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1 
 
    Mario Gonzalez hung up the phone, sighed, wafted cigar smoke away from his eyes. 
 
    ‘Bad news?’ Sadie, his assistant – and bit on the side – said. 
 
    ‘You could say that. Takings are down again. Another few months like this one and we’ll be out on our ears. One of my spotters just called to say Lopez is on his way over. That’s never good.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure you can do something to pick things up.’ 
 
    Gonzalez shrugged, blew more smoke. 
 
    The cloud floating around him stung his eyes, but that wasn’t why the tears had begun to roll down his cheeks. 
 
    ‘We can’t let Lopez win.’ 
 
      
 
    Three minutes later, the door crashed open. 
 
    Lopez stood there in the centre of the room, his trademark samurai sword in his hands. 
 
    His hired goons – each of them built like a wardrobe – flanked him in their matching, flawless three piece suits. 
 
    Lopez wore a blood-red tie – the same colour as his money, most folks said. 
 
    You sure as shit didn’t want him sniffing around you. 
 
    ‘We ain’t had our money this month,’ Lopez began, his forty-coffin-nails-a-day drawl bringing Gonzalez’s worst nightmares to life. ‘As you well know, it’s due on the first. My calendar tells me it is the third, so that means you now owe an extra two hundred.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry,’ Gonzalez began. ‘We’re just not making enough money to pay you. We’re starving over here.’ 
 
    Lopez nodded, the tip of his samurai sword poked into Gonzalez’s flabby belly. 
 
    ‘Sure as shit don’t look like you’re starving over here, jefe.’ His eyes were like a shark’s; cold, dead, black. 
 
    Gonzalez gulped. 
 
    ‘You know what happens next, but I’m going to remind you anyway. You go and get us the money right now, or I take someone’s head off. You gonna be able to do that?’ 
 
    Gonzalez gulped again. Sweat was beginning to roll down his brow. It felt like a stone fist was crushing his heart. 
 
    ‘I need to see how much there is.’ 
 
    ‘There better be enough, put it that way, jefe,’ Lopez said. 
 
    Santos, the biggest of the hired goons, smirked at this. 
 
    ‘Well, what are we waiting for? Let’s go,’ Lopez said, jabbing the tip of the blade into the small of Gonzalez’s back. 
 
    Gonzalez moved into the back room where his safe was housed. 
 
    Lopez watched intently while he keyed in the combination. 
 
    The safe slid open with an ominous creak. 
 
    Gonzalez was saddened by the meagre offering inside. 
 
    While Lopez admired the ornate family crest on the wall, Gonzalez eyed the shotgun hanging on the inner wall of the safe. 
 
    He contemplated using it for a split second. 
 
    Decided it would only make his problems worse. 
 
    He’d maybe get Lopez – he was fast with that blade, there were dozens of dead men who were testament to that – and one of the goons, but they had machine guns on them. 
 
    He’d never take them all and they’d kill everyone he cared about before he did. 
 
    Reluctantly, he left the gun where it hung. 
 
    ‘What’s taking so goddamned long, jefe?’ Lopez said. 
 
    Gonzalez pulled out the cash box. 
 
    He opened it and pushed it over to Lopez. 
 
    Lopez took the bundles of cash and began raking through them, counting under his breath. 
 
    ‘It’s enough. Only just.’ 
 
    Relief flooded over Gonzalez. 
 
    But  his heart sank as Lopez smirked and revealed the kicker; ‘But there’s no extra for the late payment, jefe.’ 
 
      
 
    Back in the room with his family and staff, Lopez moved the gleaming tip of the samurai sword around each of the inhabitants. 
 
    His sons, Eddie and José. 
 
    His wife, Cassandra.  
 
    His mistress, Sadie. 
 
    His brother, Ramon. 
 
    Josh, James, Rich, members of his staff. Good workers who he would need to keep the business running. 
 
    ‘Who can you spare, jefe?’ Lopez beamed. 
 
    His men grinned like jackals. 
 
    Gonzalez shook his head. ‘I ain’t gonna choose. This is fucking sick.’ 
 
    Lopez’s grin widened. ‘No, you gotta choose. Or I take all of ’em and leave you to pick up the pieces.’ 
 
    Gonzalez sobbed. 
 
    He glanced around the room a few times. 
 
    Reluctantly, head slumped, his body language that of the utterly defeated, he pointed to his mistress. 
 
    ‘You are making an important decision here, jefe,’ Lopez said. ‘Let’s see you make it like a man, not a fucking pussy.’ 
 
    ‘It’s got to be her,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Mario!’ she screamed. ‘I just found out I’m pregnant. It’s a girl. You always wanted a daughter, didn’t you?’ 
 
    Cassandra, Gonzalez’s wife, scowled at him. 
 
    ‘My oh my, this is awkward, jefe,’ Lopez beamed. ‘You sure you don’t want me to take out this chica?’ He aimed the blade at Cassandra. ‘Y’know, save you some fucking earache?’ 
 
    Gonzalez scowled at him. It felt like the world was crashing down around his ears. 
 
    ‘Don’t kill her if she’s pregnant,’ Eddie said. ‘Take me instead.’ 
 
    ‘Eddie,’ Cassandra hissed. 
 
    ‘It’s ok, Mom,’ Eddie said. 
 
    ‘It’s not your decision to make, kid,’ Lopez said. He looked over to Gonzalez. ‘Say, jefe, this is really getting interesting.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mario,’ Sadie pleaded. 
 
    ‘Do you want to see if you can feel a kick?’ Lopez chuckled. ‘Before her fucking head comes off?’ 
 
    ‘Are you really pregnant?’ Gonzalez asked. 
 
    She nodded frantically, her eyes wide and white. 
 
    ‘She’s fucking lying,’ Cassandra spat. ‘Trying to save her own skin.’ 
 
    Sadie looked guilty at this accusation. 
 
    ‘I guess we’ll never know,’ Lopez said. ‘Are you sure?’ 
 
    Gonzalez thought about it for a second. Nodded. 
 
    ‘OK,’ Lopez grinned. Then he handed Gonzalez the sword. 
 
      
 
    ‘Wait! Mom, do you have a pregnancy test in the bathroom?’ Eddie said. ‘Then we can see if her story checks out.’ 
 
    Cassandra eyeballed her son. 
 
    ‘There should still be a spare in there from last time,’ Gonzalez said. 
 
    ‘Can I go and get it?’ Eddie asked Lopez. 
 
    Sadie broke down. ‘Don’t waste your time. I’m lying. I just don’t want to die.’ 
 
    Lopez smiled and raised his eyebrows to Gonzalez. 
 
    ‘You’ve got till the count of five, jefe. Or we empty our guns into everyone in here.’ 
 
    Gonzalez shut his eyes for a second. 
 
    ‘One.’ 
 
    He opened them, doing his best not to look into the weeping eyes of his lover. 
 
    ‘Two.’ 
 
    He drew the sword back. 
 
    ‘Three.’ 
 
    Closed his eyes. Took a deep breath. 
 
    ‘Four.’ 
 
    Swung the sword with all his might. 
 
      
 
    The blade was sharp; going through the neck with ease. 
 
    Sadie’s head hit the floor with a thud. 
 
    She remained kneeling for a second, blood spurting from her neck stump so hard it hit the ceiling fan and was hurled around the room. 
 
    Then she fell onto her left side, blood forming a vast gleaming pool beneath her. 
 
    Lopez watched until her heart had ceased pumping the blood out onto the bare floorboards. 
 
    He smiled. ‘Something real relaxing about that, ain’t there, jefe?’ he said, smacking Gonzalez on the shoulder. 
 
    Gonzalez dropped the sword, fell to his knees and hurled all over the floor on the other side of the room. 
 
    The others were all crying or shielding their eyes, except for Eddie, who was staring at the body with an expression of utter horror. 
 
    Lopez tutted and picked the sword up from the floor. 
 
    He used his tie to wipe the blood from the handle and the blade, then placed it back into the ornate sheath on his left hip. 
 
    He bent and picked up the head, gripping it by the hair. 
 
    Grinning from ear to ear, he rolled the head across the floor like a bowling ball. 
 
    Gonzalez recoiled in disgust as it stopped in his lap. 
 
    Grimacing at the warm blood on his hands, he flung it away. 
 
    ‘That is a feeling I want you to remember,’ Lopez drawled, fixing Gonzalez with a glare. ‘The weight of a young woman’s death on your conscience. We’ll take an extra hundred a month from now on. Don’t be late, jefe. Or heads will fucking roll.’ He laughed at his own joke, as did his goons. 
 
    Their feet left trails in the blood. 
 
    ‘I’ll give you a tip,’ Lopez said. ‘If I were you I’d dump that body in the river off the West Pier. The current’s so fast it’ll take it out to the sea before you’ve got back in your car.’ 
 
    Gonzalez just stared in mute horror. 
 
    ‘Now make sure you remember this lesson, jefe.’ 
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    A few months later, Gonzalez’s takings were down ever further. 
 
    His ranch had once been the most popular in all of Mexico, but Lopez had come along and gutted his business. 
 
    Gonzalez was still struggling to keep the wolf from the door. 
 
    He was desperate now, he couldn’t lose the business; everything his great-grandfather had worked hard to establish. 
 
    And if they didn’t make the payment again, he’d be forced to decapitate another of his family or close friends. 
 
    The farm was only a few years from being into its hundredth year. 
 
    All that heritage, gone in a few lean years. 
 
    And it hadn’t taken those fickle-ass customers long to desert him. 
 
    He bowed his head, put his hand to his eyes to catch the falling tears. 
 
    His family heritage, his livelihood, his children’s future business. 
 
    And now their lives. 
 
    All at risk. 
 
    Mere weeks from disintegrating. 
 
    He went out to clear his head. 
 
    The lowing of Miguel, his prize bull, greeted him like mocking laughter. 
 
    He shook his head wistfully, lit a cigar and walked towards the neon lights of town. 
 
      
 
    As he walked, he heard the strains of a mariachi reimagining of Pantera’s Cowboys from Hell suddenly blare out. 
 
    It took him a few seconds to realise it was his ringtone. 
 
    ‘What is it?’ he said, seeing his eldest son’s name on the screen. 
 
    ‘Dad?’ Eddie said. 
 
    ‘Yeah, what is it?’ 
 
    ‘Where are you? I got something you need to hear.’ 
 
      
 
    Gonzalez pulled up a seat in Lomino’s Lounge, a neon haven from sobriety. 
 
    He chased some of his despair away with a shot of tequila, then sipped at a Dos Equis. 
 
    His fingers picked at the edge of the label. 
 
    Eddie came in, a grey workout vest on, sweat stains soaking the chest and back. 
 
    Always showing off his arms, that kid, he thought with a smile, the first in a long time. 
 
    ‘You coulda showered first,’ Gonzalez scowled. 
 
    ‘I couldn’t wait to tell you this,’ Eddie beamed. ‘It’s gonna be the answer to your prayers.’ 
 
    ‘What is?’ 
 
      
 
    Eddie glanced over his shoulder to see if anyone was listening in. 
 
    Then he began. 
 
    ‘There’s this guy at the gym. He’s the one who gives me the edge when I’m working out.’ 
 
    Gonzalez slapped him upside the head. ‘I told you not to touch that shit. You don’t know what it’s doing to you.’ 
 
    Eddie scowled. Another glance over his shoulder. ‘Anyway… as I was saying. He makes this shit to order. We call him El Cocinero.’ 
 
    ‘The chef? Gonzalez said, brow furrowed. 
 
    Eddie laughed to himself. ‘Yeah, cos he’s always cooking some new shit up.’ 
 
    Gonzalez shook his head, tore another strip off his beer label. ‘Get to the fucking point.’ 
 
    ‘Well, he can make just about anything… performance enhancers… growth hormones… you name it. And I was wondering if we could use it.’ 
 
    Gonzalez furrowed his brow a second, squinted into the mirror above the bar. He’d thought he’d seen one of Lopez’s men in the corner by the smoke-stained jukebox. 
 
    ‘So what do you think?’ 
 
    ‘What the fuck are you talking about?’ 
 
    ‘Say instead of cooking something up for me, we use it on the cows, y’know, enhance them a bit.’ 
 
    Gonzalez shook his head. ‘No way, man, that’s opening us up for all kinds of shit.’ 
 
    ‘Worse than going out of business? Worse than having to pick another one of us to fucking decapitate?’ 
 
    Gonzalez said nothing else, just downed his beer and walked out without a backwards glance. 
 
      
 
    He’d tended to his herd after that. Then he’d gone over the books again, on the brink of despair. 
 
