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Thanks always to God first, for giving me the ability to create and write.

Thanks to my wife and kids, my family, and all those who have encouraged me along the way.

And to you the reader, a huge thank you!

This is the first in a new series, and I hope you enjoy it as much as I did creating it!
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Join my Reader’s Coalition and get AGAINST THE BEAST: The Terraunum Origins Series Book 1 for free!

[image: image]Royn Crowell’s first assignment is a tough one. With the situation getting worse by the minute, can Royn find a way to defeat the monsters, or will his death mark the first in a long line and threaten all humans on Terraunum?

Sword and Sorcery, Superhero, Military, and Steampunk elements combine in the fast-paced, action packed adventure in Terraunum, where monsters and men clash in a battle for survival.

Grab your copy now!

You’ll get an email with the link to the book (if you don’t check your spam folder or email me and I’ll get you your copy). 

I’ll also send periodic updates on my author journey and future books.

Thanks!

RJ
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[image: C:\Users\HB78236\Documents\Personal\Book - To Add to File\Fire Eyes Awakened\Current Files\New Cover\Fire Eyes Awakened front ebook (1).jpg]FIRE EYES AWAKENED: The Senturians of Terraunum Book 1

Get me the book!

Smalltown hero gets his new powers and they almost kill him for it. Then they ask him to save them all. Figures. Can Jayton survive the journey?

The first in the Senturians of Terraunum Series, FIRE EYES AWAKENED combines epic fantasy with fantastic powers. Join the action and adventure!
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[image: C:\Users\HB78236\Documents\Personal\Book - To Add to File\Tempus Novella - Title TBA\Current Files\final7-Tempus-9-6-17.jpg]TEMPUS: THE TERRAUNUM Origins Series Book 2

Get me the book!

A vanishing ship and an invisible adversary lurking below the surface sends new captain Celeste Dumas and the crew of the Ajax into uncharted waters fraught with danger as they uncover a much more sinister plot.

Pirates, action, and amazing powers combine in the second novel in the Terraunum Origins Series, chronicling characters from Fire Eyes Awakened.
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“New street drug, Stardust, kills another dozen college students,” the radio deejay says through crackling speakers as the bus rolled and bounced along Fannin Street, just east of the stadium in Houston, Texas. 

While drugs were a problem all over the world, when the drug was made for the Unseen World, that created a whole new set of issues. Especially when it was finding its way into the hands of Normals. Their system couldn’t handle the supernatural hallucinogen, and it had killed over half of those who had experienced its out-of-this-world high.

Which made it my problem.

I’m Gunner Hext, and I’m an Edgewalker.

A field agent for the magical equivalent of the US Marshals – though we were all over the globe – we walked the line between reality as you know it and the world of magic and faerie creatures, keeping everyone safe and blissfully unaware of the danger they’re in every day.

At the moment, I was riding a valiant stallion – a rickety old bus, not one of the nice new ones the city had. And was generally sweating my ass off. The bus hit another pothole, lurching me into the guy standing to my right, who gave me a dirty look. 

“Sorry,” I said loudly, the whole bus turning and looking my way. Must have leaked a little power into my voice. Great. I was already getting enough looks wearing a full-length black canvas duster over my Smoking Rattlers Band T-shirt and jeans in the middle of May in Houston without attracting more attention to myself. I knew Normals couldn’t see the three-foot-long phase sword strapped to my back, the handle sticking out over my right shoulder, but I checked the straps anyway just to make sure it was secure in its sheath. 

After mere seconds and a few eye rolls, everyone turned back to their mobile devices and paid me no mind. I shook my head. Technology. Something more dangerous than magic.

