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    Blake—This book probably wouldn't have happened so quickly if we hadn't spent most of the family reunion talking about kaiju and all your great ideas for the series. I hope you don't mind that I used some of them—and credited you as an author too.
Just do me a favor: next time you go to camp and write home to your parents, make it a complete kaiju story with your drawings. I know they just want to hear more about kaiju—so bring it up several times a day. That way you can educate your mother on all the kaiju there are… and then let her know there'll be a quiz later.
Love you,Uncle Ben
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Chapter 1: A New Mission
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Blake sat alone, elbows resting on the railing of the Ocean City Music Pier, eyes locked on the horizon where the Atlantic Ocean kissed the sky. It was sunset—one of those evenings where the light stretched long and golden across the water, casting molten reflections across the waves. The air was warm with a salty tang, and a light breeze tousled his hair as it swept off the sea, carrying with it the rhythmic crash of the surf and the faint laughter of distant beachgoers packing up for the night.

Ocean City, New Jersey wasn’t known for kaiju attacks or mech battles—it was known for families in flip-flops, saltwater taffy, and long, lazy summers. The boardwalk buzzed behind him with the muffled sounds of arcade games and the scent of funnel cakes and fries, but out here on the pier, Blake felt worlds apart.

The Music Pier itself jutted proudly out over the waves, an old but sturdy structure of pale concrete and white columns, its arched entry and concert hall behind him already dimly lit with golden bulbs for the night’s beachside show. From this vantage point, Blake could see everything—the endless ocean, the curve of the shoreline, and the distant silhouettes of fishing boats returning to harbor. And yet, none of it settled the knot in his stomach.

He was still trying to process what General Strayer had just told them.

It felt like a full-on gut punch.

Weeks—no, months—of intense training. Learning to sync with the mech suits. Combat drills. Targeting exercises. Endurance trials that had left them sore and bruised and more than once, nearly puking. They’d been forged for war, molded into a team with one purpose: defend humanity from kaiju threats.

And now... they were grounded.

Too dangerous, Sarah had said. Too unpredictable. The suits weren’t ready. The world wasn’t ready. And besides, the only kaiju ever confirmed were Glacirath and Omega—and Omega, alongside Alpha, had defeated Glacirath in their last battle. After that, Omega had vanished into the Pacific without a trace. No sightings. No energy signatures. No movement. Nothing. 

In her mind, that meant there was no longer a need to deploy them.

Blake clenched his jaw, watching a lone gull glide across the sunset-stained sky. What had they been training for if they weren’t even going to use the suits? He didn’t join to sit behind a desk, or monitor seismic spikes from a lab screen. He wanted to stand toe-to-toe with a real kaiju—to feel the ground tremble, to hear the roar, to fight for something real.

Behind him, the wooden boards creaked gently.

Blake turned as LG came out to join him—his cousin and closest friend, the only person who truly understood what this mission had meant to him. LG stood for a moment, arms crossed, staring out at the horizon, then stepped up beside him.

“Hey,” Blake said, his voice low and flat.

“Hey,” LG replied. “You doing okay?”

“Yeah, I guess,” Blake answered with a shrug. “It just seems like such a waste is all. All that training we did.”

LG nodded, leaning on the railing beside him. “It’s not all bad, Blake,” he said. “They’re going to find something else for us to work on.”

Blake scoffed. “Yeah. Chasing down men in rubber suits claiming to be Bigfoot. I’m sure David is just thrilled. That’s right up his alley.”

LG gave a short laugh. “You know he’s already packed half a suitcase with gear. He had a pair of thermal goggles shipped in yesterday.”

Blake rolled his eyes, then glanced back at the ocean. A fishing boat drifted out past the breakers, its tiny silhouette framed in the last burst of light before the sun vanished beneath the waterline.
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He sighed. “This isn’t what I pictured when we snuck onto those trucks from Genesis Labs to Alaska. I wanted to matter. I wanted to do more than sit around investigating weird cold case files.”

“Then you won’t have any interest in this,” LG said with a smirk.

He reached into his backpack and pulled out a file folder—definitely a bit old-school for Blake, but LG didn’t seem to mind.

“Sarah already gave us our first assignment,” he said, handing the folder over to Blake

Blake straightened. “She did?”

LG nodded. “Yeah. You missed the briefing because you were out here brooding like Batman—but I’ll fill you in. Sarah said villagers deep in the Congo have been reporting something strange. Some kind of massive creature lurking around the river systems. And get this—one of the elders claims that some of the villagers actually ate one of the creatures.”

Blake blinked. “Wait—they ate it?”

“Yeah,” LG said, raising an eyebrow. “I guess it wandered too close to the edge of a village one night. Got tangled in fishing lines or weakened in the swamp—hard to tell. But the elder swears they killed it and cooked it like it was just another jungle beast.”

Blake stared. “That’s... insane.”

“Yep,” LG said. “But also the kind of thing you don’t hear unless something real is out there.”