    Eddie’s words popped up in his mind. 
 
    He pushed them away, but they kept popping back up. 
 
      
 
    After a sleepless night, he called Eddie. 
 
    ‘I knew you’d call,’ Eddie said. 
 
    ‘I haven’t decided anything yet. I just want to talk to the guy.’ 
 
    ‘El Cocinero is waiting for your call.’ 
 
    ‘Stop calling him that. It’s fucking stupid.’ 
 
    Eddie laughed. ‘I think this is going to be the answer to our prayers, Dad.’ 
 
    ‘I sure fucking hope so.’ 
 
      
 
    Anton Rivera was a sculpted wall of muscle It was clear he spent even more time in the gym than Eddie.  
 
    He had mirror shades on. A backwards black baseball cap. 
 
    Veins popped out like worms in his arms – what was it with these gym guys and their sweaty vests? Gonzalez pondered, furious – and his neck was like most men’s thighs. 
 
    He shook Gonzalez’s hand, seemingly trying to crush it in his grip, but Gonzalez was stronger than his thin frame suggested. He returned the grip and then some. 
 
    Rivera seemed surprised and impressed. 
 
    ‘So what can I do for you, Daddio?’ Rivera said. 
 
    ‘Firstly, you can never call me that again.’ 
 
    ‘Relax, Dad,’ Eddie said. 
 
    Gonzalez eyeballed him. 
 
    ‘So, my son tells me you make steroids.’ 
 
    ‘Not just steroids, all sorts of good shit.’ 
 
    ‘And will any of it work on animals, namely my bulls and cows?’ 
 
    Rivera shrugged. ‘I dunno, man. But from what my man Eddie says, you’re willing to take the risk, right?’ 
 
    Gonzalez thought about it a second. 
 
    ‘What effects does it have on humans?’ 
 
    ‘Increased muscle mass, increased libido, I mean I can tinker it to pretty much whatever you want to achieve. We could test it on one, see if it works.’ 
 
    ‘How much?’ 
 
    ‘Four hundred for a sample. Two gs for a full weeks’ course.’ 
 
    Gonzalez looked at him, furious. 
 
    Eddie shook his head. ‘It’s the future of the business, Dad.’ 
 
    Gonzalez thought about it for a second. ‘Ok, I’ll try a sample, we’ll see what happens.’ 
 
    ‘Goes without saying you don’t tell anyone about this.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not stupid, Rivera.’ 
 
    ‘I know, man. I’ll get cooking, see what I can do.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll be in touch.’ 
 
      
 
    Gonzalez went back and forth on what he was doing. It felt wrong to him. 
 
    His gut was telling him not to touch this with a barge pole, but he was desperate. 
 
    The phone call came. 
 
    He met Rivera by the gym’s back door. The money sat in a brown paper bag which he had clutched to his chest like a newborn. 
 
    Rivera gave him a small glass vial containing a clear liquid. 
 
    ‘Give half of this to start with. Give it a few days to kick in, then try the rest. Anything funny happens, you call me.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
      
 
    Gonzalez thrust the vial deep into his pocket. 
 
    It felt like people were looking at him funny, as though they knew his secret. 
 
    That would be the final nail in the coffin. 
 
    The locals would never buy from him again. 
 
    He got home without incident. 
 
    He locked himself in his office, took out the vial and stared at it intently. 
 
    You shouldn’t be doing this, his mind told him. 
 
    And he knew it was right. 
 
    He put the vial in the wastepaper basket underneath his desk. 
 
      
 
    A few days later, Gonzalez went over the books again. 
 
    They told a very sorry tale. 
 
    They didn’t have long in the game. 
 
    Lopez was going to make him decapitate another of his loved ones if he didn’t make the money somehow. 
 
    Put up or shut up time, he thought. 
 
    And again, his thoughts went to the small vial in the wastepaper basket. 
 
    He tipped some of the crap out of the bin, dismayed to find the vial wasn’t there. 
 
    ‘You looking for this?’ Eddie said, holding up the vial. ‘I saw you’d binned it and I thought I’d save you a lot of grief.’ 
 
    Gonzalez snatched it from him. 
 
    ‘You have no business going through my things.’ 
 
    ‘You’re doing the right thing, Dad.’ 
 
    Gonzalez went down to the paddock and put one of the needles into the solution. He took all of the liquid in. 
 
    ‘Not that much,’ Eddie said, shaking his head. 
 
    Gonzalez pushed half out of the syringe. 
 
    ‘That’s better.’ 
 
    He approached Miguel, the prize bull.  
 
    Miguel snorted angrily, as though he knew what was happening was a bad idea, but Gonzalez had known him for all of his life and managed to soothe him. 
 
    He pushed the needle into Miguel’s side, reassuring him again when he winced. 
 
    His finger hesitated on the plunger for a few seconds, then it depressed it, sending the payload into Miguel’s veins. 
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    Gonzalez was a bag of nerves, expecting Miguel to drop down dead as soon as the compound hit his heart, but nothing really happened at first. 
 
    They checked up on him hourly, but it didn’t seem to have made any difference. 
 
      
 
    Gonzalez seemed to think it was a waste of money, but then Rivera came up to the farm. 
 
    ‘Little courtesy call,’ he said, beaming. ‘How’s the subject?’ 
 
    ‘He’s fine,’ Gonzalez said. ‘Like he hadn’t taken anything.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, he’s taken something alright. He seem any different?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘How long’s it been?’ 
 
    ‘Two and a half days.’ 
 
    Rivera gazed into the sky, counting intently on his fingers. He nodded; ‘Give him the rest. See how he goes on that.’ 
 
    Gonzalez did as instructed. 
 
    ‘There ya go, man,’ Rivera said, giving Miguel a hearty slap on the side. 
 
    Miguel snorted. 
 
    ‘Any problems give me a call, and remember… this didn’t happen.’ 
 
    Gonzalez nodded. 
 
      
 
    Miguel was doing well, so well that Gonzalez asked for more of the drug.  
 
    He began dosing some of the other cows with it too. 
 
    The females took to it well. 
 
    Milk production was up. Takings began to rise. 
 
    They made that month’s payment without a sweat, with a little to spare to put towards the next month’s.  
 
    Things were going well until Simone, one of the young ranch hands, was cleaning out Miguel’s enclosure. 
 
    The beast turned on him, his huge – even huger since Rivera’s intervention – flanks seeming to tremble in anticipation. 
 
    While Simone bent down, Miguel’s breathing began to increase. His vast flanks were heaving like he was drilling the road. 
 
    Gonzalez was eyeing him warily, as he’d kept a close eye on him. 
 
    He went in to see Miguel, laying a hand on the top of his head in the way he usually did when the animal was anxious. 
 
    Miguel shook his head to the side, throwing the hand off. 
 
    Gonzalez had never seen the look in his eyes before. 
 
    It could only be described as murderous. 
 
    ‘Miguel, shh it’s ok,’ he said. 
 
    Miguel continued to stare at the ranch hand, his breathing getting heavier and heavier. 
 
    ‘Hey, I think we should get out of here,’ Gonzalez said. 
 
    Simone shrugged it off. 
 
    Gonzalez grabbed his arm. ‘Come on, now.’ 
 
    Miguel followed them. 
 
    He was snorting hard now. 
 
    Gonzalez was out of the gate and he turned back to pull Simone through. 
 
    Miguel lurched forward with the force of a tank. 
 
    It was sickeningly fast for an animal of such bulk. 
 
    His horns met with Simone’s back. 
 
    There was a horrendous crack like a tree limb breaking, only louder. 
 
    Simone screamed.  
 
    Blood glistened on the ivory tip of a horn that poked from his stomach. 
 
    Simone screamed louder, spraying a thick mist of blood over Gonzalez’s face. 
 
    Eddie must have heard the scream as he was already sprinting through the enclosure. 
 
    Gonzalez was trying to pull Simone out, but he was only widening the wound in his belly. 
 
    Miguel reared back slightly, giving them room to shut the gate. 
 
    Eddie saw that Gonzalez was still trying to pull Simone through the gate. 
 
    ‘It’s too late, Dad,’ Eddie said, wrapping his arms around his waist and dragging him back. 
 
    Gonzalez came to his senses and helped his son in his efforts to shut the gate. 
 
    Miguel slammed into it with concussive force, throwing both of them on their asses in the hay. 
 
    Simone was still gored on the horns, more blood spurting from his wounds. 
 
    Blood gushed from his lips and dripped down his chin. 
 
    He already looked like he was dying; pale with shock and blood loss. 
 
    ‘Get this fucking gate shut,’ Gonzalez said. 
 
    They pushed their muscles to their limit, and managed to force the gate shut. 
 
    But it was warped from Miguel’s savage charge. 
 
    The bar wouldn’t fit in properly. 
 
    Miguel barged it again, throwing them back. 
 
    Somehow they managed to dive on the gate and shove it shut again. 
 
    José, Gonzalez’s other son, was running across the enclosure and he hurled himself on the gate just as Miguel hit it again. 
 
    It looked as though it had been hit by a speeding juggernaut. 
 
    While his sons braced the gate, Gonzalez moved the bar – which was bent out of shape in spite of it being heavy steel – round and forced it into place. 
 
    Eddie leant his full weight on the gate, bracing it while José helped Gonzalez bend the bar back into shape. 
 
    Gonzalez fastened the chain around the gate and padlocked it shut. 
 
    Now that the gate was shut, Miguel had stopped trying to get them.  
 
    Instead, his head was bowed, his back to them. 
 
    The reason for his apathy was arguably worse than his continued assault on them; with dread, they realised he was greedily chowing down on Simone’s corpse. 
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    ‘What the fuck just happened?’ Eddie said, shock making his face white. 
 
    ‘Your friend’s magic potion. That’s what fucking happened.’ 
 
    ‘But Miguel was eating him. He just went…’ 
 
    Gonzalez drew breath in sharply. 
 
    ‘That poor kid’s family.’ 
 
    ‘Miguel was fucking eating him,’ Eddie said, staring off into space with a haunted look in his eye. 
 
    ‘Yes I know he was eating him,’ Gonzalez snapped. ‘This is why I should never have listened to you. I knew this was a bad idea, but I had to fucking listen, didn’t I?’ 
 
    He shouted, ‘Fuck,’ and slammed his hand into the table top hard enough to make the two empty tequila glasses jump. 
 
    When he’d calmed his nerves with a few drinks, he went back to check on Miguel. 
 
    He was slumped in the corner, his vast flank propping up the wall of the enclosure. 
 
    His eyes were glazed now and the red that had filled his corneas seemed to have dispersed a little. 
 
    He was breathing heavily, his belly bloated with the dead ranch hand. 
 
    Gonzalez looked and saw that nothing remained of Simone. Even the bones had been ground to dust by Miguel’s powerful jaws. 
 
    The only trace of him that remained was the splatters of blood around the enclosure. 
 
    ‘We might be ok here,’ Gonzalez muttered, his rocketing pulse beginning to slow a little. 
 
    He got the hose and sprayed it around the enclosure, chasing away the blood and occasional chunk of bone which Miguel had missed. 
 
    Feeling much better about this nightmare situation, he went back to the house. And, after a few more tequilas, he went to bed. 
 
    Sleep eluded him for most of the night; he kept seeing the enraged look in Miguel’s eye as he tried to settle. 
 
    It was supposed to be me, he thought. He tried to get me, but he missed. 
 
      
 
    Gonzalez woke late, feeling like shit. He scraped the stubble from his face, paused to grimace at the bags under his eyes, then showered. 
 
    The image of Simone trapped, crushed and impaled, blood spilling over his trembling bottom lip, assailed him like the punches of a heavyweight boxer. 
 
    He slapped himself on the temple to try and chase it away. 
 
    ‘Jeez, you ok?’ Cassandra said, seeing the state of him. 
 
    ‘Yeah, just slept like shit,’ he lied. 
 
    He poured a large coffee and picked at the breakfast that had been prepared for him. 
 
    The rare steak Cassandra had cooked for his breakfast just reminded him of the ranch hand’s bloodied flesh, so he pushed it around his plate for a while before getting up and setting off for the office. 
 
    He walked the enclosures, making sure the cows were all ok. 
 
    They all seemed fine, even Miguel was relatively chilled. 
 
    Still, when he saw Gonzalez, he got to his feet and approached the gate. 
 
    His head was bowed slightly. 
 
    He grunted, his eyes staring up at Gonzalez. 
 
    His hand shaking, Gonzalez reached in to comfort him. 
 
    Miguel grunted again and his teeth clapped shut just shy of Gonzalez’s fingers. 
 
