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  Reggie vs. Kaiju Storm Chimera Wolf


  by

  Matthew Wayne Selznick


  Reggie and Ben arrived in Dana Cove, California six hours after the kaiju storm had come and gone.


  This was actually pretty good time. There was rarely any advance warning of a manifestation, but fortunately seismic sensors planted offshore triggered storm sirens as soon as the beast roughly slouched onto the continental shelf. Most folks in the projected path had time to jolt out of bed and head elsewhere.


  The marines at Camp Pendleton had mobilized, but the thing was too quick. A kaiju might appear ponderous and slow on the evening news, but their ridiculous size meant they covered a lot of ground in a very short time. They also didn't tend to dawdle. With occasional exceptions, they made a bee-line for whatever drew them out, destroyed it, then either turned back the way they came or kept going until they inexplicably disappeared.


  This one showed up at three that morning. Reggie got the call at three fifteen, which wasn't so bad, because he hadn't been able to sleep anyway. Giant monster attacks beat staring at the ceiling and dwelling on the past any day of the week.


  By the time he and Ben were in the plane and on their way to John Wayne Airport, everything was over. The freeway south was hopelessly tangled with traffic. Considering their destination and who he might find there, Reggie didn't mind the delay so much.


  When they finally made the scene, the swath was overrun with post-responders, swarms of insurance agents, FEMA officials, and the media. The post-responder command center took over the athletic field of a high school that sat on a hilltop overlooking Dana Cove. Ben drove into the lot and parked behind an Abrams tank.


  Reggie, who had been mostly quiet for the drive, tried to snap out of it when they got out of the car. He hooked a thumb at the tank.


  "Remember the first time you saw one of these babies up close?" He grinned. "I used to think they were so big..!"


  "Toenail big," Ben nodded. "Here come our guys."


  A tall, thin man with a disheveled comb-over strode toward them, palm outstretched. Just behind him came an older man in field military dress.


  "Ned Yarborough, FEMA," said the thin man. "This is Colonel Gredley."


  They shook hands in turn.


  "I'm Reggie Samson, and this is my partner, Ben Handell."


  Yarborough looked past them to their car. "You came in that?"


  Reggie and Ben exchanged a glance. "It's a rental," said Reggie.


  Yarborough shrugged. "I guess I was expecting one of those VTOL, mecha-things..."


  Reggie grinned. "We don't get to play with those toys in our division. Besides, the manifestation didn't really last long enough for engagement, isn't that correct?"


  Colonel Gredley nodded economically. "That is correct. Your engagement team at the base is on standby if there should be a need."


  "We'll find out soon enough," Ben said.


  Yarborough led them through the impromptu village of broad white tents, rows of outhouses, sensor towers, and heavy weapons installations that had obliterated the turf of the high school athletic field. They stopped at the fence on the edge of the hilltop.


  "You can get a pretty good look at the swath, here."


  On a day without monsters, it would have been a nice view. You could see most of the town center and all the way to Pacific Coast Highway and the misty ocean beyond. A wide, flat, smoking scar of ruin cut from the water to a shopping center half a mile inland.


  Ben said, "Must have gone back to the water."


  "Yeah..." Reggie considered the gaping crater at the end of the swath. It had been a grocery store, if he remembered right. "Look at that. I call digger." He turned to their escorts. "Any eyewitness reports?"


  "Nothing detailed," Yarborough said with a glance at Gredley, whose head jerked up and down. "It was dark, and power was cut as soon as they knew the thing was coming. Plus, no moon last night."


  Cutting power was always a good idea—it helped limit fires to those caused by ruptured natural gas lines. One orange torch speared up from the swath, but it could have been a lot worse. Reggie wasn't really surprised that his old stomping grounds (he chuckled inwardly at the expression) had its act together. There were over sixty years of worldwide collective experience to draw on, especially for coastal communities.


  "Rough idea?"


  Gredley rubbed the silver stubble on his chin. "Well, the reports we've gathered indicate it apparently had tentacles, but arms, too—and a head like a wolf."


  Ben looked at Gredley, and then at the huge sinkhole down the hill. A thin layer of smoke hung over it. "Like a wolf?"


  Ben's great grandfather had been there for one of Fenris' first manifestations in 1945. Reggie himself had been unlucky enough to see the kaiju in Berlin, in '89. But Fenris didn't have tentacles.


  "That's all I know. There're some folks here—locals—who might have a better idea."


  Reggie stared down the hill. The kaiju had stayed pretty close to Doheney Park Road, leaving the street a broken, muddy morass. It took out most of the shopping center, too, but seemed to focus on the grocery store. Would Henry's Mast still be there? Had Gwen worked the bar last night?


  He pursed his lips and sighed through his nose.


