
THE EYE OF CTHULHU

“BOOK TWO: THE CTHULHU INCIDENT”

John Pirillo

Copyright 2023, John Pirillo


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

THE EYE OF CTHULHU, BOOK TWO, THE CTHULHU INCIDENT (Cythulhu, #2)

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Chapter Thirty-Seven

Chapter Thirty-Eight

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Chapter Forty

Chapter Forty-One

Chapter Forty-Two

Chapter Forty-Three

Chapter Forty-Four

Chapter Forty-Five

Chapter Forty-Six

Sign up for John Pirillo's Mailing List

Further Reading: Sherlock Holmes, A Tale Less Told

Also By John Pirillo

Norris

When I was young and gazed at the stars I asked,

“How many are there in the heavens and the sky?”

But as I grew older and more wise

I stopped counting the stars,

And wondered why

I had wasted so much of my time,

Searching for answers

That were already inside me.

—Norris

Nightmare of Passion

March eyed the bed as Higgins slid into it, making herself comfortable. She had her head on her arms, watching him closely.

“Still don’t remember?”

He shook his head. “Only that we had something between us. And why in the hell did you grab me in the restaurant like that?”

“Because I could,” she teased, a confident smile on her face.

He sighed and turned away. “Doctor Swenson assures me my memory will start coming back.”

“He’s always right,” Higgins assured him.

He turned back to her. “What if he’s not right this time?”

She patted the bed. “Sleepy time, my bumble bee.”

“Not likely,” he told her. 

“Then why are you here?” She demanded, starting to get a bit irked by his behavior. After all, she was carrying his child now. 

He flits his eyes like dark darts upon her face. “I’m not.”

She scowled. “If you’re not here, then I’m going to sleep. Leave me alone!”

She rolled over and shut her eyes, trying to black his image out of her mind.

She felt something slide onto her bed.

She smiled triumphantly.

The covers lifted and she felt him climbing into the bed with her.

She shifted downwards beneath his weight, the bed depressing from his weight. He easily outweighed her by a good hundred pounds.

She tensed as she felt fingers reach upwards and slide down her neck, to her gown.

“I’m tired,” she complained.

“Headache?”

“Yeah you! You sonuva bitch!”

“I can fix that.”

She fumed inwardly. Men! They always think it’s about the sex. That they can make love to you, and it’ll all be sweet and nicey-nice again.

The lamp by the bed flicked off and the room went black. But inside her mind it was as bright as day. It was going to be a long, long time before sleep claimed her like a hungry vampire the blood of its victim and her body would be begging for peace from its rough night before when she woke.

She waited. In ten he would be asleep as usual.

But he didn’t fall asleep.

His right hand glided down her left arm and slide over across her left breast and cupped it, pressed it lightly at first, massaging it.

Despite herself, she moaned with pleasure.

The fingers stopped, and then slid like gentle butterflies along her side, and then down the plane of her abdomen to her pelvic area. She felt her panties slide up as his fingers slid under.

Now she was definitely in trouble. She could feel her hormones screaming. Now. Now. Now, you bastard. Stop teasing me!

Then his warm fingers cupped her firmly and one of them slid inside.

“Ohhh!” She cried out.

She arched her back despite herself. She had argued with herself to not show anything. To keep pretending she wasn’t interested, but as his finger lance upwards into the moisture of her, she lost control.

“Don’t stop!” She cried out.

She felt her body rolled over onto her back and then he climbed over her and plunged his hardness inside her.

“Oh God! Oh God!” She moaned, shutting her eyes against the intensity of the pleasure streaming up every nerve of her body.

He began pulling out, then shoved himself back in harder.

She moaned again. She wanted to throw her arms about his back to tug him deeper inside her, but he held her by her wrists. She was captured. Helpless.

He began lunging more quickly.

Her breath began to escape her, as he moans increased and intensified.

She could hear his breathing become raspy and coarse as he continued to plunge in and out of her, faster and faster, harder, and harder, sweat pouring down his chest onto her naked breasts.

“Oh God, March! Don’t stop now!” She screamed as he suddenly stopped.

She hadn’t’ felt him release inside her.

She opened her eyes, ready to chide him for holding back on her now.

She gasped in horror.

It wasn’t March over her, but something else. Something dark and terrible. 