    Though he would have sworn it impossible, Gonzalez was sure he saw the beast grinning. 
 
    Miguel bowed his head a little more and Gonzalez took the hint. 
 
    He reached in and patted his head. 
 
    On the way in, his hand grazed the left horn. 
 
    It was cold, hard. Like a bone spear. 
 
    He briefly pondered what it would feel like sticking through his back and out of his belly – like poor Simone – then he recoiled. 
 
    Miguel seemed to be upset at this and let out a little grunt. 
 
    Gonzalez thought he was going to go for him, try and batter his way through the gate, but he just stared at him menacingly. 
 
    He seemed patient, like he knew he had all the time in the world. 
 
      
 
    It was after he’d checked up on Miguel that the day’s next irregularity took place; a young cop showed up asking if Simone had turned up for work yesterday. 
 
    ‘He drinks a lot,’ Gonzalez said. True. 
 
    ‘And he misses work a lot.’ Semi true. 
 
    ‘So I don’t know where he is.’ False. 
 
    He hated lying and it made him nervous. 
 
    It felt like his voice was tiny, insignificant. 
 
    His palms and the back of his neck seemed to have a river of sweat running through them. 
 
    His perfectly-pressed white shirt was developing sweat patches similar to those on Eddie’s workout vests. 
 
    You look guilty as hell, his mind taunted him. 
 
    ‘He sure wasn’t here yesterday. We had to struggle on all day without him.’ True, but because he was in Miguel’s belly, not living it up in a local bar. 
 
    The cop nodded, seemed to buy it. 
 
    ‘You got CCTV in here?’ he asked. 
 
    Gonzalez shook his head. ‘Can’t afford it anymore, since Lopez came to town.’ 
 
    The cop paused for a long time and Gonzalez wondered what the hell was going on in his mind, if he was picking holes in his story already. But he just nodded. ‘I hear ya. Well, listen, if he does show up, gimme a call. His girlfriend is worried sick.’ 
 
    ‘Will do. Thank you, Officer.’ 
 
      
 
    Gonzalez threw back a shot of tequila. 
 
    ‘It’s midday,’ Cassandra scowled. ‘What the hell is the matter with you?’ 
 
    ‘Just got off the phone with the accountant,’ he said, impressed with the speed he’d come up with the lie. 
 
    She seemed to buy it. 
 
    He locked himself in the bathroom, sat, slumped over on the toilet seat, head in his hands. 
 
    It felt like the walls were closing in on him. 
 
      
 
    A week passed and things seemed to die down a little. 
 
    The cops hadn’t been round any more and Gonzalez was overjoyed about that. 
 
    Miguel seemed to have settled down a little. 
 
    Although he did still give Gonzalez funny looks now and then. 
 
    He seemed to have increased in bulk since taking Rivera’s potion, as did the other cows. 
 
    Gonzalez thought about the risks and weighed it up with the rewards. 
 
    Milk production was up, and the cows were bigger, carrying more meat. 
 
    Takings were finally up too. 
 
    But is that worth some kid dying? 
 
    And the risk of someone else dying? 
 
    His musings were interrupted by the sound of a gunshot. 
 
    He jolted from his thoughts and ran to the office to get the handgun he kept hidden under his desk. 
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    With the gun in his hand, he looked around. 
 
    Lopez was standing in the entranceway, samurai sword in hand. 
 
    ‘Fuck’s sake, not now,’ Gonzalez muttered. 
 
    Lopez came in, Santos, Morales and Garcia behind him. 
 
    Gonzalez looked around. 
 
    Eddie was at the gym. Ramon was out picking up feed. 
 
    The workers here were fairly big lads, but they were placid. 
 
    Trying to set them onto Lopez would be like throwing a kitten to a Rottweiler. 
 
    You’re on your own here, Mario, he thought, forlorn. 
 
    ‘What are you doing here? I paid you, didn’t I?’ Gonzalez said. 
 
    Lopez nodded. 
 
    ‘So what are you doing here?’ 
 
    ‘Well, well, well, what do we have here, jefe?’ Lopez said, his head pecking back and forth on his neck. ‘You finally managed to locate your cojones?’  
 
    Gonzalez despised him, but he was terrified of him too. 
 
    ‘I hear you’ve begun to claw back some of the market share,’ Lopez said. 
 
    Gonzalez smiled in spite of himself. It had been a long time since he’d impressed Lopez. 
 
    ‘So me and the guys reckon it’s time we put our prices up,’ Lopez said. 
 
    Gonzalez shrugged. ‘Don’t be ridiculous. You’re taking enough from us as it is.’ 
 
    Lopez snorted laughter. ‘Well I think it’s high time we tied up this loose end. Time to take the Gonzalez ranch off the map for good.’ 
 
    He moved over to one of the cows and put his gun in its face. 
 
    ‘I say we start liquefying your assets.’ 
 
    The gun went off, spattering Lopez’s face in gore. 
 
    It added to his insane appearance. 
 
    I don’t stand a chance here, Gonzalez thought. I’m totally alone. 
 
    Just then Miguel snorted. 
 
    Gonzalez looked over to the enclosure. 
 
    Miguel was getting up, his muscles rippling beneath his dark flesh. 
 
    His eyes had that red glaze, Gonzalez could see that, even from fifteen feet away. 
 
    He snorted again, louder, and reared back slightly. 
 
    Then he lunged at the gate hard enough to make the metal creak. 
 
    While Lopez and his men looked over in bemusement, Gonzalez aimed carefully and fired. 
 
      
 
    ‘You missed, jefe!’ Lopez laughed as the bullet whistled past his face. 
 
    Gonzalez smiled and shook his head. 
 
    The padlock on the chain around Miguel’s gate fell to the floor. 
 
    Miguel charged the gate, smashing it open almost enough for him to get out. 
 
    Gonzalez ran while they were occupied. 
 
    They fired on the beast, putting wounds in his flanks, but this just seemed to further enrage him. 
 
    Miguel rammed the gate harder, almost taking it off its hinges as it flew open. 
 
    He bolted straight for Lopez, startling in his speed. 
 
    Snorting, Miguel bowed his head and hit Lopez, throwing his head up at the last moment and sending the hapless gangster flying a full six feet up in the air. 
 
    He cried out in bemusement until he hit the floor hard enough to wind him. 
 
    Miguel turned to the closest gunman – Garcia – and ran at him. 
 
    Garcia had sense to turn and run, but this just meant he was facing away from the bull when it hit him in the back. 
 
    He hit the wall headfirst, making a sickening crack ring out. 
 
    One of his gold teeth was still embedded in the wall as he slid down it. 
 
    Santos and Morales began to unload, but Miguel was not bothered, though he was now bleeding in a dozen places. 
 
    Lopez was almost back on his feet. 
 
    Blood was running down from his lip and a scuff on the side of his head. 
 
    Miguel hit him at the waist and launched him up again. 
 
    This time Lopez landed on his leg, with a loud crack. 
 
    Santos had emptied his gun into Miguel, still to no avail. 
 
    Black blood dripped from the beast’s flanks. 
 
    He snorted, fixing Santos with that crimson glare, and ran. 
 
    Santos was still trying to fumble a fresh magazine into his gun when the beast hit him. 
 
    The impact threw him back, landing him hard on his side. 
 
    He got to his feet slowly and began to back away. 
 
    As Miguel charged again, Santos ran for the nearest cow’s enclosure. 
 
    He got there just as Miguel hit his backside, flicking him up in the air with a casual toss of his head. 
 
    He landed face first in the straw in the cow enclosure. 
 
    His grin of triumph soon faded as the cows surrounded him and began greedily jostling for position. 
 
    Then the feeding began. 
 
    He screamed as the flesh was torn from his bones and greedily slurped down. 
 
    In the end, death was a blessing. 
 
      
 
    Morales was still firing on Miguel, but the beast was ignoring him for now. 
 
    It was watching Lopez, who was limping away as fast as he could. 
 
    The beast snorted, making him cry out in fear and pain as he turned around. 
 
    He tried to drag himself away. 
 
    Miguel hit him a few seconds later, knocking him back to the floor. 
 
    He landed hard and it didn’t seem like he was going to get up. 
 
    Miguel waited for him to take a knee then lunged again. 
 
    His horn stuck through Lopez’s temple. 
 
    A pulsating segment of brain was stuck to the end, blood pouring down the side of his head. 
 
    Miguel pushed it fully through, then pulled it back. 
 
    Lopez froze for a second then toppled to his left like a domino. 
 
    Blood began to form a glistening pool beneath him. 
 
    Morales seemed to have belatedly realised that Miguel was not going to be stopped by mere bullets and had begun to back away. 
 
    The animal snorted at him, again Gonzalez would swear that it was smiling. 
 
    It began to advance slowly, snorting and pawing the dirt with its front right foot. 
 
    Morales backed away. 
 
    Miguel followed him, shepherding him towards the nearest cow enclosure. 
 
    Too late, Morales realised that one of the beasts was reaching its head over the top of the metal gate. 
 
    One of the animals bit down on his wrist, holding him in place. 
 
    Thick, stinking drool began to drip down the sides of his face as the other cow’s mouth opened over the top of his skull. 
 
    Then it bit down hard, crushing his skull in a tidal wave of blood and pulverised brain matter. 
 
    When the cow reared back, his head was missing from the ears up over, revealing the rest of his brain beneath. 
 
    As he fell back, blood fountaining out, the cows fought over who was going to be the first to sample the brains. 
 
    Miguel watched them eat, seeming pleased that they were sampling the flesh as he had, then he went over to Lopez and began eating his still-warm flesh. 
 
      
 
    Gonzalez had watched all of this through wide eyes. 
 
    Miguel had taken a couple of dozen bullets and didn’t seem fazed. 
 
    He had quickly despatched all of Lopez’s men. 
 
    In a way Gonzalez was glad, as he had taken care of one problem for him, but had thrown up a much worse one. 
 
    He called Eddie. ‘You gotta get here now.’ 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    6 
 
    Eddie’s car came screeching round the corner in a haze of burnt rubber. 
 
    He flung the door shut and ran in. 
 
    ‘What the hell’s going on?’ 
 
    Gonzalez was shaking with the after-effects of adrenaline. 
 
    ‘Are you hurt?’ Eddie said. 
 
    Gonzalez shook his head. 
 
    ‘Where’s Lopez?’ 
 
    ‘M-Miguel got him,’ Gonzalez said. 
 
    And the penny dropped for Eddie. 
 
    ‘Shit,’ he hissed, racing inside. 
 
    Gonzalez didn’t want to go back in, but he didn’t want to leave his son alone with whatever depravity was going on in the ranch. 
 
      
 
    Eddie’s eyes grew wide when he saw the scene. 
 
    The bodies were slumped in pools of blood, pieces of brain and bone scattered everywhere. 
 
    Lopez was already pretty much eaten, Miguel chowing down greedily. Blood was smeared around his snout. 
 
    He grunted and looked round as he sensed their presence. 
 
    Gonzalez gulped again. It was hard to avoid the feeling that Miguel wanted him. 
 
    ‘What the hell do we do?’ Eddie said. 
 
    Something snapped in Gonzalez, the dam of his fear was suddenly shored up. 
 
    And he began to think in a cold, calculated way, as though he was helping Eddie out of this situation instead of vice versa. 
 
    ‘We let them eat the bodies,’ Gonzalez said, his eyes lighting up with excitement. ‘Then we stick those goddamned beasts through the wood pulper to rid every trace of them from this farm.’ 
 
    Eddie’s jaw hung open. ‘Why?’ 
 
    ‘The feds are gonna be round here asap when they hear Lopez has gone missing. We need this place clean.’ 
 
    Eddie gulped. ‘What about Miguel?’ 
 
    Gonzalez nodded. ‘You know what we have to do. We’ll wait till he’s had his fill. He’ll be sleepy and slow. That’s when we hit him.’ 
 
    Eddie nodded. 
 
    They rounded up the gear they needed; the hose, the captive bolt gun, the wood pulper and the slurry barrels. 
 
    They watched Miguel feast. It took him a distressingly short time to consume the gangsters’ bodies. 
 
    He seemed to sense they were still there, but he had eaten the best part of three people, so he was sleepy. His belly was bloated. 
 
    He lay down, looking over at them. 
 
    His eyes were still that horrendous blood red colour. 
 
    They saw murder in them. 
 
      
 
    ‘How we gonna do this then?’ Eddie said. 
 
    Gonzalez glanced over at the beast. ‘He’s docile now, but he’ll still put up one hell of a fight. We need to get in there from behind him. Get as close as we can before he notices us. Then we put him down before he hurts anyone else.’ 
 