The sun was well on its way down as the light flickered between telephone poles, the bus rumbling along as I checked my Edgewalker badge. Though that did nothing to dissipate the heat. 6:30 pm. At the next stop, I was the first off, my brown tactical combat boots hitting the concrete lightly as the bright sun stung my eyes while I scanned the area. My contact said who I was looking for would be in this area at this time, and my contact was hardly ever wrong. It took me no time to find my man, er...goblin, standing in the middle of the crosswalk snatching shiny objects from Normals who passed right by him without seeing his grotesque features – the mottled gray skin, flattened head, and three-inch tusks sticking out from his protruding bottom jaw. Right where my informant said he would be. I stepped toward him and his head snapped in my direction. I had forgotten how sharp goblin’s senses were. “Oy! Bolbos! I need a word with you!”

He hesitated slightly, glancing around and finding we were the only two in the area able to see the Unseen World. I felt energy gather around him, preparing for action. “Now, Bolbos, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. I just want to talk. There’s no need to get hasty...”

With a sly grin he shouted, “You’ll never catch me, Edgewalker!” Then bounded away like a gazelle would from a lion.

I sighed. Hard way then.

All Edgewalkers had a star tattoo on the inside of their left wrist – their access to their power – with the number of points on the star indicating the number of powers they could hold at any one time. The average was three points. I lucked out and got seven. The powers lasted twenty-four hours or until you fell asleep, and an entirely new set could be loaded the next day. Once loaded, a small sigil appeared on that point, indicating which power you had loaded. Every now and then, an Edgewalker would get a power assigned to him for that day that he or she couldn’t adjust – almost like it was a glitch in the system, except there was no system. Sometimes it proved to be nothing, but more often than not, I ended up using that power for something during the day.

Slapping the seven-pointed star on my left wrist with my right hand, I said, “Speed.” In the blink of an eye, power rushed through me, and I raced after the creature, as fast as a cheetah. I’d loaded only six powers today instead of seven, doubling up on speed – since it was essential to catch a goblin – with strength, agility, blaster, healing, and shield rounding out the rest of my power set for the day.

Ever seen something in your peripheral vision that wasn’t there when you turned? More than likely, it was an Unseen, or possibly an Edgewalker on a mission. I wasn’t sure what the Normals saw as we raced between them, but I bet their minds came up with an interesting explanation as to what the small gray blur quickly followed by a larger black blur had been.

The goblin dodged people and cars, then turned down an alley. Wrong move. I touched my tattoo again, this time muttering, “Strength.” With a grunt of effort, I pushed off from the ground, launching a dozen yards in the air to tackle Bolbos, sending us both crashing into a nearby dumpster, my magically reinforced coat protecting me as we rolled. 

The instant I grabbed him, the goblin started struggling, trying to break my hold and get away. For thirty seconds, we were a tangle of limbs, each trying to gain advantage on the other, but eventually I was able to pin him down – securely though not uncomfortably. “You done resisting?”

“Aw, don’t give me that. You know you like the chase,” he chided.

I gave him a look.

“Yeah, yeah, I’m done.” 

“Your word?” I asked, not loosening my grip in the slightest. The phrase “your word was your bond” was literal to the Unseen – break your word, something bad happened. But they had to actually say that you had their word.

With a wink he said, “You have it. You took me by surprise coming off the bus like that.”

“And if I’d opened a Door and lit up the street with white light like you expected an Edgewalker to do?”

His lips curled in a smirk. “You’d never have seen me.”

“That’s why I took the bus.” Letting him go, I stood up and offered him my hand, which he took. I hinged forward so I could look him in the eyes, both of us panting. Releasing the speed and strength magic, immediately a small wave of tiredness washed over me. Price of doing business. You could build up your magic muscle, but there was only a finite supply you had each day – pretty much like a gas tank. It took food and rest to refill your stores. It’s the reason why magic-wielders weren’t throwing magic around everywhere all the time. And Edgewalkers carried a sword. 

Brushing himself off, the goblin said, “Since we’re being agreeable now, what is it you want with me, Edgewalker? I done nothing against the laws.”

The Laws of Magic – those that governed the Unseen World. Put in place ages ago by the Council of Supernatural Affairs, these laws provided the code by which Edgewalkers do their business, the magic community lives, and the Unseen World is allowed to interact with the Seen world.