LG thumbed through the files and pulled out a printed photo from the folder, handing it to Blake. The image was faded and blurry, clearly snapped in a rush—but even through the distortion, something massive and unmistakably unnatural stood out.

Blake studied it closely. He could just make out what looked like a long neck... and maybe jagged plates running down its back, though the quality made it hard to be sure. It stood motionless in the middle of a murky swamp, partially obscured by mist and shadow.

“Whatever it is,” Blake said quietly, eyes narrowing, “it looks... ancient.”

Blake studied the image, narrowing his eyes as he tried to make sense of the massive shape. “It could be anything, really,” LG said, peering over his shoulder. “But it does kinda resemble—”

“Kaiju?” Blake interrupted, raising an eyebrow.

“No,” LG said flatly. “I was gonna say dinosaur.”

Blake shrugged. “Yeah... I guess it could be that too.”

LG leaned in closer, his voice dropping slightly. “Locals call it Mokele-mbembe. The name means ‘one who stops the flow of rivers.’ There’ve been stories about it for over a hundred years. Scientists brush it off as myth. But cryptozoologists? They eat this stuff up. So you know David’s already on board.”

Blake tilted his head, eyes still locked on the creature in the photo. “I still think it’s a kaiju.”

“Could be,” LG said with a laugh. “Only one way to find out.”

Blake looked back up at him, a slow grin spreading across his face. 

"Blake, we’re going to investigate and report back—not engage with whatever it is. So don’t even think about it," LG said, eyeing him suspiciously.

Blake looked genuinely offended. “I wouldn’t dream of doing anything,” he said, placing three fingers of his right hand against his forehead in an exaggerated scout salute, then holding it out with mock sincerity. “Scout’s honor.”

LG rolled his eyes. “You were never a scout.”

“Details,” Blake muttered.

Blake chuckled, the grin still lingering as he looked down at the photo in his hand. “Yeah, sounds about right.” He folded the picture carefully and slid it into his jacket pocket. “So when are we heading out?”

“Tomorrow morning,” LG replied. “Team’s already been briefed. Our gear’s being packed tonight, and Sarah said Dr. Heather Isabell has put together some... interesting tech for us. Stuff that might come in handy in the jungle.

Blake leaned against the railing again, the ocean breeze tousling his hair as he stared out at the dark water, his heart already racing with anticipation.
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Sometime later, LG, Blake, Riese, and Marcus were in the hangar bay of Falcon Point Airbase, a secure tactical launch facility on the edge of Ocean City, New Jersey. The massive sliding bay doors were cracked open just enough to let in the smell of saltwater and the dull roar of waves crashing against the reinforced Atlantic seawall. Outside, the sky was overcast, thick clouds stretching low over the water like a ceiling of smoke. The early morning sun struggled to break through the haze, casting the hangar in a cool gray light.

Inside, the team was busy preparing for departure. The looming form of a military hover vehicle rested in the center of the bay, its side panels open and a wide aluminum loading ramp extended to the ground. It looked less like a transport and more like some dormant creature crouched low to the earth, ready to lurch forward at any moment. Around it, the hangar buzzed with activity—ground crews, supply officers, and field agents moved with practiced urgency. Expedition crates stenciled with the Kaiju Task Force logo were stacked on wooden skids, each one locked down with rust-resistant metal clasps and thick canvas straps.

There were no drones, scanners, or digital diagnostics humming in the background. Today’s operation was stripped to the bone—only the essentials. No room for flashy tech. Just what they could carry, fix in the field, and count on when things got rough.

Riese crouched beside one of the open crates, organizing a spread of laminated maps, topographical charts, and a weatherproof field notebook. Laid out next to him was a compact lensatic compass, a pair of worn binoculars, and a hand-cranked AM/FM radio wrapped in protective mesh. It wasn’t fancy, but it worked—gear chosen for durability, not sleek design.

A few yards away, Marcus dragged a heavy olive-green duffel bag across the concrete, the contents rattling against one another—metal canteens, coiled rope, well-used machetes, mosquito netting, and sealed ration packs. He paused for a second to swipe sweat from his brow with a faded bandana, then went right back to work, checking each zipper and strap as he repacked it with muscle memory and precision.

Off to the side, Blake and LG were doing a last-minute gear check of their own. Spread across a folding table were canvas backpacks, jungle boots, and khaki field vests with pockets stuffed full of flare sticks, utility knives, first aid kits, multi-tools, and notebooks. Rolled tightly At the bottom of their packs were lightweight rain ponchos and breathable climate suits, the kind designed to handle long treks through sweltering jungle humidity without turning into a walking sauna.

No exosuits. No body armor. No sci-fi gadgets. This wasn’t a futuristic war zone—it was a boots-on-the-ground reconnaissance op, and every one of them knew exactly what they were getting into. Ahead of them lay the Likouala Swamp, one of the most remote, muggy, and mosquito-infested regions on Earth. Hiking. Wading. Crawling. Everything they’d trained for—only now, it was the real thing.

