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FLOYD DEATH TOLL EXPECTED TO RISE

Ben Murdock

Associated Press

October 31, 1994

A grim Halloween morning greeted members of the Maine National Guard, American Red Cross, and officials from the Federal Emergency Management Agency as the death toll from Hurricane Floyd continues to rise.

Floyd’s powerful category five winds wreaked havoc on Maine’s northern coast, with over 1,800 deaths reported. The heaviest damage occurred in the town of Phillipsport, where the previous death toll of 500 has now risen to almost 700. Survivors indicate that Phillipsport, which relied primarily on the lobster industry and tourist dollars, may never recover. The Bangor News quoted one survivor as saying the town was “just wiped off the map. It’s all gone.” A large swath of destruction, extending from the south of town all the way to Route 193 in the north, was decimated, including the power plant, which supplied electricity to roughly 75,000 customers.

During an interview at the Red Cross emergency station in nearby Cherryfield, U.S. Army Colonel Augustus Livingston stated that there was no truth to rumors that widespread looting and lawlessness preceded the storm, despite eyewitness accounts that many of the dead were armed, or firearms were found near their bodies. He refused to comment on reports that the streets were littered with the carcasses of a species of giant crab, unbeknownst to science. Two researchers from Boston University also refused comment, nor would they verify reports that they’d taken a sample of one of the creatures.

Meanwhile, Hollywood’s glitterati are doing their part for relief efforts. Musicians and actors are joining forces, and a benefit extravaganza is planned for Saturday night at Madison Square Garden in New York.

The event, which will be broadcast live on all three networks, is hosted by Chris Rock, and features such musical talents as Soundgarden, Your Kid’s On Fire, Sheryl Crow, Suicide Run, Garth Brooks, and multiple Grammy-Award winning hip-hop artist and Nobel Prize nominee Prosper Johnson and the Gangsta Disciples. All proceeds will go to …

AUTHOR FEARED DEAD IN HURRICANE’S AFTERMATH

Matt Urich

New York Times

November 05, 1994

As clean-up and relief efforts continued in Northern Maine, after Hurricane Floyd cost the lives of over 2,000 people and over two billion in damages, New York-based publisher Diamond Books said yesterday that it fears author Rick Sychek may have been among the casualties. A Diamond spokesperson said the company reported Sychek missing on Tuesday.

Sychek, known as “the Stephen King of Generation X,” and author of such best-selling page-turners as Baron Semedi, Night, Shadowbeast, and Night of the Devil, was last heard from on October 21st. He was staying at the home of a friend in Phillipsport, according to his agent, Cynthia Jacobs. Phillipsport received the heaviest damage during Floyd’s assault.

Sychek had just signed a six-figure, two-book hardcover deal with Diamond, and was in Phillipsport to work on his next novel. The winner of the Bram Stoker Award, Sychek was …

RELATIVES DEMAND ANSWERS

Robert McGavin

The Washington Post

October 26, 1995

To hear Gayle Lee tell the story, there was something else amiss the night Hurricane Floyd raged into greater New England and decimated large swaths of beachfront property, including the complete destruction of Phillipsport, Maine.

“We knew Floyd was coming,” she said. Gayle Lee, a forty-year-old high school history teacher from Binghampton, New York, had spoken to her brother, Gary, hours before the storm hit. “The government says a few people got out of hand and were looting,” she says. “That’s their way of explaining why some people were found holding firearms when they died. But I was talking to my brother hours before Floyd hit, and he said the trouble started much sooner than that. He was in his basement when he called and said he could hear gunshots outside, like there was a war or something.”

While it’s true that many of the deceased were found clutching firearms, the official explanation is that the local sheriff had organized a posse to prevent looters. Gayle Lee isn’t buying it.

“I’ve been in contact with a lot of folks who lost loved ones in Phillipsport,” she said. “And we want answers! It is unacceptable that an entire town was just destroyed like that when other towns of similar size or even larger survived. Something else happened and nobody is talking about it.”

When asked to comment on Gayle Lee’s accusations, FEMA refused to comment, citing their ongoing investigation. Meanwhile, economists predict that the storm’s impact on the insurance sector could …

BODY FOUND ON BEACH

Staff Reports

Bangor Daily News

November 28, 1996

The partial remains of an unidentified human being were found along the rocky cliffs near Falmouth yesterday afternoon, the Coast Guard reported.

“This was possibly a suicide victim,” a Coast Guard spokesperson said. The condition of the body and its location, at the foot of the fifty-foot-tall cliffs that overlook the ocean, suggest the individual jumped to his or her death. “Those rocks are really sharp and a jump from that height will really cut you up.”