    Eddie nodded. 
 
    ‘Let’s do this then,’ Eddie said, taking a deep breath. 
 
      
 
    Gonzalez’s heart was knocking out of his chest as he stepped into the enclosure. He had a funny feeling that he wasn’t going to be stepping out again. 
 
    Miguel seemed to be in a daze – a meat coma, Gonzalez and his wife usually referred to it as – and was staring idly at the floor, his eyes half-lidded. 
 
    Some of the cows were sleeping, but those on the other side of the enclosure were still glancing around. 
 
    As they stepped closer, the heads of the cows that were awake snapped round to look at them and they began to make a horrendous noise. 
 
    They began to get agitated, charging around, colliding with each other and the walls of their pens. 
 
    They’re trying to alert him, Gonzalez thought with dread. 
 
    The huge beast stirred slightly, making Gonzalez and Eddie take a couple of big steps back. 
 
    But he didn’t wake. 
 
    Gonzalez breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
    He moved in closer, Eddie a step behind him. 
 
    The cows continued their lowing, trying to alert Miguel to their presence. 
 
    They got to within six feet of him without him moving a muscle. 
 
    But then his eyes flicked open and he let out a low, menacing growl. 
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    Gonzalez thought of fleeing, but knew that this would be signing his own death warrant. 
 
    So instead, he fought every impulse that told him to run, screaming, without looking back, and he hurled himself onto Miguel’s vast head. 
 
    Eddie ran in too. 
 
    Though they were both strong men, they were totally out of their depth. 
 
    Gonzalez put the bolt gun to the beast’s head, but he threw his head to the side, throwing the weapon off. 
 
    Eddie lashed out with his knife, just missing Miguel’s eye. 
 
    The blade skidded across the bull’s snout, scoring a shallow wound. 
 
    The smell of blood seemed to further incense the beast. 
 
    Gonzalez dived on the bull’s back, clamped his knees to the sides of the creature’s neck, clinging on for dear life. 
 
    Miguel threw himself up, doing his utmost to throw Gonzalez off. 
 
    But Gonzalez held on. 
 
    His legs were already blazing from the exertion, but he knew he could not let go. 
 
    He thrust the weapon to the beast’s head. 
 
    Eddie darted under Miguel’s head, trying to sink Lopez’s samurai sword into its throat. 
 
    It sensed his intention and lashed out, knocking him to the side. 
 
    Eddie’s cry terrified Gonzalez and he knew he had to act. 
 
    He squeezed ever harder with his knees. 
 
    His muscles blazed. 
 
    He aimed the bolt gun, knowing he only had one chance. He had the barrel on top of the beast’s brain pan. He took a second to make sure his aim was true and pulled the trigger. 
 
    The bolt shot into the bull’s skull with a titanic spray of gore. 
 
    Gonzalez’s torso was drenched in it. 
 
    The bull’s death throes hurled him from its back. 
 
    He landed in a crumpled heap. 
 
    Even in its last moments, Miguel was determined to take them out. 
 
    Miguel charged. 
 
    They scattered, knowing that one of them at least should survive. 
 
    Finally the beast fell to its belly, letting out a low moan that took Gonzalez back to the days of it being a young creature. 
 
    The beast had long been a part of his life and he was sad to see it go, in spite of what it had become. 
 
    A few tears fell from his eyes as it breathed its last and its head settled into a vast puddle of gore. 
 
    ‘Shh, it’s ok. It’s ok,’ he said, stroking the top of Miguel’s head as he had done when he was distressed as a calf. 
 
    They approached the enclosure of the cows that were contaminated, trying to quiet them before they woke the others. 
 
    Gonzalez was thankful that he’d only dipped his toe in the water of this experimental growth hormone, as it made the job much easier. They only had a dozen cows to put down, instead of a couple of hundred. He’d kept the animals separate too to avoid any chance of contamination. 
 
    You were obviously wary of this, so why the hell did you go through with it? he thought, shaking his head. 
 
    They put down the other beasts without incident. 
 
    Their system was smooth; Eddie opened the gate just enough to let one animal through. 
 
    José helped with this, but was on standby in case one of the cows bolted. 
 
    Gonzalez stepped in with the bolt gun and put the beast out of its misery. 
 
    The hard part was going to be getting them into the wood pulper. 
 
    They tried lifting one of the beasts, but it was a ton weight. There was no way they could have lifted it without hurting themselves. 
 
    Gonzalez brought the tractor round. 
 
    They carefully lined up the barrels in front of the wood pulper.  
 
    Gonzalez turned the machine on. 
 
    It made a hell of a racket, but they were out in the boondocks here. Such noises were normal as part of ranch life, so they hoped they wouldn’t draw too much attention to themselves. 
 
    He lined the shovel of the tractor up with Miguel’s bloodied corpse. 
 
    He lifted it. 
 
    Even the heavy duty hydraulic arm of the tractor struggled beneath the weight of the immense beast, but he managed to hurl it into the wood chipper. 
 
    The resulting blizzard of gore and bone shards was nothing short of spectacular. 
 
    They were both covered in it, fine droplets blowing back on the wind. 
 
    The next cow came in. 
 
    Another flying torrent of gore. 
 
    Another cow. 
 
    Another spray of gore. 
 
    Gonzalez would periodically check the barrels. 
 
    When they were full, he pushed the lids onto them. 
 
    Eddie hammered them down tighter, further covering himself in gore when it sprayed out from the edges. 
 
    It would arguably have made less mess submerging themselves in the barrels. 
 
    Finally, it was done. 
 
    The contaminated cows were all pulverised into liquid form; just barrels full of bloody slop. 
 
    ‘What the hell do we do with these?’ Eddie said. 
 
    ‘Throw them in the fucking river. No one will find them there.’ 
 
    Eddie nodded. 
 
      
 
    They were at the West Pier, the same spot Lopez had advised them to dump Sadie’s body. Gonzalez loved the sweet irony in the fact that Lopez himself was now being disposed of here; albeit in the belly of Miguel’s pulverised corpse. 
 
    ‘How the hell we gonna get away with that?’ 
 
    ‘The guys round here are on Lopez’s payroll. They see anything go in the river here, they know not to say anything. Now, let’s get these fucking barrels in the water.’ 
 
    They managed to get the barrels of bloody cow sludge out of the truck using ropes to pull them and roll them. 
 
    They’d forced Rivera to help or else they’d tell about the consequences of his illegal growth hormones. ‘You made this mess, you can help fucking clean it up,’ Gonzalez hissed, waving the samurai sword around wildly. 
 
    Between the four of them, they managed to roll the barrels out of the car. 
 
    There was a long pier that led out into the water. The tide was fierce, the waters deep, a fine combination to make just about any problem disappear without a trace. 
 
    The barrels stood, rusted, dark and stinking, on the end of the pier. 
 
    A dried crust of gore sat round the outer edge of them. 
 
    ‘This is the grossest fucking thing I’ve ever been a part of,’ Rivera said. 
 
    ‘Just think yourself lucky you aren’t joining them,’ Gonzalez said, eyeing him, furious. ‘Now let’s get this over with before someone sees us.’ 
 
    There was a drop of maybe six feet from the edge of the pier. 
 
    The three men shoved the first barrel with all their worth. 
 
    Just when they thought it wasn’t going to budge, it suddenly tipped. 
 
    Eddie nearly followed it, but Gonzalez grabbed him by the collar and hauled him back just in time. 
 
    The barrel plunged through the darkness, hitting the water hard enough to wet the men even six feet up. 
 
    Gonzalez began to despair when the barrel began to bob up and down in the water, but then it was pulled under by the strong currents. 
 
    He breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
    ‘Thank fuck for that,’ he said. 
 
    The second one went in a little easier now they had their technique down. 
 
    It too sunk within a minute. 
 
    The third one followed in the same way. 
 
    ‘This is a fucking piece of cake,’ Rivera said, seemingly jinxing them. 
 
    The rest plummeted no problem too. 
 
    The final barrel plunged hard, tipping the wrong way up. 
 
    It seemed to hit the water harder than the others, and there was a horrendous metallic thud. 
 
    They realised that it had landed on top of one of the other barrels. 
 
    In horror, Gonzalez saw that the barrel’s lid had come off in the collision. 
 
    The tide was awash with blood. 
 
    There seemed to be much more of it than there had been in the barrel. 
 
    It seemed to be everywhere. 
 
    ‘It’ll be fine, Dad,’ Eddie said, noting Gonzalez’s horrified expression. 
 
    Slowly, the tides diluted the red until there was none left. 
 
    Only then did Gonzalez allow himself a sigh of relief. 
 
    They drove back in silence, apart from Rivera’s dumbass remarks; 
 
    ‘Really feeling the burn off shoving those barrels.’ 
 
    ‘My pecs will thank me for that in the morning. Hashtag gains.’  
 
    ‘Might see if Jeannie fancies letting me in the back door again tonight.’ 
 
    ‘Say, you guys fancy a beer when we get back?’ 
 
    Gonzalez eyeballed him until he took the hint – much longer than it should have taken, he thought – and shut up. 
 
    They dropped Rivera at his place. 
 
    ‘We should do this again,’ Rivera said, but none of the others said a word to him. 
 
    Gonzalez floored the accelerator. 
 
      
 
    ‘Thank you for your help tonight,’ Gonzalez said to Eddie. 
 
    ‘You’re welcome. I’d do anything to help you, you should know that.’ 
 
    ‘You’re a good son.’ Gonzalez hugged him in close. ‘I love you.’ 
 
    They shared a few beers. 
 
    ‘This is nice to see,’ Cassandra smiled. ‘What have you guys been up to? A bit of male bonding?’ 
 
    ‘Something like that,’ Gonzalez said with a wry smile. ‘Anyway, we’d best get to bed. We’ve got to clean the place up a bit in the morning.’ 
 
    Eddie nodded. ‘I’ll see you then.’ 
 
      
 
    The following morning, they burnt their clothes, hosed down the entire ranch and waited for someone to come looking for Lopez. 
 
    The visit never came. 
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    Three months later 
 
    Ben ‘Bulldozer’ Mendoza was sunning himself on the beach. The warmth was something he’d missed in his last place, but he was pleased to have spent the last few years in California. 
 
    He looked around, taking a moment to admire a truly perfect blonde in a tiny black bikini. 
 
    He glanced away just as she began to look over. 
 
    Might have to move here for real, he thought with a grin. 
 
    His skin was already tanned, but he could feel it crisping up nicely. 
 
    He pulled a beer from the icebox beside him and twisted the cap off. The bottle was cold and sent trails of icy water running down his wrist, carving a path through the sun cream. 
 
    He took a long pull, savouring the taste. 
 
    After another glance around, he pulled his phone from the pocket of his shorts. 
 
    He popped in the earbuds and started the music. 
 
    The sounds of the beach; laughter, raised voices, the rush of the tide hitting the sands, the thud of tanned fists colliding with a volleyball every now and then, all disappeared as if flicked off by a switch. 
 
    He took another pull on his beer, then formed a hole for it in the sand beside him. 
 
    He put his hands behind his head and laid back. 
 
    Mendoza was still partially aware of what was going on around him. 
 
    As a cop he knew he needed to maintain his situational awareness. 
 
    That was of the utmost importance. 
 
    Never knew when a mugger was gonna call. 
 
    Still, he wasn’t entirely on the beach. 
 
    There in body but not in spirit. 
 
    In a kind of trance. 
 
    Rob Halford was cheerfully singing about breaking the law – ‘Not on my fucking watch, bub,’ Mendoza always used to chuckle – when there was a change in the beach’s vibe. 
 
    A cacophony of screams rang out, even cutting through the loud music in his ears. 
 
      
 
    He threw the earbuds out and sat up fast, lifting his sunglasses up onto his forehead in order to see the scene better. 
 
    A crowd of screaming tourists was gathering by the water’s edge. 
 
    ‘Shark! There’s a fucking shark!’ the drunken frat boy to his right was shouting, loud enough for even the deaf to hear. 
 
    Mendoza saw the stream of people heading towards the water, cell phones held aloft to record the scene. 
 
    ‘Fucking idiots,’ he muttered. We used to run away from danger, now we run towards it, hoping it’ll make us go viral. 
 
    He stood, approached the situation. 
 
    He was conspicuous in that he was the only one there not holding a cell phone. 
 
    ‘There’s a shark right there!’ someone shouted, terror in their voice. 
 
    The tides moved in a little. 
 
    Mendoza struggled to see what was happening, but then the waves came in a little further and he saw the tip of a shark’s fin. 
 
