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Explore other Universes.

Hunt Deadly Monsters.

Make a Profit.

Recruit Riley Wyatt is a little nervous, even though he's gone through portals to other universes before.

The prestigious mercenary group the Ninth Fists isn't easy to get into—Riley made the cut because of his special augmentations, skills, and a personal drive that only a member of his military's special forces could develop. Now, on his first mission with his new squad to a living, multi-layered planet in a strange universe, Riley is determined to do his best to protect the company's Helium miners deep underground from the increasing aggression of the world's subterranean wildlife.

However, across infinite space-time, other universes and multiverses can hold very bizarre secrets, and as the situation in the depths of the helium mine worsens, Riley finds himself separated from his squad and trying to save himself and the others with his intellect instead of raw firepower. Will the young monster hunter's first mission with the Ninth Fists end with frigid oblivion in the Helion Depths?
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The Helion Depths is a fast-paced weird science fiction/fantasy story related to the "Monster Hunting for Fun and Profit" series. Before Riley Wyatt was the smirking cybernetic gunslinger in Jason Leaper's Reality Rifters Monster Hunting Team, he was a mercenary in a corporate acquisitions team called the Ninth Fists. This is a glimpse into Riley's backstory. If you love books about guns, survival, vicious and terrible mythical monsters, cosmic horror, time travel, DINOSAURS, and exploring strange new worlds ... read this series today!
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Want a FREE BOOK related to this series?

Join my Fiction Mailing List, and I’ll send you a FREE NOVELLA related to the Monster Hunting for Fun and Profit series—something not sold in bookstores and only available to my fans! As a member of my mailing list, you’ll receive occasional updates about upcoming books, and you’ll get more free goodies from time to time as well. I won’t spam you—I promise.

Click Here to Download “A Bond Between Man and Monster”
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Workman Vernon Waller was terrified. Those fruking things would try to kill him soon—he knew it.

He released his drill's throttle to adjust his grip on the handlebars, letting the engine idle as he flexed his hands. Looking around the darkness, he flashed his bright helmet light through the weird, purple space. Several of the dangerous white 'jellyfish' hovered in the distant misty air, reflecting his light. They reminded Vernon that monsters were always out there, waiting.

"Ready to clear?" asked his partner, Roy Coleman.

"Nah," Vernon replied, settling his drill bit into a new spot between the lumecite crystal he'd been extracting and the veined purple rock wall around it. A drifting blob of liquid helium splashed across Vernon's face, cool and tingly instead of fatally cold, like it would be back home.

He resumed his work cutting the faintly glowing crystal out of the cavern wall. Helium mist splashed away from the loud vibrations of his heavy tool, and Vernon looked up at the distant jellyfish again. They drifted lazily through the air, as white as snow and the size of a human torso with four plump tentacles hanging down below them. Liquid helium floated through the humid air around them. The moment Vernon turned back, he saw his drill bit meandering, and it burst one of the veins in the wall, splashing his orange Xygen jumpsuit with sticky, purple fluid. With the liquid helium in the air, he couldn't smell anything while breathing with his artificial lung, but he imagined that it was fruking foul...

"Pay attention!" Roy shouted, and Vernon grimaced and focused on the crystal again.

"This shet is ridiculous," he snapped back at Roy. "Hazard pay isn't enough. Those fruking things are going to keep attacking us until—"

Just then, something heavy crashed into Vernon's side and he fell, expelling a large huff from his artificial lung as he hit the crystalline ground hard. Chunks of lumicite and the weird purple rock jabbed into Vernon's body, the pain diminished by the heavy fabric of his jumpsuit. His drill clattered to the ground.

"What the fruk, Roy?!" Vernon asked, struggling to his feet and waving a hand through a floating blob of liquid helium in his face. This place was weird, dark, and terrible.

The other worker answered with a ragged scream, and Vernon felt a rush of adrenaline as he saw one of the xenos they called prowlers bowl Roy over, laying into him like a small bear would back home. The white light of Vernon's helmet lit up the snarling beast. It looked like a mixture of an ape and wolverine or something, dense and muscular with stony skin brimming with glittering shards of what looked like lumecite. The monster's pale face and jaws were splashed with bright red as it gnashed into Roy's struggling form, and its heavy paws and long claws tore into his poor partner again and again...