The remains appear to be that of a male or female between the ages of 18 and 30. A size ten black hiking boot and a torn piece of corduroy were found near the body. Anyone with any information is urged to call the Maine State Police at …

MODEL FEARED DEAD IN DROWNING ACCIDENT

Jessica Andreas

Boston Globe

July 10, 1997

Fast-rising supermodel Jasmine McDonald is feared dead today after a purported drowning accident off a remote stretch of beach on Martha’s Vineyard. The incident was reported late yesterday.

The twenty-three-year-old model was vacationing in a beachfront home when, according to her boyfriend, she was overcome by severe abdominal pain while wading in the ocean at waist level. “She screamed that her stomach was hurting,” Robert Mills, aged 25, told investigators. “Then she fell in the ocean. I tried to wade out and save her, but the tide carried her out.”

Police will not comment on whether foul play was involved. “Right now we’re investigating an accident,” a police spokesperson said. “Nothing more, nothing less.”

Police also refused to comment on an earlier 911 call made by Mills in which he screamed at the dispatcher that his girlfriend was “being eaten alive by a monster!”

“Mr. Mills was obviously very frightened and very panicky and he probably mistook Ms. McDonald’s thrashing in the water as something far worse,” Officer Harry Atkins reported. “We have a strong undertow all up and down the east coast this week. Ms. McDonald was obviously trying to fight her way out of a strong riptide.”

Mills has a history of drug and alcohol abuse, and has had several run-ins with the law.

McDonald had just signed a five-million-dollar deal with Lee Jeans and appeared in advertisements for several cosmetics companies. She was a recent guest on The Tonight Show with Jay Leno and The View, as well as having numerous appearances on Howard Stern’s radio program. The search for her continues.

SURFER MISSING, PRESUMED DEAD

Reuters

North Carolina

June 3, 1998

A twenty-four-year-old man was reported missing by his friends yesterday after surfing off the Barrier Reef Islands.

The surfer, identified as Mark Hansen, was twenty yards away from his friends and about two hundred yards from shore, when he suddenly vanished.

“We thought he’d caught a wave,” Allen Minafee, one of his friends, reported. “But he was nowhere to be seen. Even his board was gone.”

The Coast Guard is conducting an extensive search along the North Carolina coastline.

BOAT MISSING, FATE OF CREW UNKNOWN

Samuel Singleton

Little Creek Ledger

September 22, 1998

The crew of a missing recreational fishing vessel is feared dead, after a second day of searching by the Coast Guard and other authorities turned up nothing.

The Vanilla Sunshine departed from Virginia Beach two days ago. Onboard were the captain, John Rogers; first mate Steven Andrews; and Frank and Stella Laughman, on vacation from Ohio. The Laughman’s had chartered the boat for half a day …

EXCERPT FROM CRYPTOZOOLOGICAL WEBSITE

September 8, 2000

… likewise, the town of Phillipsport, once a sleepy village on the U.S.A.’s Northern Maine Coast, is now a virtual ghost town. Even now, nearly five years after the devastating hurricane that swept through the greater New England region, whispers of a government cover-up run wild among the locals.

“My brother told me some weird giant crabs or lobsters were all over town,” one resident of a village fifty miles north of Phillipsport recalled. “He called me right before they lost power. Said he was going out with a hunting party to nab some and that’s the last I heard from him.”

Details of the crabs are scant. Scientists who were reported to have been in Phillipsport shortly after Hurricane Floyd blew over have refused comment, and recent reports indicate they have taken remains from at least two unidentified animals, heretofore unknown to modern science …

ANNOUNCEMENT FROM SAME CRYPTOZOOLOGICAL WEBSITE

September 9, 2000

From the Webmaster—

We regret to inform our readers that we suffered a severe server crash and have lost the contents of our entire website, as well as backup copies of all data and articles. Please be patient as we slowly begin the task of rebuilding the site. We apologize for the inconvenience.

BODY FOUND

Staff Reports

Delaware Herald

April 3, 2001

The remains of a twenty-two-year-old woman were found on the beach south of Dover by two joggers. The victim is described as a white female. Identification is being withheld pending notification of her family …

SWIMMER MISSING

Mark Westin

Myrtle Beach Gazette

August 18, 2001

A fourteen-year-old boy was reported missing today and is feared drowned. Aaron Severin was treading water fifty yards from shore with playmates when he suddenly went under. Despite attempts from an experienced swimmer to locate him, he remains missing.

Lifeguards evacuated the beach and a search is now underway by the Coast Guard.