It gave her a smile that promised more pleasure, but the pleasure it promised wasn’t of her world, nor of anything she did want.

It lunged inside her again, so hard she felt like she was going to explode.

She screamed!



Jeremy’s Fantasy

Jeremy sat up on his bed; his body aching and sweat covering every inch of his skin. Dream. It was just a lousy dream, he told himself.

He swiped at his forehead. It had all seemed so real. He reached down and clutched himself. 

He groaned in pain. He was still swollen and hard.

Disgusted with himself, he rose from his bed and marched into his office, where he sat behind his desk and flicked on its lamp. 

He shoved his hands beneath the light to look at them. They were his hands; but they weren’t his hands. The difference was minute, but there all the same. He was transforming.

“No!” He groaned unhappily.

He grabbed the notes he had been working on until the wee hours that night, glanced at his table clock, a simple spring wound device that tick-tocked away relentlessly, as long as he remembered to wind it every morning.

5am.

In another hour the sun would peek above Chesterbury Hall, then shadows would slide along the streets and sidewalks, past the waking Londoners out to pick up their Daily London News, walk their miserable pet dogs, chase off to work and all the other one thousand one things ordinary people did.

He shrugged. For a while.

That would all change if he had his way. The whole world would. 

He glanced at the top page of his notes.  A huge scrawl in his handwriting made a note to him: SOCIETY!

He glanced at his telephone book.

He had kept his distance from them for years now, waiting until the right moment when he could return in triumph and take over. Once he had assumed control, he would move full force into the conquest of London as he planned.

Soon, he thought to himself.

But even as thoughts of conquest and domination came over him, he felt the hardness between his legs again. It wasn’t going away.

And with that feeling was the memory of how she had felt between his legs.

Maybe it was time to change his plans again. To expand them to include...



March

March groaned when his cell phone vibrated hard against his side. He always slept with it that way so he wouldn’t miss important calls. An agent never knew when duty would call. And usually it was during the sleep, unfortunately.

“Bollux!” He sighed, then rolled over, retrieved the cell, sat up and flicked on his nightstand lamp.

The dim light still seemed like a harsh spotlight as it cast its beams into his face.

He shut his eyes to lessen it, then flicked on his receive.

“March!”
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Chapter Four
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March parked his car, a rental, since the last had been blown up in a raid three weeks ago, in the underground garage of Dunsany’s, a fashionable new men’s clothing store that threw at least four stories of brick and mortar into the sky and held tightly in its vast interior floors of bustling patrons and workers, searching and sometimes even fighting to find the latest trends in Saxony shoes, EverBurton suits and ties and the latest sneakers from the Americas...some kind of sneaker that sported LED spots when you needed them at night.

Who would have thought?

He stepped to the elevators, slapped the glowing green strip, and waited as the elevator came down to his level. Five.

The store had a lot of employees. But only a portion of them worked for Dunsany’s. Most were G1. G1, unknown to anyone else, occupied the top two floors, which were unreachable by normal elevator protocols and about a hundred floors down as well.

As a matter of fact, he ruminated to himself as he waited; G1 pretty much sprawled like a growing octopus across the length and breadth of London. It was an intentional obfuscating of its structure to protect it from being beheaded by alien invaders, zombie invasions, supernatural disturbances, vampire covens and other strange and assorted phenomena that seemed to always be cropping up these days.

He sighed, and then shook off the slight depression he was feeling. The elevator dinged, and then swished open.

He burst into it, slammed his hand into the top button, then when the doors swished shut, he pulled out his ID card, and he always kept handy in his jacket and pressed it against the green panel that everyone thought was so pretty on the elevator switch box.

“Good morning, Colonel March,” the elevator greeted him.

“Good morning, Mabel. Coffee and crullers please.”

“First thing,” the elevator acknowledged, then began to rise.

He smiled. Fifth floor, here I come.
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Chapter Five
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Higgins looked at her face in the mirror. It was drawn and haggard. She shouldn’t have stayed up so late last night after the dinner. But every time she spent any length of intimacy with March these days, she found herself unable to go to sleep as she normally might. She was exhausted. 

She felt her stomach.

And so was...

She shrugged off her doubts and worries and smiled at herself. “He’ll come around,” she promised herself.

But so far, he hadn’t.

He still couldn’t remember who she was to him. 
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