    The crowd screamed but held their ground, hoping to capture the perfect viral video. 
 
    It was only when the tides sent the creature racing in that they backed off screaming. 
 
    The creature was indeed a shark, but not all of it; a severed head ending in a ragged, bloody stump was washed up on the beach, near the crowd. A thick trail of blood lay behind it in the water. 
 
    The crowd continued to snowball in size. 
 
    More cell phones joining them. 
 
    There were gasps and screams, but still everyone was getting closer to capture the moment. 
 
    Instagram idiots. 
 
    Facebook fucks. 
 
    Mendoza fumed. 
 
    The smartphone craze was one that was beneath him. 
 
    He was too old to indulge in the horseshit. He had one, but only because he had to, for his line of work. 
 
    If it wasn’t for that he’d never have even had a cell phone. 
 
    He much preferred to fly under the radar, remain uncontactable. Less fucking hassle that way. 
 
    Finally the crowd began to disperse as the coast guard came in to see what was happening. 
 
    Actual, on duty police officers raced in. 
 
    Mendoza refused to get involved on such a rare thing as a day off. 
 
    He watched from afar, drinking his beer. 
 
    The crowd finally broke up enough to give him a proper look at the shark. 
 
    It looked as though it had been mauled by a bear. 
 
    There were bloody craters of it missing everywhere, like something had taken bites out of it. 
 
    Something big. 
 
    But what had been eating it puzzled him, as this was a great white. A big one at that.  
 
    It should have been top of the food chain.  
 
    What the fuck could be chowing down on the king of the sea? 
 
      
 
    The answer wouldn’t greet him that day, or the next. 
 
    It would wait until he was back on duty. 
 
    He was in the car, flying down the freeway, when his comms unit blared: ‘Proceed to Crimson Cove.’ 
 
    He pulled up to see a veritable sea of sirens and flashing lights. 
 
    ‘What’s happenin’?’ he asked one of the other officers he saw there. 
 
    ‘Not sure. But it can’t be good.’ 
 
      
 
    Jim Darling was out for the afternoon surfing. 
 
    He needed the break, for his sanity. 
 
    His job was driving him up the wall. 
 
    He was not a people person, so working in a supermarket was his idea of hell, but there was no other career path open to him. 
 
    The time he spent on his board always served to make his life better. 
 
    His wife had suggested he come here for some chill out time. 
 
    He’d been coming a year or so and was getting pretty adept. 
 
    It was a perfect day for it; decent waves, sun, low wind. 
 
    He looked behind him, seeing the wave begin its charge. 
 
    Grinning – it looked big – he began to paddle. 
 
    The wave took him with it as it hit, and he popped up in perfect time. 
 
    He was always amazed when he managed to stand. 
 
    The wave continued to take him. 
 
    He seemed to be flying towards the beach. 
 
    It was a rush that never got old. 
 
    But then, as happened – although admittedly less and less these days – he went one way and his board went another. 
 
    Still grinning, he landed headfirst in the waves. 
 
    He bobbed back to the surface, seeing his board behind him. 
 
    He grabbed the leash around his ankle and pulled the board back to him. 
 
    Fighting to keep the board straight, he shoved the tip into the wave and began making his way back out. 
 
    When he reached roughly the point he’d been before, he jumped a few of the waves, keeping his board clasped to his side. 
 
    He waited for what looked like the perfect wave, then he spun round. 
 
    As he turned, he caught sight of a large black mass beneath the water, maybe ten feet out from him. 
 
    He squinted into the waves, trying to see what it was. 
 
    He hoped it wasn’t a shark. They were common around here.  
 
    His mate Mitch had actually lost a foot to a Great White a few years back. 
 
    He couldn’t see a fin, but the thing looked big. 
 
    He turned his board back to the beach, now impatient to catch the wave and get the hell out of there. 
 
    When he looked back, the dark mass had gone. 
 
    He breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
    Then the wave was on him. 
 
    Jim barely had time to react, but somehow, his muscle memory forced him to his feet. 
 
    He was unsteady, but this was a big wave, so adrenaline swamped him. 
 
    After roughly five feet, his board was wrenched from beneath him. 
 
    He landed hard in the waves, eyes still open. 
 
    Though it was blurred by the water, he caught a glimpse of something big and black and alien-looking in front of him. 
 
    His board seemed to be close to it. 
 
    He was stunned slightly from his impact with the water – the landing had been hard and unexpected – and struggled to comprehend what was happening. 
 
    Then there was a sharp tug on his ankle leash. 
 
    Finally, he realised that the creature was pulling on his board. 
 
    The leash was pulling him towards it. 
 
    He fought to release the Velcro strap, but his fingers refused to work. 
 
    But when he looked down, he saw that his leash was floating beside him in the water. 
 
    The thing wrapped around his leg was black, cinching tight enough to cut off the blood supply to his foot, bringing about a pins and needles feeling. 
 
    He pulled at it but it was a futile exercise; whatever the thing was made of was tough like high-tension wire. Slimy too, like the skin of a hotdog. His hands just slid off it. 
 
    A huge pull dragged his feet out from beneath him and he landed on his face in the water. A second pull sent him flying back out to sea. 
 
    He tried to power himself to the surface, but more of the thick black appendages grabbed his legs and pulled him down. 
 
    The features of the thing were distorted by the water, but were obscured completely when the water around him began to turn red. 
 
    Belatedly, he realised that it was eating his legs. 
 
    He lashed his legs out, kicking something as hard as iron. 
 
    Then his legs were gone, ending in ragged stumps halfway up his thighs. 
 
    The pain was like nothing he’d ever felt. 
 
    Blood stained the water around him red. 
 
    He felt the tide tear him from whatever the fuck had been eating him, then he blacked out, never to wake up. 
 
      
 
    Marla Summers was swimming in the sea not far from where Jim had been surfing. 
 
    She’d been enjoying the day, as he had. 
 
    The water was a perfect temperature for a hot day like this – mid to late twenties, no breeze – and she’d been in and out of the sea all day. 
 
    She’d been drinking a little – on a day like this when you had a ride home it was rude not to down a six pack – so was at first suspicious of her senses. 
 
    The water a few metres away from her had seemed to turn red. 
 
    Unlike Jim, she’d been at the beach the day the shark’s head washed up, so she was ultra-wary of seeing anything out of the ordinary. 
 
    She began to back away, fearing a shark attack. 
 
    She knew they’d be attracted to the blood, even if they weren’t close by. 
 
    The patch of red seemed to draw a bit closer, then a man popped up out of the water. 
 
    She was relieved when it was a man and not a shark, but then she saw the pallor of his skin, the anguish hewn into his face, the growing cloud of crimson in his wake. 
 
    When she looked closer, she saw that his legs ended in bloody stumps. 
 
    She popped out of the water and began to scream with all of her might. 
 
    Behind where he had surfaced, she saw something big and dark. 
 
    ‘Shark,’ she screamed. ‘Shark! Shark!’ It seemed to be the only word she could muster.  
 
    Then she came to her senses and began to swim away. 
 
    She kept glancing behind her. 
 
    The surfer’s body was bobbing along behind her, as if he was following her. 
 
    Closely behind that was the big black thing. 
 
    The shark, she believed. 
 
    Her heart was seemingly pounding hard enough to ruffle her stars and stripes bikini. 
 
    Her limbs pumped harder and harder and she was grateful she’d spent so much time in the water recently, or it might have been a different outcome. 
 
    Something was chasing her, she could sense it. 
 
    The sand miraculously appeared beneath her knees and she hauled herself to her feet and staggered out of the tide. 
 
    ‘There’s a shark out there,’ she panted. ‘It got some surfer dude. He’s…’ and then she began to sob as terror overwhelmed her. 
 
      
 
    The coastguard boats began circling. They could see something under the water, but it seemed to have moved out a little from where it had been. 
 
    Jake Cray was first on the scene. 
 
    ‘There’s the fucking body,’ he said, pointing it out to his colleague, Kyle. 
 
    Kyle grimaced as he saw the cloud of red around the surfer’s body. 
 
    He was floating face down in the water, barely visible among the rough waves. 
 
    Kyle reached out and grabbed the hand, grimacing at how cold it felt. 
 
    He pulled hard. 
 
    Jake came over and helped too. 
 
    They hauled the body into the boat, grimacing at the state of the surfer’s legs. 
 
    It looked as though they had been bitten clean off. 
 
    ‘Poor bastard,’ Kyle said. ‘Surprised the sharks left him.’ 
 
    ‘It wasn’t sharks that did this. Didn’t you see the state of that shark the other day? There’s something new out there that’s feeding on the sharks.’ 
 
    Kyle’s face dropped. He’d been on holiday last week and knew nothing about the shark that had been killed, save for a minute-and-a-half team briefing to which he hadn’t been listening. 
 
    The dark thing seemed to be moving towards them, then the boat shook. 
 
    ‘Holy shit, this thing’s fast,’ Jake said as the boat rocked hard. 
 
    Something hit them from underneath and the back end of the boat came a full six inches out of the water. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ Kyle said. ‘What the hell is that?’ 
 
    The boat bucked again. 
 
    Another boat approached. 
 
    A man on a jet ski sped over too. 
 
    The black mass grew smaller as it sunk deeper beneath the waves. 
 
    Jake was concentrating on steering the boat back to shore. 
 
    Kyle was looking back, watching what was going on. 
 
    ‘What the hell is that thing?’ he asked. 
 
    ‘Whatever it was, it’s gone,’ Jake said, taking a quick glance around. 
 
    A few seconds after he had said it, the black mass came barrelling up through the water. 
 
    The jet ski was still speeding. 
 
    The creature hit the bottom of it, launching it a full six feet into the air. 
 
    The driver was hurled from the vehicle, left floundering in the water. 
 
    ‘Help him,’ Jake shouted. 
 
    Kyle grabbed the wheel and thrust it back towards the shore. 
 
    Jake was furious but relief swept over him when he heard the man’s screams and saw the water around him become a thrashing mass of red. 
 
    The man was pulled beneath the water. 
 
    It seemed like he’d gone, lost beneath the crimson tides, but then his hand and head parted the waves once more. 
 
    He was gasping for breath, but managed a saline-choked scream before he was once more dragged beneath the roiling tides. 
 
    Jake headed for the shore, but some of the other coastguards and jet skis followed the billowing cloud of red which seemed to be going ever deeper. 
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    Jake and Kyle unloaded the surfer’s body onto the sand. 
 
    Already a crowd of slack-jawed onlookers had gathered, in hope of a selfie in front of the surfer’s mutilated body. 
 
    Hank, the coastguard manager, was having a hard time keeping people away. 
 
    ‘Get outta here. Show some fucking respect,’ he hissed. 
 
    He nodded a greeting to Jake and Kyle. 
 
    ‘Thanks for getting him, guys. I guess first aid is outta the question here, eh?’ 
 
    Jake laughed in spite of himself. 
 
    Screams were coming from further down the beach. 
 
    The reporters were coming now; dozens of news vans had converged on the promenade that led to the beach. 
 
    Closely behind them were the cops.  
 
    Lots of them. 
 
    They looked out into the sea. There was nothing there now, save for a tiny patch of pinkish water. The blood had dissipated and, if it hadn’t been for the dismembered body before them, it would have been like it had never happened. 
 
      
 
    Mendoza was late to the party. 
 
    He cursed as he saw a full-blown media circus at the beach. 
 
    He hated the press.  
 
    ‘Parasitic fucks,’ he muttered under his breath. 
 
    ‘What the fuck happened?’ he asked Hank. 
 
    ‘Lady over there saw the whole sorry scene,’ he said, jabbing a nicotine-stained finger in the direction of a large throng of people. 
 
    Mendoza shoved his way through the crowd until he was face to face with the lady in question. 
 
    She was blonde, pretty, obviously in shock. She had one of those funny silvered blankets round her. A couple of empty beer bottles sat at her feet. 
 
    The cameras had flashed at least a dozen times in the few seconds since he’d seen her. 
 
    ‘Hi, I’m Detective Mendoza,’ he said, offering her his hand. ‘You want to get outta here?’ 
 
    She nodded. ‘That would be great.’ 
 
    He took her hand and helped her to her feet. Then he led her through the crowd, shoving people out of the way until he got back to his car. 
 
    He estimated he’d been photographed a couple of hundred times by the time he’d got into his car and pulled away. 
 
      
 
    ‘Sorry you had to be a part of that,’ he said, coaxing a smoke from the packet. ‘You want one?’ 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    ‘It’s the same every goddamned time. When something finally does happen they’re like flies round shit.’ 
 