The lifeguard had reported strong rip tides one hundred yards offshore, and the Coast Guard had been monitoring them when the boy disappeared. A spokesman said …

SCIENTIST CLAIMS FOSSIL CATEGORIZED INCORRECTLY

John Burnham

Science Today

June 13, 2002

A mysterious fossil, discovered in Argentina twenty years ago, and once thought to be the biggest spider to ever walk the earth has been reclassified by a University of Manchester scientist, who claims the specimen is more likely a prehistoric crab.

Plaster casts of “Megarachne Servinei” are exhibited in museums worldwide, and it was even recognized by the Guinness Book of Records as the “World’s Largest Spider.” Arachnid researcher Dr. Ian Sinclair, however, insists that its origins must be reclassified. In a report to appear in a scientific journal next month, Sinclair states the creature is more of a cross between a giant crab and a sea scorpion, than a spider. He believes the fossil may be a relative of the giant eurypterid (sea scorpion) and the Woodwardopterus, an invasive species from the Carboniferous Period, originating in Scotland with relatives in South Africa, including the extinct “Homarus Tyrannous”…

SCIENTIST DIES IN FIRE

Tim Clark

Manchester Herald

June 27, 2002

Dr. Ian Sinclair, renowned scientist and expert on prehistoric arachnids, died Sunday when his flat caught on fire. Sinclair, who was to report his findings on “Megarachne Servinei” next month, was asleep when the blaze erupted, according to investigators.

“It’s a total loss,” said one official, who spoke on condition of anonymity. “Everything was incinerated, including his research …”

COUPLE FOUND DEAD, AUTHORITIES REFUSE TO DISCLOSE DETAILS

Nancy Kress

Ocean City Times

March 19, 2003

Authorities remain tight-lipped regarding the identities of and circumstances surrounding the death of two beachgoers found Sunday night. One eyewitness, who asked to remain anonymous, stated that, “the bodies were sliced up. Looked like crabs had been at them.” The witness professed that a cover-up was involved and declined further comment …

FEARS OF “NORTH ATLANTIC TRIANGLE” JUSTIFIED?

Bradley Tate

Boston Daily Herald

December 27, 2003

While it may sound like something out of a science-fiction movie, paranormal investigators, fishermen, and even seasoned commercial mariners are saying that the legendary Bermuda Triangle seems to have moved north.

In the past five years, over 200 vessels, everything from fishing boats to a Coast Guard cutter have vanished in the coastal waters of the northern Atlantic Ocean, stretching from the Bay of Fundy in Maine to Cumberland Island, Georgia. Very little debris has been found, and the internet is rife with cover-up speculation and talk of conspiracies …

MARINE LIFE THREATENED BY INCREASED GLOBAL WARMING

Frieda Sanchez

Washington Post

May 18, 2004

Accelerated global warming, along with continued over-fishing and coastal pollution, now poses an immediate threat to many marine species, two major environmental organizations reported yesterday (one of which is sponsored by former Vice-President and former Presidential Candidate Al Gore).

Scientists have documented worrying declines in all forms of marine life. The threat extends from coral reefs to polar-ice communities, and from tiny zooplankton to whale populations. They warn that the steadily warming waters could wipe out entire species, and that other species may migrate to oceanic areas where they are not normally found.

The report, released yesterday, was based on studies by some of the world’s leading marine researchers. It said that warmer surface air temperatures were also warming the world’s oceans. Human activities such as over-fishing have also contributed to the collapse, and destructive practices like bottom trawling have devastated the habitat of the sea floor.

Reef fish and inter-tidal invertebrates such as anemones, crabs, and snails are migrating toward the poles and coastal areas in response to ocean warming, the report said …

MAJOR HURRICANE COULD HIT AMERICA’S NORTH-EAST

David Burks

CNN.com

January 4, 2005

The 2005 United States hurricane season, which runs from May to November, will be more active than normal, experts announced today. The 2006 season is expected to be active as well, according to recent simulations.

Hurricane watchers from AccuWeather.com, based in Pennsylvania, also projected that the Northeastern and Mid-Atlantic coastal regions will be hit by a major hurricane within five years. John Solow, senior meteorologist and director of forecast operations at AccuWeather, said that portion of the United States was “long overdue for a powerful hurricane” and the ocean’s weather patterns made it a question of when, not if.

“It’s a fact,” Mr. Solow said at a Philadelphia news conference. “Current models and statistics lead us to believe this event will happen within the next five years …”

BIOLOGIST DOWNPLAYS INVASIVE SPECIES CONCERNS

Sarah McCoy

Baltimore Sun

August 3, 2005

As evidenced by the recent Asian northern snake-head population found here in Maryland two years ago, and the European zebra mussels found in the Gulf States last summer, invasive aquatic species from across the world are moving into North American waters.