  "Let's go take a look at the hole."


  ~


  Colonel Gredley called up a ride in an M113 ACAV. They disembarked from the assault vehicle a hundred yards to the northwest of the pit.Yarborough confirmed that the pit had been a Fargello's Market.


  The difference between the disaster area ahead and their immediate surroundings was extreme. Turn your back on the hole and hold your breath against the foul miasma of smoke and sewage and the town seemed perfect. Pivot a hundred and eighty degrees, and there was absolute devastation—the swath—in an almost straight line from the shore.


  Reggie swallowed. It was jarring to see so many familiar landmarks all but erased. "So. Is it still in there?"


  Ben squinted toward the hole, bit his lower lip, and blinked slowly."I... yeah. I think so."


  A ripple of chills coursed down Reggie's spine. Damn. Could be right under their feet.


  Yarborough craned his neck and tilted his head at Ben. "You...you're..?"


  Reggie thought Yarborough looked like a lizard, twitching there. He spoke for his partner, who was still focused on the kaiju's hidey-hole. "Yeah, Ben's Touched. Third generation. His grandfather was in Germany, in the war."


  Ben's gaze sharpened and he smiled quickly. "Boo."


  Gredley appeared unimpressed. He unclipped a two-way radio from his hip and turned away from the three of them. He'd be ordering up the engagement unit from Pendleton and additional traditional forces. Probably order mandatory evacuation up and down the coast from San Clemente to Laguna Beach, and if they couldn't herd the kaiju back to the ocean, maybe as far inland as Abbeque Valley or Irvine.


  Yarborough was visibly curious. "That's why you perked up when the Colonel mentioned the wolf head."


  Ben shrugged. "Fenris hasn't been seen since it tore up the Berlin Wall." He looked at Reggie, who nodded. "It's not really a water monster, either."


  They had been headed for the edge of the hole, but now an unspoken accord had the group moving well away from it. Gredley brought up the rear and spoke into his radio. Reggie led them across the shattered asphalt and twisted lamp posts of the parking lot toward a secondary structure, most of which was still erect, if irreversibly battered. They stopped in front of Henry's Mast.


  The shattering effect of stepquakes, including a buckled foundation and liquefied ground, had condemned the saloon. At least it was still standing. There was a good chance anyone inside during the storm survived. If she had been there, Gwen was probably just fine.


  Ben said, "Little early for a beer."


  Glass crunched. A figure emerged from the shadowy interior.


  "We don't serve his kind, anyway." Gwen strode out of her bar like it hadn't been eight years since Reggie had seen her. She punched him, not lightly, on the shoulder. "You couldn't just write, Reginald? Hadda make an excuse to come see me?"


  Reggie grinned and flinched simultaneously. "Hey, you can't pin this one on me." He rubbed his shoulder. "Glad to see you're okay."


  They hugged, too quickly for Reggie. The contact brought back all the other ways they used to touch. He almost grabbed for her again, but stepped backward instead. He collided with Ben.


  Ben casually shoved him. "Watch out... Reginald." He shook hands with Gwen. "Ben Handell—and this is Mister Yarborough from FEMA, and Colonel Gredley."


  Gredley put away his radio. "Ma'am."


  "Gwen Linder. Hi. Mister FEMA. I imagine I'll be sitting down with you sooner or later."


  "We'll help get you back on your feet," Yarborough recited."This is your place?"


  "Was, you mean." When Gwen turned her attention to her shattered saloon, Reggie got a look at her. Despite her front, he guessed she was distraught. It tore at him.


  "Hey... were you here?"


  Her eyes were wide; her laugh, broken. "You know me, Reg. First in, last out."


  "So you saw it."


  She nodded. "I guess so."


  Ben stepped forward. "Ms. Linder, if you could describe..."


  Her face twisted into something between anger and mania. Reggie felt a rush of protective concern. "Look, you don't have to do that right now—"


  She fixed him with a glare. He remembered. Gwen rarely allowed anyone to protect her.


  "What am I supposed to describe?" She addressed Ben, but kept her eyes on Reggie. "The place fell apart around me." She looked away. "The ground turned to water, but I never learned to surf—blonde girl from the OC and all that, but there you go. There was a lot of noise. Damn thing roared, I guess... and that took care of me for a while. When I could think again, I crawled outside and Paul's store was gone."


  Reggie looked over at the hole. Had there been a night shift? Had any of them escaped? An uneasy thought struck him.


  "Who's Paul?"


  She smirked. "Paul Fargello, Reginald. 'Who's Paul...' Seriously?"


  Nearly a decade and absolutely no claim, but Reggie felt his insides twist. "You're going out with Mister Fargello's Market?"


  She held up her left hand. It
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