"Shet!" Vernon stammered, leaping to his feet, joints numb and body alive with fear. He stumbled backwards as two more beasts loped up to where they were working, eyes gleaming in his light. "Shet! Shet!" Vernon reached for his radio, jamming at the controls. "Help! We're under attack! End of the line! Under attack!"

The prowlers that weren't murdering Roy loped over to the crate where they were storing the extracted lumecite crystals. They began seizing the yellowish glowing stones, stuffing them into strange marsupial-like pouches on their thick, rocky bellies.

Vernon realized that he was still backing up, and he turned with a fright as he remembered the cliff. His mind reeled as his helmet lit up the edge leading to the helium abyss just behind him.

There was a sudden sensation of intense, freezing cold on Vernon's left shoulder that spread numbness through the skin of his back and chest. His fears realized, the workman saw the pale and undulating form of a white jellyfish enveloping his left side...

Vernon reached for the radio on that shoulder, and his right hand froze up in intense pain as he thrust it into the freezing, amorphous mass.

It was no good. He couldn't reach it—his hand was totally numb.

"Help me!" Vernon screamed. "Help!"

As the intense cold spread across his body, Vernon stared in horror at another approaching jellyfish, drifting toward him from the hazy darkness, then another, and another...
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Riley Wyatt stood in front of the biggest damned interdimensional gateway he'd ever seen. As it roared and swirled, casting off orange sparks into the hangar all around him, it occurred to Riley that even though he'd gone through several rifts before back in the Guard, this was the first time he was putting his life in the hands of an actual mercenary team.

He would be depending on the Ninth Fists and their tech to get home.

They were going to see some shet, no doubt. Mercs always caught shet heavier than the Guard ever did because the corporations went after the more lucrative—and more dangerous—jobs.

Riley craned his neck, adjusted his rifle sling, and scratched at his short beard as he stared at the swirling orange fire of the rift's spinning rim. Its surface rippled like the surface of a pond from the last recruit that had stepped through, and Riley could see the majority of his new squad through it on the other side. Only he and Chief Sawyer remained in the Xygen building.

Riley felt a firm hand bump his shoulder.

"What's the problem, Recruit?" Sawyer asked gruffly. "Get a move on!"

Shaking his head, Riley looked back at the hard man. "Sorry, Sergeant. I'm fine."

Sawyer let out a grunt. "Not Sergeant, Recruit Wyatt. It's Chief. You're not in the Guard anymore, boy. Now get going."

Riley stepped through, feeling the vibrations against his synthetic eardrums as he phased from one universe into another. Sawyer walked through behind him, and the two of them hustled to catch up.

Looking around, Riley tried to identify his section. He could see the commander striding along ahead, raising a hand to greet a young and lean man dressed in a Xygen orange jumpsuit of the corporation's mining operations. The man was holding a large electronic tablet and smiled thinly in response, waiting in the large bay full of crates and helium drums between the massive gate and the complex built into the cavern wall.

"Hey, you! Recruit!" one of the mercenaries said as Riley drifted toward first section. He had to shout over the constant sputtering roar of the deafening rift behind them. "What's your name again? Wyatt?"

Riley nodded, scanning the other man for insignia automatically, but there was none. "That's right. And I think you're ... Cherry?"

"Yeah man! So hey, I was wondering. Do you have anything ... extra? Weren't you in some special operations squad in the Guard?" 

First and second sections walked along after the commander, and the chief brought up the rear. Most of the men walked quietly, looking around the huge underground mining facility with grim curiosity or concealed fear. Everyone in third squad carried laser rifles for this mission, which Riley thought was odd. Usually it was better to have a variety of weapons in an unknown world. They didn't have any support weapons either.

"You mean augmentation-wise?" Riley replied with a smirk.

Another recruit in his section spoke up. Riley remembered his name. Foster. "Word is you were a Dust Angel, Wyatt," he said with a grin as
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