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It slumbers in the deep. One ethereal eye open to the human world. Not so awake as to feel the suffocating squeeze of time and space, but alive enough to burn with infinite hate. Maybe there will never be an escape, only a wait to the bitter end when Azathoth itself awakes.

It hears the voices of the primitives echo within the three-dimensional trap of space. Time and time again they poorly translate its eldritch language. They gaze into their inglorious shrine. They chant the long forgotten consonants to bring it from the deep, but the house at R’lyeh holds strong. 

The prisoner remains dead, yet dreaming. 

The prisoner waits for The Key to unlock the gate.
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SCOTT LEFT THE LAS Vegas pawn shop. The tinkling of an overhead bell marked the passage across its threshold of yet another sucker. The place reeked with lingering woes. A destroyed home, a dissolved marriage, a crushed dream. He was glad to be outside.

A sprinkling of early morning rain left the sidewalk temporarily clean before the onslaught of impending foot traffic. Stay home and stay safe did not apply anymore. People wanted out of their State-mandated prisons.

At least Scott had gotten what he wanted. Cash, but not nearly what he hoped for. His gold plated One-Day-At-A-Time coin turned a mere twenty dollars. Sobriety hadn't been nearly as fun as they said it would be. At least he could drive in a straight line nowadays. 

Scott should’ve never been behind the wheel that night. The accident cost him a broken leg and a friend’s life. The 66’ mustang glanced off another car then flipped headlong into a gully at the Nevada-California border. He was tired of glimpsing the ghost of his friend around town, forever condemning him for making a tragic mistake.

Now all Scott had left in the world were the clothes on his back and the 79’ Harley Shovelhead parked at the curb. Free of his low-rent apartment off Charleston, the bike was his ticket out of the god-forsaken city. He planned to use the cash for food and enough gas to make it to the Pacific Ocean.

The last few years of working as a casino dealer felt like a steel trap. So often he watched people get sucked dry of their livelihood, being addicted to a machine slanted toward the house. Heck, he knew them well. He himself was but another notch in the city’s unending grip on the souls of the unsuspecting.

Scott paused outside the shop door and looked around. The pawn shop bell rang again as someone pushed him from behind. It came hard enough to send him to his knees into the gutter. His attacker fled down Fremont Street when the shopkeeper came out shouting. Scott was no do-gooder, and didn’t care what the man had taken, but damn if that asshole would get away with knocking him over.

Scott raced after the thief, following him into an ally that narrowed between rows of desert shrubs. The path turned, dropping into a massive drainage ditch. Scott followed him down and finally caught up to him, tackling him on the wet concrete. He straddled the guy and pinned both his arms. Strong body odor wafted up like a slap in the face.

The man offered up a Rolex in his hand. “Here, Christ! Take it back already.”

“I don’t want your watch,” Scott said, “I just don’t enjoy being knocked over.”

The man squirmed but had no hope of escape under Scott’s two-hundred pound frame. He was about to let the guy go when a loud moan came from the entrance of a huge drain pipe. An old man with a short white beard staggered into the bright morning light. He wore black slacks and a dinner jacket. The fetid darkness behind him, no doubt leading to one of the many underground hostels of the homeless. The passages worked well enough for shelter in the merciless summer heat, but every so often a flash flood would drown unprepared occupants.

Scott stood and let the thief go, watching him sprint in the opposite direction of the old man from the tunnel who now hobbled with the gait of a zombie while babbling in a foreign language. He stopped in front of Scott. His face was ridden with anxiety.

“Hey, are you okay?” Scott asked.

“I’m almost out of time,” the man said.

“What were you doing in there?”

The man regained some composure, then introduced himself as Doctor Dietmar Smith. 

“I couldn’t find the right doorway,” he said. “I tried to, but I—”

“I take it you don't live over there?” Scott thumbed at the tunnel.

“No, but I need to get going.” He glanced around as if looking for something. “And it appears my bike has been taken. Would you be so kind as to give me a lift home?”

The last thing Scott wanted to do was to give a lunatic a ride on the back of his motorcycle. As he began to politely decline, the old man thrust a hundred-dollar bill into his hand.

#
[image: image]



The King in Yellow moves through the vacuum of space, riding on the free energies of interstellar wind. The womb of Hyades is far behind now, and ahead lies the anticipated satisfaction of wrapping ravenous tentacles around the throat of one who never should have existed. Hastur will convert the banished into the executed. 