Central European freighters pump their internal ballast tanks full of water from their homeports, drawing in potentially invasive life forms. When changing water at ports in North America, the invasive species are released. But the fear of these species is being overblown by the media, according to one marine biologist.

“If you’re asking me if we should take it seriously, then yes,” said Dr. Jennifer Wasco, a marine biologist and researcher working at the National Aquarium in Baltimore’s Inner Harbor. “But it’s not the doomsday scenario that the media suggests. When a species such as the northern snakehead manages to successfully invade an ecosystem, the ecosystems’ native species are usually already in decline …”

HURRICANE WARNING IN EFFECT

Associated Press

July 1, 2006

The National Weather Service and Hurricane Center have issued a hurricane warning from the Florida Keys to the coastal areas of Georgia. A hurricane warning means that hurricane conditions are expected within the warning area, generally within the next twenty-four hours. A hurricane watch remains in effect from South Carolina to Morehead City, North Carolina.

At 4 PM, the eye of Hurricane Gary was located about 370 miles south-southeast of Florida. Gary is moving north-northwest at 18 mph, and this general motion is expected to continue for the next 24 hours. Maximum sustained winds are near 140 mph, with occasional higher gusts. Gary remains an extremely dangerous Category 4 hurricane. Hurricane-force winds extend outward up to 100 miles from the center, and tropical storm-force winds extend outward up to 250 miles. Rainfall amounts of 9 to 14 inches can be expected in association with Gary, along with the added threat of flash floods and mudslides.

Evacuation procedures have begun in the affected areas. Florida State Police have implemented the contra-flow of traffic out of the coastal cities. All lanes on all highways move traffic west. Coastal residents in both states are heeding evacuation orders. Many are taking to the roads, and long lines are reported at gas stations. Flights at most metropolitan airports have been cancelled …
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July 3, 2006

Atlantic City, New Jersey

12:00 PM

Robert Fegley stood at the window in his corner hotel room on the seventeenth floor of the Resorts Hotel on Atlantic City’s boardwalk, looking through his binoculars at the hotel room across the street. Last night, the young couple staying in the room directly across from the room he and his wife were vacationing in were fucking like bunnies. He’d watched them go at it for over an hour, totally absorbed in his own private porno movie. It was the number one reason why he brought the binoculars with him whenever he and Carol went on vacation. You never knew what people were going to do.

Robert was trying to get a good view of what might be going on in the couple’s room this morning when he heard a noise outside.

He trained his binoculars down on the beach, looking out over the sunbathing people lying in the sand. He couldn’t place the noise; it sounded like a scream, but that couldn’t be right. People came to Atlantic City to gamble, get shit-faced, and get laid and they were doing it now, even while Hurricane Gary threatened the southern part of the country. Why should they worry? That was the south. This was the north. It was far away. No reason to let a hurricane get in the way of fun.

Robert had been coming to Atlantic City every summer for more than fifty years. When his wife was at the pool or at the beach or in the casino playing slots, he was usually either at the bar or the roulette table. But last night he had been looking through his binoculars, trying to see if there was some action going on in one of the other hotel rooms along the Boardwalk, when he’d seen the young couple screwing their brains out in their well-lit room, the drapes wide open.

Carol had a new name for him now: a dirty old man. She’d always called him a dirty pervert, but now that he was officially a senior citizen, with the wrinkles on his face and his hair snow white, that moniker was of no use. A dirty old man was what he was, and it tickled the shit out of him. As long as people were going to do shit like what the young couple in the room across from him were doing, for everybody to see, Robert felt he had a right to watch with his binoculars. There was so much you could see. People did all kinds of crazy shit. Mostly what he saw was people fucking in their rooms without a care in the world that they could be spied on from the hotel across the street. Just because they were up ten stories or more didn’t mean they had privacy. The dumb fucks. It amused the hell out of Robert, hence the binoculars.

Robert adjusted the vision on the binoculars and scanned the beach. One time he was scanning the beach and came upon a little take-out restaurant with a little patio. Robert had watched as a young couple ate their meal on the patio, then the woman had stretched her leg out and started rubbing the guy’s crotch with her toe.

They’d carried on as if everything was normal. Robert had giggled, amused.