“You’re full of it, Bolbos. You’ve probably broken ten lesser laws before you had breakfast this morning – which probably broke another! Just because you didn’t get caught doesn’t mean they were any less illegal. However, I’m not here about that. I need to know where the next shipment of Stardust is coming in. I’m tired of finding dead Normals who don’t know it’s a magical drug and take a fantastic journey to their death.”

“And why would I know anything about something like that? I like dead Normals about as much as you do – bad for business you see,” the goblin said, his lip curled in in a grin.

“Don’t play dumb with me, Bolbos. If you’re not in on it, you know who is. You know everything that goes on in the city, especially if it means you could potentially turn some kind of profit. So I’m going to ask you again: where is the next shipment of Stardust pills coming in?” 

Another informant of mine had already told me the time, but he hadn’t known the location. And I wasn’t telling the goblin anything he didn’t absolutely need to know. I’d been burned – literally – by giving such information to Bolbos before.

His eyes grew wide. “You don’t know what you’re up against, Edgewalker. Or who. Things are changing around here. Things are moving that haven’t moved in a long time.” He shifted his eyes everywhere at once, wringing his hands together and shuffling his feet. “Things that would kill you just as soon as look at you.”

Well that was a little interesting. Something I’ll need to look into later. “Still need to know, Bolbos.”

Sighing and shrugging his shoulders, the goblin said, “Fine, fine, what kind of dealer of information would I be if I didn’t satisfy my customers?” He dramatically put his hand on his forehead and sighed. When I gave no reaction, he dropped the act. “The deal is going down under the Ship Channel Bridge.” 

“Thank you. Was that so hard?” 

I started to stand up, but he yanked me back down to face him. He stared directly into my eyes. “Do what you feel is right, Edgewalker, but don’t say I didn’t warn you – you’re meddling in stuff that can get you killed. It might be your undoing!” 

I nodded and he let me go. 

“Are we done here?”

“Yes.” I stood up and he looked at me again, then turned to leave. I watched him as he walked all the way to the end of the alley. Just before he turned the corner and disappeared, I said, “Now, Bolbos, you wouldn’t steer me wrong, would you?”

A huge smile crossed his face, and he cackled as he rounded the corner. “I guess you’ll find out, Edgewalker!”

Figures. Typical goblin: they’d tell you the truth, under the right circumstances, but they’d never tell you everything they knew. It was up to you to determine how much to believe. In this case, I got the information I needed, so I would need to take his warning as a sign to be careful. As if I didn’t do that anyway.
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Chapter 2


[image: image]


Touching my right ear, I activated the communication device that all Edgewalkers received when they got their badge. It was like a radio, satellite phone, and GPS all rolled into one, connected through my badge to a wealth of information. Sometimes magic was pretty damn cool. “Gunner Hext to headquarters.”

“Gunner Hext, you know the protocol – please state your agent number.”

“You know damn good and well what my agent number is, Amy Hale. So I have a load of Star –”

“Agent number please.”

I narrowly refrained from cursing. Amy was a stickler for rules and protocol – so much so that I’d never even met her in person. And at twenty-eight, being an Edgewalker for three years, you’d assume I would have by now. I sighed. “Agent 2401, calling in to report. Is that better?”

“Acknowledged, Edgewalker Hext. Yes, that is sufficient. What can I do for you?”

“I just confirmed with the goblin, er...an informant, that a new shipment of Stardust is coming into Houston tonight at 8:30 pm, under the Ship Channel Bridge. Requesting backup and a drug disposal squad.”

“Report filed, Agent Hext, but as you know, goblins are not an authorized source, and your commanding officer, Corporal Hine, will likely deny your request.”

This time I did curse. I wish I’d paid more attention to my words. “Does it really matter where I get the information from? That doesn’t change the fact that the drugs are coming in tonight –”

“It does to your superiors, agent.”

“So I’m assuming that my report will be ignored, like always?”

“That is not my jurisdiction, Agent Hext. I just file the –”

“Never mind. Thank you, Amy. If I find anything else out, I’ll let you know.”