    He looked over to her briefly. Her face had dropped. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry that came out wrong.’ 
 
    ‘None taken,’ she smiled, a little awkwardly. 
 
    ‘We’ll get back to the station, take a statement.’ 
 
    She nodded. 
 
      
 
    At the station, he noticed her tanned skin was goose-bumped and she was shivering a little. 
 
    ‘I’ll be back in a mo,’ he said, ducking out of the room. 
 
    He came back with a black tracksuit. ‘These are my partner’s,’ he explained. ‘She’s roughly your size.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ she said, taking them from him. 
 
    ‘I’ll give you five,’ he said, ducking out again. 
 
    He came back with two coffees, then proceeded to complain about them for a few minutes. 
 
    ‘So what happened?’ he said. 
 
      
 
    He wrote it all down long-hand, even though he was recording it on his battered tape recorder. Mendoza was old school to a fault. ‘Sounds like a shark attack,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Doesn’t it? But it didn’t look like a shark to me.’ 
 
    He muttered under his breath. He’d got that impression the other day too, when the shark’s head had washed up. 
 
    ‘If there’s anything else you can think of,’ he said, giving her his card. 
 
    ‘Thank you. You’re the first one who actually treated me like a person out of all those other cops and reporters.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome. Reporters bothering you, call me, I’d be only too happy to smash some cameras.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks again,’ she said. 
 
    Then he remembered he’d drove her there. 
 
    He was about to call her cab, but then he changed his mind. 
 
    ‘I’ll give you a ride home,’ he said. 
 
    ‘I can’t thank you enough,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Make sure you get some sleep. And have a damned good drink tonight to forget it.’ 
 
    She smiled. ‘Best idea I’ve heard all day.’ 
 
    ‘Night.’ 
 
    ‘Night.’ 
 
      
 
    Mendoza watched Marla go in, then pulled away. 
 
    He typed up a report of what she’d told him, then went back to the beach. 
 
    There was still a media circus on the sand, undeterred by the ever-approaching tide. 
 
    The light was beginning to fade, but he couldn’t see anything under the water any more. 
 
    His gut told him that it wouldn’t be the last time he was out here. 
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    The beach was closed the next day, while crime scene teams did their best to hunt for evidence. 
 
    It was a futile exercise. 
 
    Crime lab tests showed strange results; the DNA they recovered from the dead surfer didn’t match that of a shark. 
 
    The closest match they could come up with was a shrimp. 
 
    ‘Doesn’t make any goddamned sense,’ Mendoza muttered. 
 
    So he did what he did best; in the field research. 
 
    He shoved his way through the crowd of media and eager onlookers and onto the beach. 
 
    A few officers gave him disapproving looks but didn’t say anything. 
 
    He moved down to the coastguard station. 
 
    The staff were all gone, the place locked up. 
 
    The boats were secured. He tried to get one loose, but he was unable, even with his lock picking skills. 
 
    His eyes lit up a bit further down the beach – he saw the jet ski hire shack. 
 
    ‘Sir, you can’t go in there,’ one of the other officers said. 
 
    ‘Watch me,’ he said, ducking the crime scene tape and moving into the building. 
 
    While they followed, he grabbed the keys from the wall of the jet ski office – the staff had been ousted before they had time to lock up – and had started one of the jet skis and pulled away. 
 
    A rush of cold water sprayed his face as he pulled away. 
 
    Mendoza was an adrenaline junkie, so this was all a great adventure to him. 
 
    Keeping one eye on where he was going, the other on the slate grey water, he headed out to sea. 
 
    Nothing stirred beneath the waves. 
 
    He moved around for a while, seeing only the roiling tide. 
 
    Shaking his head, he began to return to shore. 
 
    An idea struck him. 
 
    Marla. 
 
    He went back to the station and dug out her file. 
 
    Her phone number found its way into his cell phone and he gave her a call. 
 
    She sounded sleepy. 
 
    ‘Sorry to wake you,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Oh I wasn’t… ok, ya got me. It was snoozeville over here.’ 
 
    He laughed. ‘Listen, I went out there today to see if I could see anything.’ 
 
    ‘Out where? The beach? I thought it was closed off?’ 
 
    ‘It is. I got a jet ski and went out.’ 
 
    ‘Isn’t that dangerous? This thing is bad news.’ 
 
    ‘Probably and definitely. Now listen, I don’t have a hope in hell of finding this thing. Do you fancy showing me where you saw it?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not sure I can remember.’ 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    ‘But I’ll try,’ she said.  
 
    ‘Excellent. I’ll pick you up in a half hour.’ 
 
      
 
    Marla was dressed in a black summer dress that hugged her figure and got Mendoza’s pulse racing. 
 
    She seemed oblivious to his attentions, focussed on the job at hand. 
 
    ‘So how am I going to show you where it is?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Now this part you might not like. Ever been on a jet ski?’ 
 
    She shook her head, raised her hands defensively and backed away. 
 
    ‘It’s fun, honest,’ he beamed. ‘And it would be doing me a big favour.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not sure,’ she said. 
 
    He gently took her hand and led her towards the jet ski hut. 
 
    The keys were still in his pocket and he’d chained the jet ski to the end of the pier, out of sight of the other cops. 
 
    He helped her on the jet ski, taking a second to admire her figure.  
 
    She looked amazing in a bikini. 
 
    ‘I’ll drive,’ he said. ‘You direct and hold on tight.’ 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    When they set off she whooped with joy. 
 
    ‘Hey this is kinda fun,’ she laughed as they began to skip across the tops of the waves. 
 
    ‘I think it was somewhere round here,’ she said. 
 
    He took the lumps of bloody brisket he’d brought from home and began to hurl them into the sea. 
 
    The jet ski bobbed up and down on the waves while they waited. 
 
    ‘I don’t think it’s coming,’ Marla said. 
 
    He shook his head too. 
 
    ‘It might have been a bit further out,’ she said. 
 
    He moved out a little more and again began scattering the meat on the surface of the water. 
 
    ‘Maybe it’s too deep down,’ she said. ‘It might not be able to pick up the scent.’ 
 
    He nodded. ‘Makes sense.’ 
 
    They sat there for a full half an hour, bobbing up and down on the waves. 
 
    ‘I’m sure it was around here,’ Marla said. ‘But it’s hard to tell. The sea all looks the same, doesn’t it?’ 
 
    He nodded. But didn’t say anything.  
 
    She noticed that he still hadn’t spoken. Hadn’t taken his eyes from the tide. 
 
    ‘Marla, I think we might have company,’ he said. 
 
    She looked down and saw a huge black shape quickly growing larger. 
 
    ‘Holy shit! That’s big,’ she said. 
 
      
 
    The waves began to grow larger as the creature drew closer. 
 
    The force of the water displaced by it almost capsized the jet ski. 
 
    A long black tentacle poked out of the water. 
 
    It landed on the edge of the jet ski. 
 
    Began to pull. 
 
    Mendoza floored the jet ski. It skidded out of the monster’s grasp. 
 
    They got maybe ten feet away. 
 
    Then the engine coughed and spluttered and cut out altogether. 
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    ‘What’s happened?’ Marla said. 
 
    ‘No fucking fuel. FUCK!’ Mendoza said, slamming his hand into the dashboard. 
 
    The creature drew closer, moving fast now. 
 
    It was maybe ten feet away from them and six feet under them. 
 
    They watched, horrified, as it began to come towards them. 
 
    Their horrified stares were diverted by a cacophony from closer to the shore. 
 
    Mendoza looked up to see a familiar face; his partner, Crystal.  
 
    Her blonde hair billowed out behind her as she powered the jet ski forward. 
 
    She was steering one-handed, a machine gun in her free hand, flying towards them almost as fast as the creature. 
 
    As another thick black tentacle grabbed the side of the jet ski and began to pull it under, bullets raked the water behind them. 
 
    ‘Get your asses on here,’ she said as she pulled alongside them. 
 
    She switched magazines and began firing. 
 
    Threw Mendoza another machine gun. 
 
    The pair of them began blitzing the creature as it began to rise out of the water. 
 
    The quick glimpse they had of it was enough to inflict nightmares; a long pointed jaw. Obsidian eyeballs the size of a human skull. 
 
    Pairs of clawed limbs seeking them. 
 
    Worst of all was the mouth, a gaping maw ringed with thick black tentacle-like appendages that writhed, seeking its next meal. 
 
    They opened fire on it as Marla climbed onto Crystal’s jet ski. 
 
    Bullets clanged off the creature’s chitinous hide, seeming to do little damage. 
 
    Indeed, it just seemed to enrage it. 
 
    It let out a horrific cry and disappeared beneath the water. 
 
    Marla helped Mendoza off his jet ski just as the creature’s immense tail came out of the water and smashed into the other vehicle. 
 
    The hard plastic shattered like an egg shell. 
 
    Marla had seen enough; she floored it and they shot away from the creature. 
 
    It had surfaced again and was close behind them. 
 
    Their bullets went into the water, still clanging off the creature’s hide, but doing little else. 
 
    The creature came up out of the water, its head hitting the bottom of the jet ski hard enough to lift it out of the water a couple of inches. 
 
    Mendoza raked the water with gunfire, took another magazine off one of the bullet belts which criss-crossed Crystal’s bikini-clad body. 
 
    The creature ducked again. 
 
    He looked around for it. 
 
    Then it rose again, this time hitting the side of the jet ski. 
 
    It wobbled, almost tipping them over. 
 
    They were suddenly upside down in the water, the jet ski above them. 
 
    Mendoza had no idea where he was. 
 
    He saw Marla was floating beside him, a vacant expression on her face. 
 
    Crystal was pushing hard on the jet ski, trying her best to flip it back the right way up. 
 
    Mendoza could see she was wasting her time, so he began pushing too. 
 
    It was hard going. 
 
    But his priorities changed when he saw the creature was headed straight for him. 
 
      
 
    A black tentacle grasped his ankle hard enough to cut off the blood flow to his foot. 
 
    One sharp pull later, he was underwater again. 
 
    Saline stung his eyes, distorting the features of the monster. 
 
    The black eyes seemed to stare into him, pulling him into their shadowy depths. 
 
    A huge mouth opened. 
 
    The tentacles were dragging him towards it. 
 
    He saw the lithe forms of Crystal and Marla up on the surface, the sun beaming down on them. 
 
    They seemed a long way away. 
 
    He swam with all of his might, trying to pull himself up through the water. 
 
    Then he saw Crystal swimming down towards him. 
 
    She had something long and white in her hands. 
 
    As a cloud of bubbles came from the barrel, he realised that she had fired a harpoon at the monster. 
 
    The spear clanged off the armour, but found a weak spot underneath. 
 
    It sunk in, forcing out a billowing cloud of black blood. 
 
    The prawn emitted a screech which was distorted horrifically by the water. 
 
    The tentacles let go of Mendoza but already he felt them seeking him again. 
 
    He swam for all he was worth. 
 
    The hard plastic of the jet ski greeted him. 
 
    Marla was sitting on the underside of the vehicle. 
 
    The three of them managed to turn it over. 
 
    Mendoza took the steering. The ladies sat behind him. 
 
    But instead of heading for the shore, he pulled out, following the creature further out to sea. 
 
      
 
    ‘Are you fucking crazy?’ Marla said. ‘That thing nearly had us for lunch.’ 
 
    ‘We should find out where it’s going.’ 
 
    ‘He’s right,’ Crystal said. ‘We need to nail this fucker.’ 
 
    They followed the creature for a while, until it disappeared completely. 
 
    They tried to look for distinguishing features but it was hard since the place looked the same wherever they were. 
 
    Crystal opened a box on the back of the jet ski. 
 
    She pulled off a flare gun. 
 
    ‘Why didn’t we shoot that fucking thing at it?’ Mendoza lamented. 
 
    ‘That would have been badass,’ Crystal said. 
 
    She shot it into the air. 
 
    It slowly sailed down, letting off a red shower of sparks. 
 
    They waited a while, then they heard the roar of speed boat engines. 
 
    The coast guard began to head out. 
 
    A few cops came out too. 
 
    ‘This is the last place we saw it,’ Mendoza said. ‘It was running away. If we search around here we may be able to track it down.’ 
 
    The cops shot down his idea, which just made him more determined to go through with it. 
 
    ‘We need a dive team with harpoons,’ he said. ‘Hunt this ugly motherfucker down.’ 
 
    The official stance was that it wasn’t currently enough of a problem to warrant that level of treatment. 
 
    They were doing their best to cover up the problem. 
 
    Back on the beach, they were debriefed. Mendoza was shaking with adrenaline. 
 
    Marla looked terrified. 
 