“Nothing going on here today,” he said. It was true. Nobody was doing shit. Nobody was getting or receiving a blowjob, nobody was playing with themselves, and nobody was getting laid. He moved the binoculars away from his face, wondering where to look next. Carol was at the beach with their daughter and grandchildren. His son had gone to the store for more beer, and Robert was bored as shit. Now what?

“What’s with you people?” he said to himself, putting the binoculars to his face again. “Come on, let’s have a little action. It’s only twelve o’clock. People fuck at noon, you know. They’re called nooners. Hell, if Carol was here, I’d be getting laid now. Old people fuck, too, you know. That’s why God created Viagra.”

He made another sweep of the boardwalk. Nothing.

Then he moved the binoculars back up the beach.

Something made him stop and adjust the vision. He squinted, trying to get a clear picture. “What the hell is going on out there?”

Just as it became clear to Robert what the hell was going on out there, he heard the sounds again—yes, they were most definitely screams—and then he saw people running away from the ocean, their features contorted in fear, and then he saw the things coming out of the ocean, running up the beach after the people. He watched, momentarily spellbound, not knowing how to comprehend the scene below him. It almost looked as if some of the things—they looked like fucked up crabs or lobsters or something—were actually attacking people.

“Jesus Christ, what the hell are those things?” Robert exclaimed. He zoomed in for a closer look. “Am I really seeing this shit?”

The screams grew louder and the pandemonium spilled out onto the boardwalk.

Yep. He was really seeing this shit.

And they really were crab-lobster-scorpion things …
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Jerry Barker was on his lunch break, enjoying a plate of tacos al carbon at Baja Fresh along the Shops On Ocean One when the shit hit the fan.

He’d just taken a bite and was savoring the spice-marinated steak, onions, and corn tortilla when screams interrupted his thoughts. He looked up, still chewing, wondering if the local security guys were finally doing something about the crazy homeless woman who had been causing so much havoc for the various small businesses that operated on this little strip jutting out into the ocean. Jerry had chased her out of the Sam Goody store he worked at twice this week when customers complained to him that she smelled, and she’d screamed at him like this, too.

He heard the shriek again and looked around, still chewing his food. Other Baja Fresh patrons who were enjoying their lunch looked around at the sound, too. A couple of people who were calmly walking along the boardwalk paused, looking around, trying to determine where the sound was coming from. And then a guy ran out of a T-shirt shop, his face white. “Oh my God, you gotta see this, you gotta see this, there’s some fucking shit going on down on the beach!”

Jerry put down his taco and frowned. A woman ran out of the T-shirt store, dragging a five-year-old girl behind her. A young woman ran out after her, screaming. A guy dressed in cook’s whites ran out of the hamburger joint at the end of the pier, followed by what looked to be the entire kitchen help. Their panic-stricken faces and screams spoke volumes to Jerry. He got up and turned around, wondering what was happening.

A mass of people ran out of Baja Fresh, pushing past him, and their fear spilled over to him. Jerry rushed over to the edge of the pier and looked at the beach.

He stood watching for a moment, his jaw agape, not believing what he was seeing.

Some fucked-up-looking things that reminded him of giant scorpions or lobsters were literally streaming out of the ocean. There had to be dozens—no, hundreds—of them. They were coming out of the ocean and running up the beach on giant legs, chasing people and fucking eating them!

Jerry didn’t know how many people were lying dead on the beach. The entire beach was utter pandemonium. People were crashing into each other, stampeding over each other to get out of the way. It was chaos.

Those that had stopped to look out over the pier to see what was going on started running back toward the boardwalk.

Jerry almost ran himself, but stopped. He looked down at the end of the boardwalk. Some of the things were already there, skittering around, their scorpion-like tails jabbing at people.

“Holy fucking shit,” Jerry said.

Then he turned and headed back into the Sam Goody store he worked at and sought refuge in the rear storeroom.
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Officer Lyle Strong had his firearm out the minute he saw the things—whatever the hell they were—and started shooting. He hit four of them, missed two, and then ran out of bullets. He dived for the front seat of his squad car, which he’d left running when he stopped to investigate why everybody was running the hell away from the beach, crowding en masse along the boardwalk, and grabbed the shotgun. He raised the weapon and took aim at one of the things, which looked somewhat like a cross between a giant scorpion and a lobster and was the size of a large dog, and pulled the trigger. Its upper half exploded into mush.

He ejected the spent shell and chambered another round and was about to take aim and fire again, when he heard dispatch calling him on the radio. “Unit ten, come in, unit ten.”

Realizing this shit was big and getting worse by the second, Lyle was in his vehicle in a flash, locking the doors and rolling up the windows. He laid the shotgun across the front seat of the car and started driving away slowly. He picked up the mike. “Unit ten here. We have a situation at the Boardwalk from South Florida Avenue and up past Belmont Avenue, probably even farther north. I need backup now!”

