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Homicides & Predators 

By Tom Kropp

In the pale forest moonlight, Scot saw the twenty foot tall Tyrannosaurus Rex hurtling to hit him and he managed to make a deft lunge left. The second, larger Rex tried to bite him in half with a stomp and big chomp. Scot’s extraordinary agility and supernatural celerity saved him as he dashed past the pair to slide behind a titanic tree. The pair of predators roared in furious frustration at their missed blitz attack.

Shannon flew through the night on their far Rex’s right from beyond its clear sight. The Rex never saw Shannon until she nipped its neck from behind with a mouth huger than a hippo and terrible teeth that gnashed through the neck to rive its spine. In an instant, Shannon’s maw and claws dealt death on the Rex bringing it crashing down with a shattered spine and opened arteries and veins gushing gore on the forest floor.

Shannon landed lightly despite her size. She was bigger than a Kodiak brown bear from Earth with colossal claws and a hippo sized maw. She looked like an immense black wolf from Earth, but what made her change at night was a dark matter/ dark energy alien entity symbiont inside her. In daylight Shannon was a human pretty brunette lady with emerald eyes and a shapely figure. During her night wolf phases she still retained most of her human mind, but the symbiont also had a strong pull with its primitive wolfish desires to hunt, kill and feed.

The remaining Rex rushed at Shannon. At that moment the Rex dying on the ground managed to give a last spasmodic thrash and its long tail swooped in a loop to larrup Shannon’s legs from behind, staggering her.

Scot stepped out with a pistol in his fist. The double barrel bulky gun gushed a gout of smoke and fire as both barrels belched out balls of lead. Both balls belted the beast’s belly and it screamed at the sting, spinning towards Scot. Scot’s other fist raised a second double barrel pistol and it puffed its projectiles in a conflagrant cloud and this time both balls rammed the Rex higher mauling its mouth. Enraged it charged Scot.

Shannon took advantage of its distraction with a stupendous spring and swing of her claws and maw. She nailed its neck from behind separating the spine and knifing its neck open. The Rex’s limbs folded under him as he came crashing down.

Scot and Shannon fled from the scene leaving both dying dinosaurs behind them. The alien world’s forest was primeval full of titanic trees and vegetation, but the couple moved with uncanny agility and speed. 

Scot was a short, very muscular, blond haired, blue eyed young man that had good rugged looks with numerous facial scars. His left hand was robotic, but appeared normal. He had grown up in the Chicago ghetto back on Earth, but he was a long ways from home. He had been bitten by a creature called a Slypher on the planet and barely survived the sickness afterwards. The creatures bite had augmented his DNA making him several times stronger and faster than what he’d previously been, and Scot had been a very strong, swift and skilled fighter before the Slypher bite. 

“Giants closing in on all sides! Swing right! Right!” Sharon desperately shouted and pointed urgently as she flew above Scot.

“Right Shannon!” Scot barked and pointed while wheeling over to divert his direction. Shannon followed his lead.

Only Scot could see Sharon because she was a ghost. When Scot was sixteen back on Earth he was hit in the head by a bat and suffered brain trauma. He woke up able to see and speak to souls that remained on Earth. Many murder victims came to him seeking vengeance against their killers. 

Sharon had been a beautiful woman in life and remained so in death with long blond hair and blue eyes and fine figure. She was translucent and glowed with silvery astral light. She’d been an FBI agent that was murdered by a serial killer and she had discovered that Scot could see her. They’d become partners with her spying on the world hunting down killers and passing on the Intel to Scot. Scot had worked with certain law enforcement and military agencies to catch the killers and terrorists. In exchange Sharon helped him win money gambling in casinos at cards by telling him the cards other players had. They’d ended up on an alien world while working for the government discovering dimensional rifts that led from Earth to the world they were currently trapped on.

Four giants ahead! You have to get through them to break through the gauntlet!” Sharon warned Scot while pointing.

“Shannon! Four giants!” Scot spat and pointed.

Shannon barely spared him a side glance as she loped along through the forest a few feet from him. They spread out wider and slowed down greatly to improve stealth. Sharon flew back and forth in blurs spying on the giants and warning Scot what lay ahead.