    As usual, Crystal was cool as a cucumber. 
 
    ‘We need to go after this thing, before it kills anyone else,’ Mendoza said. 
 
    ‘We simply don’t have the resources,’ Slaine, his boss, told him. 
 
      
 
    There was no sign of the creature over the next few days. 
 
    The mayor declared the state of emergency to be over and reopened the beach. 
 
    Life continued as normal. 
 
    Everyone was wary of the sea at first, but, after a quiet week in Crimson Cove, they began to go back into the sea once more. 
 
    Mendoza and Crystal were out on their jet skis a fair bit, searching the area which had been marked out with black buoys. 
 
    They were prepared; loading their vehicles up with machine guns, bullets and harpoons. 
 
    But the creature didn’t show. 
 
    The official line was that it had been a shark attack. 
 
    No one wanted to admit that they actually had no idea what it was. 
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    A peaceful fortnight passed in Crimson Cove. 
 
    Ryan Lucky – how that name would prove to be untrue – was out scuba diving with his brother, Guy. 
 
    They had been wary of going in the water again, but Ryan had wanted to take a photo of this mysterious shark that had been causing such carnage. 
 
    They both had an underwater camera with them. 
 
    Ryan had a go pro fitted to his head. 
 
    They reached the bottom and began to float out. 
 
    Ryan looked back to check on his brother, who was a less-accomplished diver. 
 
    He gave him a thumbs up. 
 
    Ryan nodded and they carried on. 
 
    They gently kicked their fins, wanting to conserve as much air as possible. 
 
    Something moved in Ryan’s peripheral vision. 
 
    He frowned slightly, readied his diver’s knife, but realised it was just a piece of seaweed drifting in the current. 
 
    He breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
    They carried on a bit further, and the ocean floor dropped away a little. 
 
    They went down another five feet or so. 
 
    The pressure began to pinch inside their ears. 
 
    Ryan nipped his nose and blew out a little to equalise the pressure. 
 
    The pain lifted. 
 
    As he drifted along, his hand brushed against what looked like a black, shiny piece of coral. 
 
    It was hard, like a crab’s shell. 
 
    He found it strange, and took a few photos of it. 
 
    He made sure his go pro picked it up. 
 
    Then he took his knife out and tapped it gently on the strange material. 
 
    He was puzzled by it. He’d never seen anything like it and he’d dived around here a lot. 
 
    Too late, he noticed it move. 
 
    And he’d realised he’d woken up the monster. 
 
    He lunged at it with his knife, but his attack was much too slow. 
 
    The creature had its front tentacles wrapped around his limbs and chest and was squeezing hard enough to make his lungs starve. 
 
    Before he knew what was happening, his upper body was being thrust towards its gaping maw. 
 
    As he thrashed, his go pro was torn from his head. 
 
    His body disappeared from the shoulders up, bitten off by the creature’s powerful jaws. 
 
      
 
    Guy watched the blood spraying around his brother’s twitching body. 
 
    He turned and began to swim fast in the opposite direction. There was no point in dying too. It was too late for Ryan, that much was obvious. 
 
    Guy grabbed the go pro, thrust the strap up his arm so it was snug around his bicep. 
 
    He rose up as fast as he dared. 
 
    A quick glance revealed that Ryan’s legs were poking out of the creature’s mouth now. 
 
    Then his view was hidden by the billowing cloud of blood. 
 
    He heard a distant rumbling above him. 
 
    As he reached the surface, he began to wave his arms frantically. 
 
    He saw a speedboat circling, saw a man and a hot blonde aiming weapons into the water. 
 
    I’m safe, he thought. I’ve made it. 
 
    Then the speedboat slammed into his head and everything went black. 
 
      
 
    Mendoza cursed as he felt the speedboat buck as though it had hit something hard. 
 
    He looked down and saw the body of a diver floating face down in the water. 
 
    Blood was spreading around his submerged face. 
 
    Mendoza grabbed the diver by the arm, hauled him onto the deck of the boat. 
 
    He ripped the mask off. 
 
    The kid was still breathing and had a faint pulse, but he was unresponsive. 
 
    ‘Fuck’s sake,’ he muttered. 
 
    ‘Well that was some nice driving,’ Slaine, Mendoza’s boss, scowled. 
 
    ‘Accident. It could have been any one of us did it.’ 
 
    ‘But it wasn’t any of us, was it? It was you. It’s always you. You’re a fucking loose cannon, Mendoza. A liability. And I’m going to see that you’re not around to cause trouble any more.’ 
 
    ‘Fuck you. I’m the only one who has taken charge and got anything done around here.’ 
 
    Mendoza’s eyes fell upon the diver’s go pro and he pulled it off, hiding it in the pocket of his shorts. 
 
    The dark shape was far below them. The rest of the other diver’s body was already consumed. 
 
    All that remained of him was a blood-smeared flipper which gradually floated up. 
 
    The creature didn’t come back up this time. 
 
      
 
    Finally, they headed back to the shore. 
 
    Slaine pulled Mendoza to one side. 
 
    ‘I’ve got no choice but to suspend you until there’s been an investigation into the diver’s death. Although an eyewitness saw you hit the diver with the boat. We might finally be fucking rid of you this time.’ 
 
    Mendoza shook his head furious, stood his ground, insisting he was the man to sort this out. 
 
    ‘We need divers, we need more man power. We can kill this thing, I’m sure,’ he said. 
 
    Slaine waved him away. 
 
      
 
    Mendoza got home and the first thing he did was pop a cold one and watch the footage of the diver’s go pro. 
 
    It was eerie, the way the diver was moving through the water, not knowing that he was floating towards his death. 
 
    Then the creature appeared. 
 
    ‘What the hell is it?’ Mendoza asked aloud. 
 
    He decided to send it to Roberts, a marine biologist friend of his. 
 
      
 
    Roberts came over to his place, still wearing his white lab coat. 
 
    ‘Well, I’m not sure how this has happened but it looks like a giant tiger prawn.’ 
 
    ‘A fucking prawn?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I’m aware how ridiculous this sounds. It shares the features of a prawn, the same facial structure, the same limb arrangement, the same form. But somehow it’s mutated and grown to a giant size.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t figure this out, Roberts.’ 
 
    ‘It’s a headfuck for sure. I’ve heard of large prawns in these parts of the ocean, but they don’t usually get to this size. They also don’t usually come this close to the shore. They must have eaten all the available food and have come up the beach for food.’ 
 
    ‘A fucking prawn? Really?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. A giant mutant prawn.’ 
 
    Mendoza thought of what he’d seen the creature do. ‘That’s one hardcore motherfucking prawn.’ 
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    Mendoza thought up a plan. 
 
    After reading up on prawns online, he discovered that chlorine was bad for them. And that they didn’t survive long out of the water.  
 
    They needed to either find the giant prawn or lure it onto the beach. 
 
    If they could somehow drag it out of the water there was an abandoned swimming pool halfway up the beach. 
 
    They could put it in there and watch it suffocate on dry land. 
 
    He called up Hank, the coastguard manager and they got some boats together. 
 
    Crystal had all the weapons from the last time they’d been out. 
 
    They brought diving gear this time. 
 
    Mendoza was ready to see it eyeball to eyeball if he had to. 
 
    They put on their gear and headed out to where they’d found the dead diver. 
 
    The line of black buoys was still there so to mark the area. 
 
    ‘This is it,’ Mendoza said as he snapped his scuba mask into place. 
 
    They sunk beneath the waves, looking around them for the monster prawn. 
 
    The water was murky today, lacking its usual clarity. 
 
    Mendoza saw a flicker of movement from his side and he saw that the creature was headed right for them. 
 
    He readied his harpoon. 
 
    Waited until it was almost upon him. 
 
    Then he fired. 
 
    The spear shot through the water and punctured the monster’s eye with a hiss and a spray of dark jelly. 
 
    The creature’s squeal was horrific. 
 
    It began to thrash. 
 
    Black sludge began to pour from the rent in its eyeball. 
 
    While Mendoza watched, captivated, a flash of pain brought him back to reality. 
 
    He looked down and saw that one of the creature’s clawed limbs had torn a gash across the belly of his wet suit. 
 
    Blood began to stream out from the wound. 
 
    Mendoza barely avoided its next attack. 
 
    One of the divers wasn’t as lucky and fell back, his throat slit by one of the flailing claws. 
 
    His head went back on his neck, like his throat was yawning. 
 
    Blood began to stain the water red. 
 
    The creature’s tail lashed out, knocking two of the team into each other with force enough to shatter their skulls. 
 
    The rest of the team began to fire their harpoons. 
 
    Most of them bounced harmlessly off the creature’s chitinous hide – what the hell was that thing made out of? Mendoza wondered – but one found its home between two plates of armour. 
 
    Mendoza swam in, narrowly avoiding the claws taking out his air tube, and shoved the harpoon in further. He twisted it. 
 
    While the creature writhed in pain, the others swam around it, drawing the net tight. 
 
    It seemed to sense their intent and thrashed again. 
 
    Its tail flattened one diver’s tank and he began to claw at his throat for air. 
 
    While he floundered, trying to swim over to his friend to buddy breath, the prawn’s claws shoved through his stomach. 
 
    His bowels came free, like two obese sea snakes swimming in their own private crimson pool. 
 
    The prawn’s mouth was there in an instant, slurping up the entrails. 
 
    While it fed, the others moved in. 
 
    The tail hit one man in the chest hard enough to crush his ribs into his lungs. 
 
    He suffocated under the water while his friends watched helplessly. 
 
    While the creature was busy with his friends, Mendoza managed to get in close. 
 
    He fired the harpoon into its tentacle. The barbed tip stuck right through the creature’s limb. 
 
    Its enraged screech was distorted to even more horrific proportions by the water. 
 
    More dark sludge clouded the waters between them. 
 
    While it was distracted, his friends followed his lead, firing their harpoons into the creature’s tentacles. 
 
    He swam for all his worth towards the boat. 
 
    The others began swimming for the boats too. 
 
    Each of the men swam up, stabbing their harpoon into the back of one of the boats. 
 
    Mendoza raised his hand and the boats simultaneously began to drag the creature towards the shore. 
 
      
 
    The speedboats got the creature as close as possible to the shore, then the team on the beach attached the harpoons to the coastguard jeeps. 
 
    These began to drag the creature up the beach towards the abandoned swimming pool. 
 
    The creature’s screams were deafening as it was fully dragged out into the sunlight. 
 
    On the sand, they saw its true scale for the first time. 
 
    It must have been twenty feet from tail to skull. 
 
    Black gleaming armoured carapace. 
 
    Dark eyes the size of a man’s skull. 
 
    Teeth sticking out of its maw at jagged angles. 
 
    Thick, black tentacles waving around in front of its dripping jaws. 
 
    Long, gangly spearlike limbs. 
 
    A huge tail with a flat, hard paddle on the end. 
 
    The creature let out a hideous screech and began to writhe, throwing vast clouds of sand into the air. 
 
    Forming its own goddamned tornado, Mendoza thought. 
 
    The crowd of onlookers looked on in horror as the creature began to attempt freeing itself. 
 
    It bucked hard, pulling one of the coastguard jeeps back a little. 
 
    The rev of the engine only partially blotted out the creature’s enraged cries. 
 
    A man in coastguard uniform ran in, what looked like a dart gun in his hands. 
 
    ‘What the hell’s he doing?’ snapped Mendoza. ‘He’s just gonna get himself killed.’ 
 
    The creature’s back was to him, but it let him get close enough. 
 
    He fired the heavy duty darts, which bounced off the creature’s hide harmlessly except for one which sunk into the skin beneath one of its legs. 
 
    The creature twisted round, its features contorted with rage. 
 
    It lunged in fast, headfirst. 
 
    The spike on its front limb went through his stomach with a sickly squishing sound. 
 
    It lifted him high into the air. 
 
    ‘Like a coastguard fucking kebab,’ Mendoza said, shaking his head. 
 
    Blood ran down the man’s body and into the creature’s gaping maw. 
 
    It slurped the blood greedily. 
 
    Then it began chowing down, crunching his skull with ease. 
 
    Blood gouted from the neck stump as it savoured the contents of the man’s brainpan. 
 
    The crowd watched in horror as it consumed him. 
 
    Then Mendoza broke the daze by firing a flare gun at the creature’s head. 
 
    The jeeps began pulling again. 
 
    As if the man’s blood had given the creature more energy, it began to twist and writhe with renewed strength. 
 
    Unbelievably, it began to gain ground on its journey back to the sea. 
 
    The jeeps revved hard, throwing more sand into the air. 
 