A trio of shirtless men flung themselves against his squad car, screaming in unison. “There’s a bunch of monsters eating people on the beach!”

Officer Strong activated his siren once to scare them away from his car, and they scattered. The boardwalk was so thick with people falling all over themselves to get away that it was hard to move the car forward through them without hitting anybody. He activated the siren again, hoping the sound would be enough to part the crowd to enable him to drive away, but nobody paid attention. For the first time in his ten-year stint as a cop, Lyle Strong was afraid.

A young girl who appeared to be no older than fourteen stumbled in front of him. Her face was streaked with blood. A lumbering fat man tripped over her and fell, sprawling face down. The girl climbed on him, using the hood of his car to hoist herself up. Somehow through all the noise of people screaming and yelling in their mad dash to flee, he made out what she was saying: “Something’s eating my boyfriend!”

Officer Lyle Strong stopped the car and got out. He went to the young girl, trying to make some sense out of what was happening, paying no heed to the mass confusion around him, when suddenly it was on him. There was no time to run or draw his weapon. He saw the segmented tail jerk forward; felt the impact of its stinger jabbing him in the abdomen like a punch in the gut. The force of the impact sent him crashing against the squad car and he barely had time to scream before the thing snapped his head off with one blood red claw and began to feast.
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Bobby Duncan was ten thousand dollars in the hole at the poker table and was trying to win it back, but he finally threw his cards down in disgust when the dealer left the table. “Aw, Jesus man, it’s probably just a bunch of fucking kids stirring shit up!” Bobby had been aware that something was happening outside for the past ten minutes, but he hadn’t gotten up from his game. The dealer had dealt him cards and chips and Bobby had been involved in his own little world, not even thinking about the screams and running feet of people outside, the sirens and the honking horns of vehicles echoing in the casino. Goddamn kids, probably. Maybe it was the god-damned Arabs finally starting shit over here again. Fucking towel-head motherfuckers blowing themselves up in the Sin Capital of the East Coast next to New York City, of course. Bobby didn’t give a shit if the entire September 11th scenario was being replayed three times worse.

He had to dig himself out of this hole, had to at least double that to throw Eddie Marino some money so that crazy wop wouldn’t come sniffing around when Bobby wasn’t expecting it. And then when Marino was temporarily satisfied with ten Gs, Bobby was getting the fuck out of Jersey. Maybe even out of the country.

“Walk away from this table, I’m just grabbing chips and cashing shit in!” he called to the dealer. The dealer wasn’t listening. He was looking outside one of the large plate-glass windows at whatever was going on outside.

Bobby watched him for a moment, and then looked around at the now empty casino. The place had literally emptied out within the past five minutes as people began to be drawn out by the frenzied sounds from outside. The hardcore gamblers like Bobby had stayed behind, but eventually they, too, had been drawn away. Now it was just Bobby and a couple of guys in suits wandering around the casino floor—security probably. Bobby looked around, trying to see if anybody was watching him. If the dealer wasn’t coming back, then fuck him. Bobby was going to nab a couple of thousand-dollar chips and see if he could cash out.

He was just about to do it when there was a sound of shattering glass. Bobby looked toward the front of the casino. “What the—?”

The dealer was on the ground, covered in glass, and a large black guy was on top of him. Some large red thing was on top of him, and Bobby sat there staring at the scene, trying to comprehend what was going on. For a minute he thought he was trapped in one of those CGI things in movies—Jurassic Park or some shit like that. It looked like some creature with claws and a tail like a scorpion was eating the black guy, and the dealer of his poker table had been unfortunately pinned beneath them as the creature and its meal sailed through the plate glass window. Time seemed to crawl for Bobby; he saw more people screaming, running back into the casino; he saw quick glimpses of more of those crab-things chasing people; he saw an old lady stagger inside the casino, her belly … well, the only word he could think of what was happening to her belly was that it was melting. She fell face first on the carpeted floor of the casino and that’s when Bobby’s paralysis broke and he turned and almost ran straight into Eddie Marino.

Eddie Marino grabbed him. He looked past Bobby at the havoc unfolding behind them. “What the fuck’s going on here?”

“Let go of me!” Bobby yelled and kneed Eddie Marino in the balls.