The four giants burst from brush and out from behind trees. Several clutched cannon-sized firearms that fulminated and flashed vomiting out volleys at both Scot and Shannon. The ponderous, primitive flintlocks had long crude bayonets affixed to the barrels for the giants to stab after shooting. The giants themselves were terrifying titanic troglodytes averaging about over eighteen feet tall and they wore a motley assortment of mail, iron and bone armor. Some had shields, sword, spears and bows and arrows in addition to their two shot double barrel cannons. All four had dark hair and dark eyes with very hairy bodies and coarse, cruel features.

Shannon wisely juked aside to dive behind a tree as a hive of lead lashed past and tattered the tree. The flock of grapeshot narrowly missed her and two pellets even pelted along her left leg. Her dark matter symbiont made her flesh and bones freakishly strong and swift to heal, but she still felt the stings ping her. After the cannons’ clamor she was ready as the nearest two giants appeared through the smoke in the moonlight. Shannon’s sudden rush was too fast for the nearest giant to counter. It tried to skewer her on its barrel bayonet, but she nimbly evaded the edge and was a blur of fur and fanged fury threshing its throat open with a bite like a titanic bear trap that snapped, clamped and tore in a flood of gore.

The other giant almost impaled her with a thrust. Shannon’s paw batted the bayonet blade aside as she leapt and swept her teeth and talons at its neck. The giant managed to get its elbow up to block her bite and strikes from its neck, but she half amputated its arm in her attack before she sprang clear of the colossal creature. The giant’s lacerated limb hung limp with severed nerves and tendons and it roared in agony and anger after her.

Scot managed to hide behind a tree as the cannons’ coughed out conflagrant clouds and large spreads of lead as grapeshot torrents trashed trees and vegetation. Had Scot and Shannon been normal mortal beings they would have been pulverized by the projectiles. 

Scot bolted into battle. He hadn’t had time to reload his pistols. A giant tried to skewer him like a shish kabob on its bayonet. Scot evaded the blade with by sidestepping. Rather than go high, he stayed low with a knife blow that clove through the creature’s crude codpiece, tearing into its testicles.

Scot’s knife jammed in the giant’s jewels and he had to release it to keep running as it hopped and tried to stomp him. The other giant didn’t have a cannon, it clutched a shield and sword and expertly aimed a cut at Scot. He narrowly jumped above the blade as it slashed a path through the brush below him. He landed in a roll and had to dive aside again as it used the shield to try squashing him. Rather than retreat, Scot charged inside its guard and chucked a punch with his robotic hand that landed on its shinbone region. The giant wore crude padded greaves of bone, but Scot got around the armor to land a lick that hit its shin hard enough to make it forget about everything but the pain in those moments. Scot swept past it.

Then Scot and Shannon were running full tilt leaving the ambush behind. The other giants in the gauntlet showed up too late to confront the couple.

“Keep moving, Scot. You’ve avoided the ring of giants, but I wouldn’t rest anytime soon. They’re really mad.” Sharon advised him.

Scot just grunted in reply. The two Tyrannosaurus Rex had been resting in the area and been disturbed by the chase through their nesting area. The band of giants moved fast through their forest on those long legs and they come very close to catching the couple in their closing ring.

“We’re through the ring, Shannon. But we need to keep moving.” Scot panted at the huge wolf.

The couple continued on their journey through the forest at a fast gait. They couldn’t maintain n full speed forever without getting winded, their augmented abilities had limits. Shannon’s lacerated leg healed up while she was on the move. Sharon kept them informed about the giants and other predators as they continued their jaunt through the jungle.

The primitive planet was called Tier by most of its sentient denizens. It was actually a huge research project bioengineered by the little alien Greys that visited Earth in their saucer shaped star ships that traveled through dimensional wormholes the Greys created. The Greys had seeded the planet with life forms from Earth history that included dinosaurs, massive mammals, immense avian entities, and humanoids of all sorts and species, including giants. In addition, alien creatures of all kinds dwelt there too.

The Greys had taken some perverse pleasure in watching the world slowly evolve in violent struggles. It was a world where might equaled right and the strong preyed on the weak. Thus far their weapon technology hadn’t evolved beyond primitive firearms using black powder and lead balls and limited shots. Many less evolved humanoids used poisoned arrows and spears, along with just hand weaponry. Only by banding together and using their superior intellects had the sentient species managed to survive amongst all the huge predators. It was also a racist world where societies didn’t trust anyone outside their own and slavery of all sorts still existed in many places.