I cut the connection before Amy could respond. It wasn’t her fault, but I didn’t want to hear the word “paperwork” when the lives of Normals were on the line. I thought about my next move. The evening sun beat down on my neck. I looked at my badge. 7 pm. I had an hour and a half before the deal would go down. Which meant I had time to grab a quick bite and find a nice stakeout point. I touched the badge on my hip and thought about where I wanted to go. Turning to the alley wall on my right and raising my left hand, I watched as a white streak of light quickly outlined a door frame, which then filled in with the same white light and held still. Stepping forward into the light and through the Door I’d just opened, I was instantly transported to another part of the city, specifically right outside a really good hamburger joint downtown.

Even though it was broad daylight, Normals didn’t even flinch at the fact that a six-foot, two-hundred-pound, trench-coat-wearing man just appeared out of the side of the building. Many stared at their phones, so I understood why they didn’t notice. But others were quite clearly well aware of their surroundings and still took no notice. The magical community called it The Haze – whatever it was that kept Normals from seeing anything out of the ordinary. Mostly. Sometimes I thought it was easier to just call it the “visible” and “invisible” spectrum, but they didn’t ask me. The smell from the restaurant wafted toward me, and my mouth started watering with anticipation of a glorious American national treasure.

Rounding the block and turning left, I froze. Apparently in my quest for burgers, I hadn’t realized I’d appeared right in the middle of a hornet’s nest. Globbers – six foot, tan, humanoid-shaped clay monsters – think of the villain from Batman – were attacking people on the very restaurant patio I was headed to. The patrons were running, screaming, and falling with various injuries as anything not bolted down became a projectile. It looked as if no one had been killed yet, but there was definitely blood spilled.

Crap! I lost count of the globbers after twenty-five. The globbers had crossed over into the visible spectrum, but why? It was extremely out of character for them to do so, as they preferred to remain unseen, content to munch on decaying dirt like overlarge worms. Something to investigate later – right now I had some cleaning up to do. The closest globbers finally noticed me, then turned and roared in my direction –a low-pitched gurgling sound.

Luckily globbers were considered creature class – meaning animal in nature – and could be killed once they crossed over into the visible. Especially when they were causing trouble.

I quickly reached behind my back and drew my phase sword. Standard issue for all Edgewalkers, the phase sword channeled your inner energy (your chi, chakra, soul, willpower...whatever you wanted to call it), and converted it to the desired effect, selected by turning the dial set on the cross guard. Each was unique to the Edgewalker, but anyone with magical ability could use them. They were the main, and usually best, weapon against most Unseen hostiles. Mine had a three-foot-long blade. It started at three inches wide at the base and slowly tapered to a point, with a small cross guard, the hilt with flying V shapes on it.

Me? I also carried a .45 Springfield, and you’d be surprised how often I had to use it.

But now was not the time. Not in the middle of a crowd of Normals. That called for a little more finesse.

I infused the sword with energy and switched the dial on the handle to ice – the only magic that could hurt globbers. Rushing into the melee, I hacked the closest one down quickly, my blade easily slicing through it, freezing as it went. I finished the sword strike and hit it with my fists, shattering the creatures into dust. Spinning, I beheaded the next one and stabbed another before they closed in around me. One managed to grab my arm and started absorbing me into his clay body. The thick mud-like substance they were made of was chilly, but a quick pierce of the heart and that creature also disintegrated, a box full of Stardust pills falling to the ground from the now non-existent creature.

So these things showing up out of nowhere and the Stardust epidemic were apparently connected. I just needed to find out how.

Several female screams came from my left. That had to be what drove them to cross over into the visible. The only thing globbers loved more than gnawing on dirt was nabbing unsuspecting women, which rankled me to no end. Looking in the direction of the sound, I saw a group of six women surrounded by globbers, and only about fifty of them blocking my way. I roared a challenge to them, and they turned and roared back, pawing the ground and preparing to rush.