Death to the one who slumbers in its watery prison. 

Death to the one called Cthulhu.
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SCOTT FOLLOWED DOCTOR Dietmar’s directions as they made their way to the Northeast side of town. Dietmar’s house sat directly under the flight path of Nellis Air Force Base. A fighter-jet screamed off the runway and flew overhead. The house matched the rundown neighborhood, but Dietmar seemed out of place. When they pulled up at the curb, Scott took notice of a small rental car in the driveway. 

Appearing from around the side of the house, a woman hurried down the weed-ridden yard to the street. Theresa Smith wore a tan business skirt and suit jacket. Her streaked blonde hair quaffed into a tight bun, looking like she just came from a high power business meeting. 

“Where have you been?” She asked.

“Ah, there you are, my dear!” Dietmar replied.

They embraced, then she quickly pulled away. “Who’s this?”

Scott waved his hand without raising his arm, “Hi, I’m Scott.”

“You gave my dad a ride on that?”

“Well, yeah,” Scott said as he glanced back at his Harley. “I found him wandering around a place he shouldn’t have been.”

Dietmar grabbed his head and steadied himself. “I must rest now.”

His daughter started leading him toward the house, but the doctor stopped and turned around. “I think you may help, Scott, please come inside. Theresa will make you something to eat. Won’t you, dear?”

Scott hadn’t had anything to eat since the night before. And turning down a free meal would’ve been just plain rude.

Theresa followed her father into a bedroom and began to complain through the thin door. She hammered him about the meager living conditions he had been renting for the last year. She exited his room with a tired look on her face, then quietly shut the door and went into the kitchen. A few minutes later she returned with a sandwich on a paper plate, placing it on the coffee table in front of Scott. The lunch looked haphazardly thrown together, comprising a bologna sandwich with wilted lettuce sticking out from between thin slices of white bread. A few broken potato chips on the side.

“What’s your deal, anyway?” Theresa asked. She sat down in a padded chair across from Scott, who had already taken a spot on the couch.

Scott put the plate on his lap and took a large bite of the sandwich. “I saw your old man, so I helped him out. I don’t think he should live alone, if you know what I mean.”

Her face screwed up in anger but her words remained calm. She stood and waved her arms at the drab furniture and dusty corners, “I didn’t know he was living like this.” She flopped back into her chair. “He was faculty back in New York, Miskatonic University. After mom passed he suddenly left his professorship and hasn't been the same on his own. Now he’s obsessed with some mystical idol.”

Scott watched her, wondering if she had a boyfriend. “So, what do you do, sell stocks or something back East ?” he asked.

“No. I’m a software developer at VisageTome.”

Scott blinked.

“I live in Denver,” she added while pulling at her stray hairs in a failed attempt to tuck them away. “I flew out here as soon as I got his crazy message.” She was quiet for a moment. Her brow furrowed in deep thought. 

Scott grabbed a potato chip and munched on it.

“And yes, I agree he shouldn’t be alone, so I’m taking him back with me as soon as possible. He won’t go home, but at least he said he wouldn’t mind Colorado.”

Theresa went back to another bedroom and shut the door. He couldn’t figure how such a smart woman could make such an awful sandwich. He finished it anyway. 

In moments a dizziness set in. He tried to stand but his legs wouldn’t move. Was the sandwich poisoned? A blissful nonexistence of sleep overtook him.
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Cthulhu stirs. It senses that something wicked this way comes. With desperation it presses its limited consciousness out into space, trying to discern who approaches.

Unless it can awaken, there will be no defense against the approaching enemy. Time is of the essence. It must call upon The Key with all its strength, or perish in the inevitable onslaught. 

The Key...

The Key... it must have The Key!
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SCOTT WOKE TO BEING shaken. His head ached like after a night of too many Witch Doctors at the Rio.

“Wake up, my good man!” Doctor Deitmar said.

Scott pushed him away and pressed his temples with his fingertips. “What’s going on?”

“Where’s Theresa?” Dietmar asked.

“I dunno. I must’ve fallen asleep on the couch. What the hell did she put in that sandwich, anyway?”

“It wasn't that.” Dietmar said. “For I, too, was cast into a
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