The Greys’ great scientific studies had gone to hell in a hurry recently because a new species called the Skender had declared war on the Greys. The Skender resembled the tall, scary, seemingly faceless entity known as Slenderman in Earth myths. The Skender were very tall, strong, fast, and technologically advanced beyond even the Greys. The Greys were short, skinny, big headed, huge eyed, telepathic beings that flew saucer shaped ships. The Skender flew dart shaped starships and the Greys were losing the war.

Shannon and Scot had made enemies amongst both advanced alien species and were on the run from them and seemingly everything and everyone else on the savage planet. They were near the edge of a vast forest clearing when the heavens lit up as a wormhole opened above. From the wormhole numerous alien Grey saucer ships and the Skender dart shaped ships emerged and commenced cannonades at each other in torrents of torpedoes and pulses of plasma and lances of laser fire. Ships exploded and something happened that tore a dimensional rift in the planet that rippled right over the ground and swallowed up Shannon, Scot and Sharon. 

It was one of many dimensional doorways that had formed on the planet from the strain of the unstable wormholes the Greys and Skender used to travel through being breached in battle. They were hurtled through space and time in the weird wormhole rift to a new place. Behind them the world of Tier erupted as dimensional rifts ripped through countless places.
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They were hurtled through space and time in the weird wormhole rift to a new place.

The sensation was like being torn apart and reassembled simultaneously. Scot felt his consciousness stretching across dimensions, his augmented body screaming in protest as reality bent around him. Shannon's wolf form flickered and phased, her dark matter symbiont struggling to maintain cohesion through the dimensional turbulence. Sharon, already existing as a spectral entity, seemed the least affected, though her silvery astral glow pulsed erratically like a dying star.

Colors that had no names in any human language streaked past them. Scot caught glimpses of other places, other times—a crystalline city floating in purple clouds, a battlefield where creatures made of living shadow fought beings of pure light, an ocean of liquid mercury under three suns. Each vision lasted less than a heartbeat before being replaced by another impossibility.

Then, with a violence that would have shattered normal bones, they crashed into solid ground.

Scot hit hard, his augmented body absorbing the impact that would have killed an ordinary human. He rolled instinctively, combat training overriding the disorientation, and came up in a crouch with his hands already reaching for weapons. His pistols were still empty from the giant ambush, but his robotic left hand clenched into a fist that could punch through steel.

Shannon landed nearby in a tumble of black fur and barely controlled momentum. She snarled reflexively, her hippo-sized maw displaying teeth that could shred a Tyrannosaurus. The impact had been hard even for her supernaturally resilient form, but she was already rising, her emerald eyes—so human despite the monstrous body—scanning for threats.

Sharon materialized above them, her translucent form rippling like disturbed water before solidifying into her usual ghostly appearance. "We're not on Tier anymore," she said unnecessarily, her voice carrying that hollow quality that reminded Scot she was speaking directly into his mind rather than making actual sounds.

"No kidding," Scot muttered, taking in their surroundings with growing unease.

They had landed in what appeared to be a city, but calling it merely a city felt inadequate. Structures of impossible geometry rose around them, buildings that seemed to fold into themselves while simultaneously expanding outward. Some were made of materials that looked like stone but pulsed with bioluminescent veins. Others appeared to be grown rather than built, organic towers with windows that opened and closed like breathing mouths.

The sky was wrong. Instead of the familiar dome of atmosphere with sun or moons, the heavens here looked fractured—as if someone had shattered reality itself and imperfectly glued it back together. Patches of day and night existed simultaneously in different sections, with clear demarcation lines where bright sunlight met star-studded darkness. In other areas, the sky showed what looked like other worlds entirely, as if someone had opened windows to different dimensions.

"What is this place?" Scot wondered.

"Somewhere bad," Sharon said, floating closer to Scot. Her spectral senses, already attuned to things beyond mortal perception, were clearly picking up something that disturbed even her. "This place... it's a convergence point. Multiple realities are bleeding together here."