An odd groan sounded, and everyone in the area froze. Instantly, all the creatures were sucked towards the source of the odd noise in the middle of the group. When the globbers met at the central point, they combined and were absorbed into each other. Instead of fifty smaller targets, I was now up against one enormous globber. The now two-story creature reached down and grabbed an oddly calm girl out of the group of screeching women and trotted through traffic toward the Ship Channel. Quickly judging its current course, I saw it would intersect the channel just north of the bridge. 

“Speed,” I said, sheathing my sword, touching my tattoo, and then racing after it.

My earpiece chirped. “Agent 2401, abducted woman in your area.” No kidding. “Investigate and resolve the situation.”

“Already on it.”

“Confirmed, good hunting.”

With a slight shimmer, the single, giant globber crossed back over into the Unseen, like stepping through a curtain. Suddenly none of the Normals in the area acted like there was a two-story monster running through traffic. Cars instinctively swerved around the legs, pedestrians suddenly moved out of the way, and people ducked or dodged at opportune times. It was incredible what people could ignore, especially when it didn’t bump into them. Even more incredible was the magic, the Haze, that kept them safe even without their knowledge. 

I, on the other hand, couldn’t cross over. They could see me perfectly and I did have to go around them, considerably slowing me down until we were in an area of town where the pedestrians cleared out and I could build up speed.

We raced through the streets, always heading towards the Ship Channel. With its size and unnatural strength, the creature moved with an uncanny speed. Even with my magic, I struggled to keep up, pumping my legs as fast as I could and gaining ground, but was barely able to keep pace.

The giant globber suddenly came to a stop at the edge of the water as we reached the Ship Channel, making odd noises in either thought or communication with something or someone. Ducking behind a dumpster, I tried to catch my breath – we’d just covered three miles in less than three minutes.

Taking a few quick deep breaths, I ninjaed my way closer to the monster, releasing speed as I did, a familiar wave of tiredness passing quickly. Using more than one power at a time wore you out much faster than normal, so I tried not to do it if I could. The globber placed the captive woman on his shoulder, or rather it stuck her into his shoulder up to her waist, and took a step toward the water. 

Now or never. With a mighty leap, I jumped and grabbed a hold of its leg, hands and feet easily jamming into the claylike skin and giving me a good hold. I froze, fearing he’d felt me grab onto him. After a few seconds, it became clear that the skin wasn’t sensitive enough to feel me. Excellent. With a grin, I climbed for all I was worth, somehow escaping the notice of the giant creature the whole time, as I dug my hands and feet into its skin to make my own handholds and steps. Quickly I made my way up its back and stood on top of its shoulder, edging my way forward to find the still strangely calm woman.

Clicking my tongue softly to get her attention, it took a second for her to look my way. When she saw me, her expression morphed into something akin to panic. Reaching out both hands to me, she mouthed, “Help me!”

Closing the last few feet, checking the globber’s head to make sure he hadn’t noticed yet, I touched my tattoo. “Strength,” I whispered, planting my feet and tugging with all my might on the woman’s arms without dislocating her shoulders, battling the suffocating clay. The more I pulled her out, the higher the surrounding clay wove itself around her body, keeping her at waist level.

While I’d been struggling to free the woman, the creature had been moving, and suddenly stopped in the center of the channel. The water was up to his waist and I was running out of time.

Changing tactics, I drew my phase sword and energized it, the switch still set on ice. Grabbing the three-inch-wide blade close to the hilt with my left hand, I used it like a shovel, digging around her body, the icy blade carving a path in the creature. I flicked the frozen chunks out of my hole as I went, but there was too much clay! I couldn’t get close enough to her for fear of harming her with either the blade or the ice power. 

Suddenly we dropped down several feet at once, and warm, dirty water hit my ankles. 

Grabbing the woman, I pulled hard one more time, but it was no use. The pretty brunette looked me in the eyes. “Save yourself!” Then she let go of my arms and shrugged off my grip.

“No!” I said, grabbing at her hands. 

The creature suddenly dropped again, and my feet were no longer in contact with it, leaving me treading water, watching it and woman disappear into the channel. With the muddy water, they were out of sight almost instantly. I spit out a mouthful of water and hit the surface with my palm. “Damnit.” 

