is what he chalked it up to.  But there was more to it these days, he well knew, as there was the coma induced nightmare Status had had,  months ago while on the job.  Status had described it in bits and pieces at a time, and the memories of it still left him skittish.  A moment later, Status shook his head as if to clear it, perhaps after convincing himself a dream was nothing more than just that, a dream.  

Leaning down, Noodle retrieved a couple plastic bags containing either the white and black game pieces from his side of the counter, when Status saw the familiar black limousine drive into the parking lot, and come to a stop several spaces down from the kiosk.  The headlights switched off.

"No goofing off for me, tonight," Status muttered to himself with a sigh.  Despite still being off the clock, he found himself feeling he was somehow goldbricking now that Victor was present.  

"Mr. Victor is here early for his pickup order."

"You know our boss?"  AK, who had turned his head to the parking lot, looked back at Noodle with surprise.

"We're... acquainted."

Of course, AK realized, in a small town like Grand Central, Victor and Noodle would have become familiar with one another.  

"I'll have to take a raincheck on that game, my friend."  Getting up from the stool at the counter, he and AK headed quickly outside to the black utility truck with VictorCorp printed on the side, exchanging waves with a smiling Noodle.

AK climbed in behind the wheel when Status opened the passenger side door.  "I wouldn't have thought Victor ate at a place like this."

Status shut the door.  "Just my luck he does," he muttered uncomfortably, belting himself in.

The rear passenger side door of the black limo opened, from which the tall, lean figure of Victor, dressed in a charcoal colored suit, climbed out and circled around to the other side of the car, seemingly indifferent to the security vehicle parked nearby.  The other door opened, from which a young woman with short, brown hair, and dressed in blue medical scrubs, climbed out.  Both she and Victor offered their hands to an old man, dressed in a dark coat, who climbed with difficulty out of the backseat, straightening the black fedora on his head as he emerged out the car door.  Bent over and hobbling along with cane in hand, the woman and Victor gripped an arm from either side as they guided him to the kiosk.  

"Well, hello," Status remarked, as his eyes roamed the swell of the thigh, hip, and breast of the woman in blue's slim figure. Almost as if she could read his mind, she turned her head and flashed a passing smile.

"She's definitely cute," AK observed, taking note how a pretty face and nice body could instantly elevate his partner's bad mood, as he put the SUV into reverse as the three slowly walked past.  

As the security truck backed up to leave, the old man looked over his shoulder in their direction, a grin more resembling a sneer appeared beneath the wide brimmed hat, revealing a mouth full of black, rotted teeth.

AK threw the gear into drive.  "Do we know that guy?" he asked, turning the wheel as he drove out to the street.

For the second time that night, Status looked as if someone walked over his grave.  "I sure as hell hope not."


Chapter 2


The fur covered creature with goat horns was caught in the utility truck's headlight beams as it loped down the empty road, past businesses in the industrial park closed for the night.  The monster had made a run for it at a sheet metal shop almost twenty minutes before when AK and Status had come inside, searching the darkened building for it.  Certain they had lost the creature, they couldn't believe their luck when they had spotted it heading down the pavement beneath the street lights.

Spinning around to leap, the monster landed on a chain-link fence, scurrying over the top and disappearing.

"Shit!  That thing can jump!"  AK spun the wheel and slamming hard on the brakes, the screech of tires accompanied by the stink of burned rubber.  The truck's lights illuminated the sign on the locked gate: Happy Go Lucky Welding.

"So... management at the last place can't get anyone to work graveyard, anymore, because of something that only comes out at night to eat the employees," AK mused, turning off the engine.

Status nodded.  "That's how Victor described the situation.  As this creature wasn't killing anyone till recently, I think it's a safe assumption that it's only been here for a while."  

Both heard radio music faintly from a business down the road, where light spilled out on a concrete dock from the open bay door.  Turning his head to the shop open late night, AK shook his head with a disturbed frown.  "Last thing we need is for that thing to attack civilians... or for any of them to get in the way and get themselves killed."  

"Then we ought to get this done quick," Status said, regarding the locked gate.  "I suppose we should get the wire cutters out."  He unbuckled himself.

The video screen, glowing in the darkness of the front seat, came to life with Victor's face in the dashboard's video screen.  "Fleet, Chelan, I need you back at the Clock Tower, ASAP."

"I hear you, Victor, but we just chased the creature into a building, and are ready to engage," AK spoke up.

"Change of plan.  We have a new assignment."


"May I introduce AK Fleet and Status Chelan, my two employees we've been waiting for," Victor announced, looking up from several pages of a written contract stapled together, when the two security guards came through the door into the windowless room within the Clock Tower.  Victor sat near the head of a long table where meetings with clients were conducted.  A white movie screen was set up on the wall at the table's far end.  

Across from Victor, the old man from the night before sat, his thin, liver spotted hands, bony like talons, had been impatiently rolling his walking stick back and forth impatiently on the table before him, until the two walked in.  He had lain his fedora close by, revealing fringe of long, colorless hair, and a pasty scalp flaky with dead skin.  The woman in blue hospital scrubs was seated next to him.  A shy smile flickered around her mouth seeing the two security guards, before she looked away.  Beyond the head of the table sat a film projector on top of a cart.  Close by on the table was a movie can, with Hungarian Expedition 1938, scrawled on a strip of white tape on the front.  

As Status and AK pulled out a couple chairs and took their seats at the table, Victor motioned to the old man, and said, "I would like to introduce our
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