Scot's jaw tightened. He'd dealt with dimensional rifts before—that's how he and Shannon had ended up on Tier in the first place—but this was different. This wasn't just a doorway between worlds. This was a place where the walls between realities had broken down completely.

Movement caught his eye. Figures were emerging from the bizarre buildings, and Scot's hand instinctively went to his empty pistols before he forced himself to assess the situation more carefully.

The inhabitants of this place were as varied as the architecture. He saw humanoids of every conceivable type—some that looked almost human except for subtle differences like reversed joints or extra fingers, others that were barely humanoid at all with too many limbs or heads that split into multiple segments. There were creatures that defied easy description: floating orbs of what looked like contained lightning, slug-like beings that left trails of crystalline residue, something that appeared to be a walking mathematical equation somehow given physical form.

But what struck Scot most wasn't the diversity—after Tier, he'd seen plenty of strange creatures—it was the atmosphere. These beings moved with purpose, going about what appeared to be daily routines. Vendors called out in a dozen different languages, selling goods from stands that seemed to exist in multiple dimensions simultaneously. Children of various species played in streets that curved upward into impossible angles.

This wasn't a battlefield or a wilderness. This was a community.

"Well," Scot said, slowly straightening from his combat crouch, "this is new."

A figure approached them cautiously. It was vaguely humanoid but stood about seven feet tall, with skin that shifted through colors like oil on water. Its face had too many eyes—Scot counted at least eight before giving up—and when it spoke, the words came out in perfectly clear English despite its lack of anything resembling human vocal cords.

"New arrivals," the being said, its tone suggesting this was a common occurrence. "Through the rift collapse over Tier, I'm guessing. You have that look about you—shell-shocked and combat-ready." It made a gesture that might have been welcoming or might have been a warning. Hard to tell with alien body language. "Welcome to Nexus. I'm Kaleth. I run the orientation center for refugees."

"Refugees?" Scot frowned.

Kaleth's many eyes blinked in sequence, creating an unsettling ripple effect. "That's what you are now. Tier is far behind you. The war between the Greys and the Skender went critical about six hours ago. They tore the planet apart trying to out-firepower each other. The dimensional instabilities created rifts all over the world, and most of them led here." The being paused, as if considering how much to say. "You're lucky you got through. Most didn't."

Scot felt his stomach drop. He'd had no love for Tier—it had been a violent, savage world that had nearly killed them both a dozen times over. But hearing that it was simply gone was different. All those people, all those creatures, the giants that had been hunting them just minutes ago...

"How many made it through?" he asked quietly.

"Maybe a few thousand, scattered across different arrival points in Nexus. Out of millions." Kaleth's colors dimmed, shifting toward darker hues. "It's been a bad day. We're used to refugees here—Nexus sits at a natural convergence point between dimensions, and when realities collide or collapse, survivors tend to wash up here. But this many, all at once..." The being shook its head in a very human gesture of dismay. "The Council is overwhelmed."

Sharon had been floating in a slow circle, examining the area with her spectral senses. "This place is stable," she announced, sounding surprised. "Despite all the dimensional bleed-through, there's an underlying structure holding it together. Something artificial."

"The Lattice," Kaleth confirmed. "Built by the Architects millennia ago, before they disappeared. We don't fully understand how it works, but it keeps Nexus from tearing itself apart despite all the different realities trying to exist in the same space. It's what makes civilization possible here."

Scot was processing all of this, his mind already shifting from immediate combat mode to strategic thinking. If they were stuck here—and it sounded like they were—they needed to understand the rules. "What do we need to know to survive here?"

Kaleth's colors brightened slightly, shifting toward what might have been approval. "Smart question. Most new arrivals spend the first day demanding to be sent home." The being gestured for them to follow. "Come. I'll take you to the orientation center. But the short version: Nexus runs on trade and information. Whatever skills you have, whatever knowledge you bring from your home reality, that's your currency here. Violence is heavily policed by the Wardens—they're the only ones allowed to use force in most districts. And dimensional travel is strictly regulated by the Council."

As they walked, Shannon's form began to shimmer. Scot recognized the signs—dawn was approaching, at least by whatever cycle governed this section of Nexus. The dark matter symbiont that transformed Shannon into a giant wolf at night was beginning to release its hold.