Luckily, as long as the globber was in contact with her, she would be able to breathe underwater; it’s magic would keep her alive. At least until it decided to do something else with her.

But that didn’t mean she was in a good situation.

Breathing hard and treading water for a second, I mentally kicked myself for not saving her. I could have, no, should have done better. In this business, you couldn’t save them all, but that didn’t mean I liked it. 

This wasn’t over yet. 
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Turning and swimming back to land, I released my powers as my feet touched dirt and felt that familiar lack of energy for a few seconds. The more power you used, the longer the recovery time and then more fatigue. I’d used a lot of power really fast.

After thirty seconds, I felt mostly normal. Trying to shake off the feeling, I checked my badge – one hour until the deal went down. If I was right, maybe I could save her and stop the shipment at the same time. There had to be a connection. I just couldn’t see it yet, though the pills proved the connection.

Slogging myself further from the water, I took a minute and stood there to drip dry and think. Too bad my magic didn’t dry clothes – at least not today. It wasn’t even one of the options we had – and there were a few times I’d wish it was something I could do. 

Putting my finger to my ear, I keyed the mic on my earpiece. “Edgewalker 2401 to headquarters.” 

“Go ahead, 2401.”

“2401 calling in a breach of the visible spectrum by approximately fifty globbers in Houston, Texas, centered around the Best Burgers restaurant. No known casualties, a few minor injuries. Threat has crossed back over and has been negated. Request cleanup unit.”

“Request confirmed. Cleanup unit on the way. Anything else?”

“Yes, ma’am. Amy, the globbers melded together and have taken a female hostage. Brown hair, brown eyes, about five-eight, a hundred twenty pounds, unknown name, and I’ve lost pursuit. I have a good idea on where they are taking her, but the report is unconfirmed at this time. Requesting backup to recover the female hostage, and an MTAC team if I can get it, over.” MTAC – Magical Tactics and Containment. The Edgewalker SWAT team.

I heard some typing on the other end of the line and crossed my fingers. It was a full minute before I got a response. “Edgewalker Hext, your request is approved. A Magical Tactics and Containment squad will be mobilized and will arrive in one-point-five hours. Be advised, you are to put all your efforts into recovering the hostage prior to backup arrival. Please confirm.”

I checked my badge. Dammit. The deal was going down in one hour! “Dispatch, one and a half hours is too long! There’s a drop I suspect the hostage to be at, and I don’t know what I’ll be walking into. Edgewalker Hext requesting an escalation in timeframe.”

More typing, but this time a short wait. “Your request is denied, Edgewalker Hext. Assets are currently occupied and none will free up until your allotted time. Please confirm if you still want the help.”

I had to physically restrain myself from an outburst. “Yes, Amy, confirm. I want the backup. Understood on the timeframe. Please note that I put in the request for escalation, and that if anything happens to that girl it’s on someone else’s head.”

“Confirmed and noted, Edgewalker Hext. Will there be anything else?”

“Negative.”

“Then good luck, Agent 2401. Go get ‘em.” The line went dead.

I rubbed my temples to try to relieve the headache forming, from both frustration and the use of my magic. 

It didn’t matter if I had backup or not, or what I told Amy. In my mind if something happened to her, it would be on me.

There was a shipment of dangerous drugs coming in within the hour, regardless of whether one or a hundred Edgewalkers were there to meet it. And if that shipment were to get through unchecked to Houston – my city, my territory – before long, those drugs would be on the streets. This was supposed to be a big shipment, enough to overrun H-town with Stardust. More Normals would die, and I would have even more messes to clean up, not to mention being more pissed off. No way was I going to let that happen. 

Which meant, at least for the next hour, this was a solo mission. 

Again.

But I had a little time and I needed to use it for a little thinking. 

Globbers were strong, especially in large numbers, but they weren’t known for their brains, hence the creature class designation. As a matter of fact, I wasn’t sure they even had brains. Which meant they were the muscle in the group. And by process of elimination, it also meant they weren’t the brains behind the operation. The real criminals were out there somewhere, unknown and unchecked. The unknown was by far a greater danger.