Eddie howled, clutching his groin. He tumbled to the floor, his face ashen, as Bobby ran toward the rear of the casino, once again survival kicking in as he pushed past people in his mad haste to get the hell out of the casino.
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Tony Genova and Vince Napoli were sitting in a beachside café, waiting for Frankie Spicolli to show up so they could make the exchange. Tony watched his obese partner shovel a chicken wrap into his mouth, and then inhale a second one. They’d been partnered for over six years now, and Tony was still amazed at how much food Vince could eat.

He squeezed his feet together, making sure the briefcase was still between them under the table. Wouldn’t do to lose it now; not with all that junk inside. When Spicolli arrived, he’d give them another briefcase, this one filled with money. Tony preferred the latter. If the cops pulled you over, it was a lot easier to explain a briefcase full of cash than it was one full of heroin.

“So what are we doing after this?” Vince asked, crumbs dropping from his open mouth. “We got time to hit the blackjack tables?”

Tony shook his head. “Mr. Marano wants us back in York today. We still got to deal with the fucking Greek, and then we’ll pay a visit to our friend on Roosevelt Avenue. Drop the Greek off there. Our friend will take care of the rest.”

“Yeah, but it’s the Fourth of July weekend.” Vince wiped a blob of mayonnaise off his chin.

“We don’t get vacations.” Tony sipped his espresso. “You know that. Not in this line of work. Besides, the Greek is going to the fireworks. That’s where we’ll do it. They only got fireworks once per year.”

“Won’t be no fireworks if it rains.”

“You a fucking weatherman now, Vince? You want a job on the Weather Channel? The fuck you know about when it’s gonna rain?”

“That hurricane. I saw it on the news. Said we could get over twelve inches of rain.”

Tony sighed. “That’s down south, Vince. Hurricane Gary ain’t supposed to make it this far north.”

“But it could still make it rain here, and if it did, there wouldn’t be no fireworks. What will we do then?”

Tony sighed. “Lock the Greek in a room with you and let the two of you discuss the weather for an hour. That’s enough to kill any man.”

“You ain’t got to be mean, Tony. I’m just saying.”

Pouting, Vince picked up a pastry. Before he could eat it, someone screamed. Both men glanced out the window, their senses instantly aware, and hands automatically reaching beneath their suit jackets.

“The fuck?” Tony gaped, processing what he saw in the street.

Tony Genova had seen some weird shit in his lifetime—stuff he didn’t tell the other guys about (except for Vince, who’d been with him on many of those occasions). But what he saw now took the prize. The monster was the size of a VW Bug. He knew that because it was facing off against a VW Bug. The girl inside was screaming, pounding on the horn. The creature looked like a cross between a crab, lobster and scorpion. It had flattened the car’s front tires with its massive claws and was now smashing the windshield with its tail. Another crab-thing scuttled down the sidewalk, stinger lashing out and impaling fleeing pedestrians. More of the creatures followed along behind it, stopping to feed on the bodies. The air was filled with shrieks, tires screeching, horns blaring, alarms—and tearing sounds. Horrible tearing sounds.

One of the things weaved towards the café’s storefront, waving its claws in the air.

“Fuck this.” Tony grabbed the briefcase and stood up, knocking his chair to the floor. “Drop the Danish and move your fat ass, Vince. We’re outta here.”

Vince stared out the window in horror, the forgotten pastry still clutched in his fingers. “But what about Spicolli? What about the drop?”

“Fuck Spicolli. Take a look outside. You think he’s really gonna show now?”

The crab thing drew closer, only a few feet away from the large glass windows. Vince sprang to his feet, quick and graceful despite his prodigious bulk. He drew his Kimber 1911, and Tony pulled his Sig Sauer. The other patrons cried out at both the things in the street and the two men with guns. Tony and Vince ran for the kitchen, hoping the things outside weren’t lingering around the café’s rear exit. Glass shattered behind them.

“Not for nothing,” Vince panted as they raced through the back door, “but I’d rather be in Vegas right now.”
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Linda Young was stressed. She was a police dispatcher for the Atlantic City PD, and since shortly after twelve hundred hours, the radio had been jammed with distress signals from officers down at the Boardwalk. Linda had talked to one of them—Burt Young—before communications were cut off abruptly. It appeared that the rest of her cohorts were going through the same thing. Her entire team had been briefed on the possibility of Atlantic City being in the path of Hurricane Gary. Over the last twelve hours, the storm had changed course. Some meteorologists were predicting the storm would veer off into the North Atlantic while others believed it would still hit the south. Still, some computer models hinted at the remote possibility it could veer yet again and make landfall along the Chesapeake Bay, plowing into Baltimore and Washington D.C. Nobody seemed to be taking those models very seriously, but after New Orleans, it was good to be prepared in any event. They’d been briefed on procedure and protocol, and things had gone on normally until just a moment ago. Now phones were ringing off the hook and their supervisor, Ben Cordway, was huddled with the senior dispatcher, Ken Brown, both with worried looks on their faces. Linda moved her chair out of her cubicle into the middle of the room. “Has anybody talked to anybody else about what’s going on out there?”