The mission sounded simple on paper: travel to the Republic of Congo, make their way to the Lake Tele basin, and investigate a series of strange new sightings. The locals called the creature Mokele-mbembe. Some described it as a massive reptile with a long neck, a living fossil that lurked beneath the waterline. Others claimed it crushed boats, left monstrous trails through the trees, and then vanished into the fog. One story even suggested that villagers had killed and eaten a smaller one years ago. Whether myth, mutation, or something far worse—Sarah believed it was worth the risk.

“Sarah and Heather are supposed to be joining us in the hangar any minute,” LG said, slinging his pack over one shoulder. He nodded toward the military hover vehicle parked across the bay, where a couple of crew members were finishing the last of the manual strap checks and load balancing.

Blake adjusted the strap on his vest and gave a small nod. “Any idea what Heather’s bringing with her?”

“Knowing her?” Riese said as he stood and brushed the dust off his hands. “Could be anything—maps, maybe a few old books on river cryptids. Or just a backpack full of rope, trail mix, and if we’re lucky, something high-tech to keep the bugs away.” The heavy doors to the hangar bay slid open with a hiss.

David and Kristen stepped in, both dressed in field gear, packs slung over their shoulders. David made a beeline straight for Riese, who hadn’t even looked up from his scanning unit. Kristen hung back for a moment, eyes scanning the towering VTOL, clearly impressed.

David stopped in front of Riese and crossed his arms. “So... you think this thing is really out there?” he asked, raising an eyebrow. “This Mokele-mbembe—giant swamp dino that hates boats?”

Riese finally looked up, adjusting his glasses. “There’s a 60 to 70 percent probability that something large, biological, and undocumented exists in that region,” he said, his tone measured but firm. “We’ve got environmental damage patterns, sonar spikes, disrupted migration trails, and local testimony dating back over a century.”

David blinked. “So... you’re saying the locals weren’t making it up.”

“I’m saying the legends might be based on something very real,” Riese said. “We’re not chasing fairy tales. We’re chasing data. And this thing—whatever it is—is leaving a footprint.”

Blake smirked as he finished sealing a weapons locker, the magnetic clamps snapping shut with a solid thunk. He gave the others a look and wiped his hands on his cargo pants. “And if it’s got a footprint big enough,” he said, eyes gleaming, “it might just be a—”

“Don’t say it,” LG groaned immediately, not even looking up from his gear case.

But Blake grinned wider and finished anyway. “—a kaiju.”

All around him, the rest of the team let out an exaggerated collective groan. Marcus tossed a padded helmet onto the bench and shook his head. “Give it up, Blake. Omega’s the only kaiju we’ve ever confirmed, and she hasn’t been seen in months—close to a year now.”

“For all we know, she’s dead,” Riese said, cutting in without missing a beat, adjusting the display on his field tablet.

Marcus nodded. “Exactly.”

Blake scowled at them both, his arms folding across his chest. “I can’t believe you guys,” he said, clearly disappointed. “She’s out there. She’s just waiting for the right moment to make herself known. Some new threat, some disaster—then bam, she rises from the depths.”

“Oh here we go again...” LG muttered under his breath.

“I’m serious!” Blake continued. “Just like Godzilla—always showing up to save the day from whatever new monster-of-the-month shows up to wreck the place.”

“Huh?” Kristen said, tilting her head with a confused look as she slung her pack over one shoulder. “Godzilla?”

“GODZILLA!” Blake practically shouted, spinning around and pointing dramatically to the far side of the hangar.

Everyone turned to look.

Along the steel wall of the hangar, painted in meticulous detail from clawed feet to crown, was a near life-size and surprisingly accurate mural of Godzilla—complete with glowing dorsal fins, thunderous roar pose, and clouds of dust around his feet like he had just stepped out of a ruined cityscape. Someone—obviously Blake—had spent hours on it, possibly days. It was equal parts impressive and ridiculous.

“You know,” Blake said, gesturing broadly. “From the movies. Big. Stomps around. Breathes atomic fire. Literally the daddy of all kaiju.”

Kristen blinked at the mural. “Ohhh... right. Didn’t P. Diddy make a movie about him or something?”

Blake’s mouth fell open in absolute disbelief. “Shut your mouth,” he said with the kind of theatrical frustration that only someone truly wounded could deliver. “We don’t speak of that movie. And no—he didn’t make it. He just had a song in the soundtrack. And it wasn’t even a good one!”

LG laughed, clapping a hand on Blake’s shoulder. “You’re such a nerd.”

Blake grinned, still offended but taking it in stride. “One day, when Omega comes back and saves our butts from a fire-breathing spider-turtle or whatever, you’ll all see. And I’ll say I told you so.”

“You’re assuming we survive long enough for you to say anything,” Riese muttered.

“Well, that’s the dream, isn’t it?” Blake said, turning back to the locker with a mischievous
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