Out of the corner of my eye, I thought I saw a green flash on the top of one of the nearby refineries. I stared at the spot for a solid minute, focused but still thinking, and saw no other signs of movement. Must’ve been some reflection off something. 

Looking away for an instant, I turned back again – a trick to see if somebody had moved once I looked away. But again, I saw nothing. Couldn’t worry about it now, had a city to save.

This would be so much easier if I had backup. Maybe if I tried again, maybe with a different angle, Corporal Hine would grant me the resources I needed.

I keyed the mic again, trying to call HQ. I got nothing. Nothing at all. The badge radio network must have gone down – troubling, because an Edgewalker’s radio was specially made not go down. The only reason for the communication not working would be someone throwing around major mojo. You don’t need me to tell you that wasn’t good. Something else related to Stardust? It probably was, now that I thought about it. It would be too much of a coincidence. But now, even when the backup did arrive, they might be unable find me – now I couldn’t remember if I’d actually told Amy about the drop point. How would I know when they were here?

Checking my badge, I now had forty-five minutes until the drop. Maybe I could get an answer from another informant.

Walking to the closest building, I waved my hand and opened another Door on the wall. Picturing in my mind where I wanted to go, I stepped through the shimmering archway. I appeared in another alley, but this one was foul-smelling and full of rats. And I was looking for the biggest one.

The alleyway practically writhed with movement as the rats scurried over one another, watching me walk toward the dead-end. I stopped within fifteen feet of a big dumpster. I looked around, and didn’t see anything. Odd, cause this was his spot. I called out, “Splint? Are you in there?”

“Depends on what you got for me, Edgewalker,” a high pitched voice echoed out of the dumpster, distorting it.

Reaching into an inner pocket of my duster, I pulled out a small package of very expensive cheese. For a rat, he had champagne taste. I unwrapped the cellophane, letting the smell waft around the alley. Excited squeaks and a frantic rise in the rats’ movement happened instantly, and there was a loud bang on the inside of the dumpster.

A rat the size of a golden retriever leapt out of the green dumpster and landed on the rim. Splint perched on his hind legs, his head cocked and looking at me. In addition to being oversized, Splint had intelligent eyes, and much more defined musculature – marking him as a member of the Unseen that was able to pass without notice in the Seen world. “Ah, so you want some good information? You only bring the gouda for high price information... I’m assuming you’re here to make a trade?”

Gracefully, he leapt and landed a couple of feet in front of me – nose and whiskers twitching as he reached for the cheese. I pulled it back. “Your word that you tell me everything you know?”

“For gouda? I would sell out my own mother!”

“That’s not an agreement.”

“Fine, fine. You have my word I would say everything I know about whatever it is you’re going to ask. Give me the damn cheese.”

I tossed it to him and he deftly caught it, opening the wrapper with slightly shaking hands. Gently, he pulled the package out and sniffed the delicacy, then took three slow bites, savoring each morsel. 

“Did that hit the spot, Splint?”

“Aye, Edgewalker, it was scrum-taculous! Much appreciated. What would you like to know?” he asked, sitting on his haunches and crossing his arms.

“I just got through fighting a bunch of globbers downtown, then chased a big one into the Channel. One of them dropped this,” I said, throwing the pack of Stardust on the ground. “Is there a relationship to the Stardust that’s coming into the city tonight?”

The rat’s nose twitched. “I’m no snitch.”

“Then why did you agree to talk to me?”

He shrugged. “I like you. Plus, you bring the cheese.”

“That’s all I am, a delivery boy?”

“And an ugly one at that.”

I tapped my foot on the floor. Time was ticking away. “Yes, now then. Remember your word?”

“Yes. The digestion of such a delicacy must have meddled with my mind. The globbers are the muscle, if your ape brain hadn’t already figure that out. Someone else is running things – don’t ask me who, as I don’t know – but they’re throwing around a lot of power and a lot of money. There’s a new heavy hitter in town, but they’re keeping their cards close to the vest, and no one in any of my circles knows who he is. I do know that you grabbed a goblin earlier, and he didn’t lie on the location.”