Ben Cordway looked at her and held his hand up. Linda could make out a voice on one of the frequencies that carried messages from the feds. She tried to make out what was being said. “… I can assure you that we’ll have the National Guard out as soon as—”

National Guard? Linda stood up and took a step further into the middle of the action. Her co-workers were in various states of holding the fort down; some were actively talking to officers, others were on the phone with 911 dispatchers. All of them looked nervous and scared. Burt Young hurried past her, his face white. “We’re going on lockdown,” he said. “We’re under attack.”

“We’re under attack?” Linda was instantly scared. Like millions of other Americans, she’d been transfixed with a mixture of awe and terror on September 11, 2001 when Islamic Terrorists had attacked New York City and Washington D.C. She was at work that day and had pulled a sixteen-hour shift. For the first time since her career in law enforcement started, she’d been in lockdown that day for the first eight hours until they got a handle on what was going on. Linda wondered how broad in scope the attack was this time. “Where?” she asked. “Is it airliners again? A car bomb?”

“It’s nothing like that,” Burt said. He picked up the phone at his desk and dialed a number.

“Well then what is it?” Linda asked.

Burt looked at her, holding the phone to his ear. “Something’s coming out of the ocean … a whole bunch of them … and they’re … eating people!”
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When Channel Four News Anchor Mike Baker and his cameraman arrived at the Boardwalk just south of Florida Street, he saw right away that this was a story that could make his career. He instructed his driver to pull in as close as possible, and when that proved to be fruitless they stopped in the middle of the street. Mike hopped out of the passenger seat and craned his neck to see what was going on. What they’d heard over the police dispatch lines were … well, it was crazy. When he saw what was happening, he turned and dived back into the van.

“What are you doing?” Mark Adamson, his producer, had already gotten out of the van. Mike’s cameraman, Roy Billings, was still in the rear of the van gathering his equipment. “We’re the first News Team out here to cover this! Are you insane?”

“Are you insane?” Mike yelled at Mark. “Look at that shit!”

“I don’t care!” Mark jabbed his fat little finger at the closed passenger door window at Mike. As usual, Mark was wearing a beige suit that appeared to be two sizes too small for him. He looked like a cheap car salesman. “I’m here to push you, to shadow you on your job due to your crappy performance. You will cover this story, and you will do it now, or so help me God you won’t work in this market again!”

Mark wasn’t looking at what was going on down the street. Mike could see it clearly from where he was sitting. So could their driver, who turned the vehicle back on and reached for the gearshift. “Oh Jesus,” the driver, Julio Romero, said. “We gotta get the fuck out of here.”

“Turn the vehicle off!” Mark shouted.

“Mark, this is bad,” Mike said, begging his producer to listen to him for once. “This is serious shit, get back in here, or—”

Mark reached for the door handle on Mike’s side of the van and tugged. The door was locked. “Unlock this door!”

Mike stole another glance toward the boardwalk. He’d seen people being overtaken by the creatures the minute they got there, and he thought he’d seen a kid crawling between parked cars toward them … it looked like the kid was falling apart. Sure enough, the creatures that were wreaking havoc were now heading straight for them. They were a good twenty yards away.

Mike turned to Mark. “Can’t you see what’s happening? Just look!”

“Get the fuck out here and do your goddamn job!” Mark yelled, pounding his meaty fists into the door.

The creatures were ten yards away, heading straight for them.

Julio’s face grew pale. “Oh shit, man!”

Mike heard the frenzied clicking of the creature’s claws; saw them open and shut like double-blade scissors.

Mark pounded the door, so wrapped up in his anger that the outside world was oblivious to him. “If you don’t come out of here in three seconds, you’re fired!”

Roy Billings finally got a good look at the creatures. “Oh shit!”

“Get us the fuck out of here!” Mike yelled as Julio popped the van into reverse and they sped backward.

After that it all happened so fast that Mike didn’t even think of telling Roy to roll the camera. As they sped away from the scene, Mark fell down on the pavement and the things were on him. He caught a glimpse of giant claws dipping forward, deadly looking stingers jabbing downward and then Mark was all but buried beneath half a dozen of the monsters. Julio somehow managed to back the van far enough away to turn it around, and then they got the hell out of there.
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Scenes from ground level.

A woman
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