    ‘They’re not gonna fucking make it,’ Mendoza said. 
 
    His eyes scanned the horizon for a potential answer. 
 
    Then his eyes lit up and he began running away from the sea, towards the boulevard. 
 
    ‘Where are you going? We need you here,’ Slaine snapped, but Mendoza broke free of his grasp and ran up the beach. 
 
    The monster prawn’s screeches and the screams and revving of engines were still audible as he reached the main boulevard. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    14 
 
    Mendoza frantically dodged traffic as he made his way to the building site on the other side of the boulevard. 
 
    The foreman – Gus, his black marker penned name tag read – grimaced at him until Mendoza produced a wallet full of dollar bills. 
 
    Mendoza pulled out a decent wedge of them, pointed to the JCB then to the creature on the beach. 
 
    Gus shook his head and pointed back to the wallet. 
 
    Mendoza gave him another wedge of notes and Gus let him in. 
 
    A minute later, Mendoza was piloting the JCB through the building site’s fence. 
 
    Gus shook his head in fury, but couldn’t help but watch as Mendoza trundled the digger down the beach towards the monster prawn. 
 
      
 
    Mendoza had spent his teenage years helping his dad on the building sites, so he knew what he was doing with a JCB. 
 
    Still, it was years since he had driven one. 
 
    The prawn had managed to bite through one of its tentacles that held it to the jeeps and was consequently further down the beach than it had been. 
 
    Mendoza leant on the horn, allowing the people to scatter as he approached. 
 
    The creature looked round and hissed, seeming to recognise him. 
 
    The JCB made slow progress down the beach, but the journey gave Mendoza time to think. 
 
    He gave the bucket a quick test run, surprised how well he could move it. 
 
    Here we fucking go! he thought as he drew within ten feet of the creature. 
 
    It hissed, spraying stinking, blood-flecked drool over a metre-wide radius, then reared back. 
 
    He raised the bucket slowly and floored the accelerator. 
 
    The vehicle shot forwards, hitting the creature in its upper thorax. 
 
    The hard collision shook the cab, and seemed to hurt the creature a little, but didn’t have the desired effect. 
 
    It lunged forward as he lowered the bucket for another go. 
 
    Its stinking face cracked the reinforced glass. 
 
    The broken glass distorted its face but it was no worse than its real features. 
 
    The thing was truly hellish in appearance. 
 
    He raised the bucket, lifting it slightly. 
 
    He felt the pneumatics strain a little. 
 
    The creature moved back for another attack. 
 
    As it did, he raised the back hoe and swung the JCB round. 
 
    The back hoe whiplashed, hitting the creature hard in the belly, knocking it onto its side. 
 
    It squealed in horror. 
 
    At such close range, it was like having acid poured into his eardrums. 
 
    The creature landed on its side. 
 
    Mendoza moved in for the kill, straightening the vehicle and heading for the creature. 
 
    As he neared, it dropped its head to the sand and threw its tail overhead. 
 
    The heavy tail struck the roof of the JCB hard enough to dent the heavy duty metal. 
 
    Mendoza covered his head as glass rained down on him. 
 
    He was bleeding in dozens of places. 
 
    This was a fucking terrible idea, he thought. 
 
    The creature reared back for another shot. 
 
    He drove forward fast, making it screech as he trapped one of its limbs beneath the wheels. 
 
    It bucked and writhed, moving the heavy dozer but not managing to free itself. 
 
    He brought the bucket up high, bringing it down hard on the creature’s head. 
 
    The creature’s heavy black armour protected it even from this hardest of blows. 
 
    He raised it again. 
 
    The creature began to wriggle. 
 
    But its leg was still stuck. 
 
    I’ve got it here, he thought, grinning. 
 
    He raised the bucket again and brought it down fast. 
 
    This time he hit the creature in the side. 
 
    It squealed then pulled back. 
 
    There was a horrific tearing sound, then it was free. 
 
    Its stuck leg had been wrenched loose from its body. Dark blood sprayed out, staining the digger’s cracked windows. 
 
    ‘Shit,’ Mendoza hissed. 
 
    The creature’s tentacles grabbed the bucket and began pulling. 
 
    There was a horrific squeal of rusted metal and the arms began to twist a little. 
 
    Mendoza spun the vehicle and swung the back hoe again. 
 
    The blow hit the creature hard, knocking it to the ground. 
 
    Gotta finish this, he thought. 
 
    He turned the JCB just so, lined the bucket up and revved the engine. 
 
    Sand sprayed up behind the vehicle. 
 
    The JCB shot forward and the bucket hit the creature right where its armour met its chest. 
 
    The creature fell back, stunned. 
 
    Gotcha, he thought. 
 
    He managed to use the bucket to flip the creature onto its back. 
 
    Gus was leading a charge of builder’s vans down the beach. 
 
    The workers from the building site were in the back of the trailers. 
 
    They had an arsenal of builder’s tools; sledgehammers, chainsaws, power drills. 
 
    Gus nodded to Mendoza. 
 
    Mendoza brought the bucket down on the creature’s throat so it pinned it to the floor. 
 
    The creature hissed and threw its limbs and tentacles out. 
 
    One of the builders took a hit to the chest, and fell back, blood gushing from the wound. 
 
    Gus ducked the flying limbs. 
 
    The builders moved in and began hitting the monster prawn with sledgehammers. 
 
    Still, they were wasting their time. 
 
    Half a dozen fluorescent-clad builders ran in with chainsaws. 
 
    The air was thick with the creature’s enraged screeches and the roar of chainsaws. 
 
    A blizzard of dark blood was hurled into the air as the chainsaws began to carve into the creature’s writhing tentacles. 
 
    One of the builders was swiped to the side by the tentacle. 
 
    He fell back, his chainsaw meeting with his leg in a flurry of flying blood. His screams added to the cacophony. 
 
    The air was thick with a heady cocktail of blood and petrol fumes. 
 
    The builders kept grimly at their task, covered from head to toe in the flying clouds of gore. 
 
    All but one of the creature’s tentacles fell, still writhing, onto the sand.  
 
    One of the builders had had his arm crushed by the creature’s remaining tentacle. 
 
    Mendoza ran over and helped him to lift his chainsaw to the creature’s belly. 
 
    Black blood flew out like a blizzard, spattering the men and the onlookers. 
 
    The creature began to cry out. 
 
    While it bucked and writhed, Mendoza looked in the back of the trailer. 
 
    His eyes lit up. 
 
    ‘Are those what I think they are?’ he asked Gus. 
 
    Gus grinned and nodded. 
 
    ‘Already set to blow,’ he said. 
 
    Mendoza grinned. 
 
    The builders darted in, breaking their chainsaw blades on the creature’s armoured limbs. 
 
    ‘It’s not working,’ Mendoza shouted. 
 
    ‘Get its fucking legs pinned,’ Gus shouted. 
 
    They went round each limb in turn, pinning it to the sand. 
 
    It took four men per limb. 
 
    And it was still winning. 
 
      
 
    Mendoza frantically looked around. 
 
    A high-pitched beeping cut through the sounds of carnage that filled the air. 
 
    Mendoza grinned when he saw a cement truck backing up to the abandoned swimming pool. 
 
    Gus was behind the truck – which glinted in the sun like a gift from God – waving the driver back. 
 
    Mendoza and the monster prawn were maybe fifteen feet from the pool.  
 
    He darted back into the JCB, lifted the bucket slightly and revved the engine as hard as it would go. 
 
    Sand flew from beneath the tracks but he didn’t seem to be moving. 
 
    Then he heard grunting from behind the vehicle. 
 
    A quick glance back revealed dozens of blood- and dirt-smeared faces. 
 
    Determination hewn into their faces, the builders were shoving the JCB towards the swimming pool where the cement truck was now tipping its payload.  
 
    ‘Come on,’ Mendoza hissed. 
 
    Finally, the JCB began to move. 
 
    It was slow going, even with dozens of helpers, but he got the monster prawn to the edge of the swimming pool. 
 
    The pool was half full with slate grey cement. 
 
    Mendoza let out a cry of triumph as the creature tipped sideways into the cement. 
 
    Triumph became terror when the creature’s remaining tentacle grabbed hold of the JCB and dragged it into the cement after it. 
 
      
 
    Mendoza cried out at the unfairness of it all. 
 
    But Gus had darted in and grabbed his arm, holding him steady. Half a dozen builders dived onto him, making him part of the devil’s own tug of war as they pulled him out of the cab. 
 
    ‘Get that fucking tentacle off,’ Gus bellowed. 
 
    A chainsaw began to roar and, a sickly spray of gore later, the tentacle’s grasp was released. 
 
    They watched as the bubbles began to slow in the cement. 
 
      
 
    Mendoza leant over the edge of the pool, to see if the creature had perished.  
 
    The hardening concrete suddenly cracked as its head broke the surface.  
 
    The creature stared at him coldly for a few seconds. 
 
    He swore he saw recognition in those black globes. 
 
    The monster prawn’s efforts to free itself intensified. 
 
    Mendoza grabbed the demolition charges. 
 
    As the creature’s jaws opened, he hurled the charges deep into its mouth. 
 
    But he had misjudged the distance; the creature managed to burst through the concrete and its jaws were headed straight for his face. 
 
      
 
    Mendoza caught a glimpse of a partially-digested skull halfway down the creature’s immense throat, then felt a hand on the waistband of his shorts. 
 
    He was flying backwards, just as the creature’s teeth snapped shut. 
 
    He spun to see Crystal behind him on the sand. 
 
    ‘Run,’ he shouted, his composure instantly regained. 
 
    Gus took the plunger and counted down from three. 
 
    Everyone scattered. 
 
    The creature made one last desperate attempt to get free, seeming to know what was happening. 
 
    Its claws reached into its mouth and tried to pull out the explosives. 
 
    But it was too late. 
 
    The explosion blotted out every other sound on the beach in that moment. 
 
    The force hurled everyone to the floor, singing the hairs on their arms. 
 
    Stinking gobbets of blood and guts showered the crowd, who were now lying face down in the sand. 
 
    Mendoza looked up, seeing only a crater in the sand. 
 
    The creature’s head lay twenty yards away, hurled clear by the force of the explosion. 
 
    Mendoza looked at it up close. 
 
    ‘That’s one ugly fucking thing,’ he said. 
 
    Marla smiled. 
 
    ‘How the hell did it get that size?’ Mendoza said. 
 
    ‘Fuck knows, but it’s not our problem anymore,’ Crystal grinned, already taking a long pull on a beer. 
 
      
 
    The clean up patrol took a long time, due to the remnants of the creature being scattered over a huge area. 
 
    After they were finished, they had a huge cook off. 
 
    ‘Throw a shrimp on the barbie,’ Mendoza said, much to the crowd’s amusement. 
 
    They feasted and washed it down with cold beer. 
 
    Marla kissed him full on the lips. 
 
    ‘At least some good came of this,’ he said, taking her glistening body in his arms. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ she smiled, kissing him again. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The end? 
 
    Further out at sea, the dark eggs that had just that morning been laid by the mother prawn were still floating around in the water. 
 
    Mother prawn swum up slowly, ensuring she got each of her offspring safely back to the shelter of their nest. 
 
    Daddy prawn had been gone a long time, but she’d managed to claim a swimmer for their first meal. 
 
    Patiently, she waited for them to hatch. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Coming soon 
 
    What is left of you when you lose everything? 
 
    Too Many Humans will immerse you in an alternate future where over-population has led to humans being culled like animals. 
 
    The survivors have become tribal, some obsessively following religion, others living a life of debauchery, treating every day as if it is their last. 
 
    Who do you trust when everyone has blood on their hands? 
 
    In this bleak, unforgiving world, the line between good and evil is thinner than ever. 
 
    Even the righteous have committed horrific acts in their fight for survival. 
 
    How do you retain your humanity when society has been obliterated? 
 
    This world is not for the faint of heart. 
 
    It features heart-pounding action set pieces, unforgettable characters and scenes that will scar themselves into your subconscious. 
 
    Release date 5th November 
 
    Pre-order now! 
 
     UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B07W4HL9QF  
 
    US: https://amzn.to/2GT0B2I 
 
    Australia: https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B07W4HL9QF  
 
    Canada: https://www.amazon.ca/dp/B07W4HL9QF  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    About Jacob 
 
    Repeated viewings of The Shining as a child have Jacob a love of the dark and the disturbing that really comes to life in his writing. 
 
    He works to a soundtrack of blisteringly heavy music and, like his beloved metal, his writing is brutal, uncompromising and intense. 
 
    Find out more at www.rayneofterror1.com   
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