"Shannon, you okay?" Scot asked.

Shannon shook her head negatively, feeling very strange.

Kaleth's many eyes focused on Shannon, and the being's colors shifted through a rapid sequence that might have indicated surprise or interest. "Shapeshifter? We have facilities for transitional species. This way."

The being led them down a street that seemed to curve in directions Scot's brain couldn't quite process, past buildings that cast shadows in colors that shouldn't exist. Other refugees from the Tier disaster were visible now—Scot recognized a group of smaller giants huddled together in shock, a pack of what looked like intelligent raptors moving nervously through the crowd, and even a few Greys, looking diminished and defeated without their technology and ships.

The orientation center was a vast building that seemed larger inside than outside, another casual violation of normal physics. Kaleth led them to a private room where Shannon could transform without drawing attention. Scot stood guard outside while the change happened, a process that he knew was painful even if Shannon never complained about it.

When the door opened again, Shannon emerged in her human form—a pretty brunette with emerald eyes, looking exhausted but relieved to be back in her own body. The night form was powerful, but it was also draining, and the symbiont's influence on her mind was something she had to constantly fight.

"Better?" Scot asked.

"Much." She leaned against him for a moment, drawing comfort from his presence. They'd been through too much together, survived too many impossibilities.

Kaleth returned with what looked like data tablets, though they were made of a crystalline substance that seemed to contain swirling mists. "These are your initial identities in Nexus. They're keyed to your biometric signatures—or in your case," the being nodded toward Sharon, "your spectral resonance. They'll give you access to basic services while you get established."

"And what do you want in return?" Scot asked. Years in the Chicago ghetto had taught him that nothing was ever truly free.

Kaleth's colors shifted in what might have been amusement. "Information. Tell me everything you remember about the final moments on Tier. The Council is trying to piece together what happened, and every data point helps." The being paused. "Also, I notice you have augmentations—both biological and technological. That's valuable. There's always work for people with combat capabilities, provided you're willing to register with the Wardens."

Over the next several hours, Scot and Shannon told their story. Kaleth recorded everything, asking occasional clarifying questions, particularly interested in their encounters with both the Greys and the Skender. Sharon provided details they'd missed, her spectral perspective giving a more complete picture of the events.

"The Skender," Kaleth said thoughtfully. "They're known here, though they rarely visit Nexus directly. Too advanced, too arrogant to deal with what they see as lesser species. If they really did destroy an entire research world just to eliminate the Greys..." The being's colors darkened. "That's escalation on a scale we haven't seen in centuries."

"What happens now?" Shannon asked. She'd been quiet during most of the debriefing, still processing everything that had happened.

"Now you start building a new life. Nexus isn't paradise—we have crime, poverty, corruption like anywhere else. But we have something most places don't: stability in a multiverse that's increasingly unstable. Realities are collapsing more frequently, dimensional walls are weakening, and refugees are flooding in from dying worlds." Kaleth stood, its form shifting slightly as if preparing to leave. "You're survivors. That makes you valuable. The Wardens are always recruiting, or there are private security firms if you prefer. Given your skill set, you won't have trouble finding work."

After Kaleth left, the three of them—Scot, Shannon, and Sharon—sat in silence for a long moment. The weight of everything they'd lost, everything they'd survived, seemed to settle over them.

"We can't go home," Shannon said quietly. "Can we?"

Scot thought about Earth, about Chicago, about the life he'd left behind when he'd been recruited for that first mission through the dimensional rifts. The law enforcement and military contacts who'd used his unique ability to see and communicate with ghosts.

"I don't know," he admitted. "But we're alive. That's more than most people from Tier can say right now."

Sharon floated between them, her spectral form flickering slightly. "There are other ghosts here," she said suddenly. "I can sense them. Souls from a dozen different realities, all trapped or choosing to stay for their own reasons. I'm not alone."

Something in her voice made Scot look up. Sharon had been alone in her death for so long, unable to interact with anyone except Scot. The idea that there might be other spirits here, ones she could actually communicate with...

"That's good," he said, meaning it. "You deserve that."

A chime sounded, and their crystalline tablets pulsed with light. Text appeared in the swirling mist, translating automatically into English.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