“Splint, they took a hostage – a girl. Why would they do that?”

The rat started pacing back and forth, scratching his chin like Sherlock Holmes would smoke a pipe. “Yes, that is curious, despite the fact that they like to grab women, I have no idea why they would take a hostage.”

“So, Splint, is there anywhere else I can check? Any help at all so I know what I’m getting into tonight?”

“Well, I did hear of a warehouse on the south side of town where someone was setting up something big, bringing some sort of cargo into town, but –”

“Great! Where?”

“But, Edgewalker, I don’t think –”

“Splint, I’m running out of time here. Where is it?”

He looked hard at me and then shrugged and told me the address – way farther south, almost to Galveston. 

“Thanks, Splint,” I said, and quickly opened a Door to appear just outside of the warehouse and stepped through, emerging into even more heat and humidity despite the sun getting ever closer to setting.
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Chapter 4
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The green sheet metal building looked rundown but otherwise nothing out of the ordinary. Feeling out with my magic, I touched on the edge of something powerful inside. 

Or someone.

Not taking any chances, I touched my wrist and whispered, “Agility,” and drew my phase sword, switching it to strictly energy – not the most powerful, but the most versatile magic setting on the sword. A golden hue wrapped my blade, kind of like a lightsaber. A grin hit my face as I tried to channel my best Yoda inner monologue. “Find the enemy, you must. Die, you should not.” I had to stop to calm myself down from laughing before proceeding.

Edging my way down the wall, I found the door unlocked. Odd. Pushing the door open just enough to squeeze through, I stepped in and moved to the left before shutting it behind me. Giving my eyes time to adjust –  which they did much faster than that of a Normal  – I found a scattering of tables, chairs, weird machinery, and some tools, but nothing alive.

Extending my senses, the power I’d felt outside was in the center of the room, behind a large cluster of debris. All senses on high alert, I moved quickly from cover to cover, making my way between metal poles and columns to get to the middle, always wary of any traps but finding none. Using my energized sword as a light, I moved to the center circle of piled-up junk.

When I got within five feet of the ring-o-debris, a green light burst from the middle and a dull rumble came from the same spot.

Damnit. I didn’t even feel the concealed trigger! Whoever set this trap was much better than me. 

But I didn’t have time to worry about that – the ring exploded, sending junk scattering in all directions and me flying backwards. Sliding across the slick floor, I managed to keep my feet as a slid and maintained my grip on my sword, slicing through some of the flying junk to keep it off me, my Agility keeping me upright despite being thrown backward thirty yards.

Once the dust cleared, I wished it hadn’t. There was a shimmering green Door, and through it poured armor-clad skeletons with battle axes. A dozen had already filed into the room, and it didn’t look like it would end anytime soon. As each skeleton came out, they quickly moved into a square military formation and froze. Touching my badge, I raised my left hand, sending power to the Door to try to close it. When the energies combined, I felt an odd sickening sensation, like my empty stomach was trying to turn itself inside out. I had to fight through it. Finally, I connected with the green Door (the color a bad sign magically speaking) and shut it off, splitting the last skeleton in half that came through.

But that left a couple dozen standing there, not looking at anything. Not moving, just standing in formation. Waiting.

We were in a bit of a standoff – my guess was that as soon as I moved or made a noise, they would come after me, but I couldn’t stand here indefinitely. A couple of dozen yards separated the closest skeleton and me. My sword was already set to energy, so that would have to do. Preparing myself, I touched my tattoo and said, “Blaster,” while I put energy back in my sword.

Unfortunately, I was right – the second I moved, every skeleton had turned my way and they rushed towards me, much faster than you’d expect a pile of bones to move. It took them no time to close the distance to me, and already there was a battle ax swinging for my head.

Thrusting my palm out, as soon as my arm was fully extended, a blast of energy, kind of like a gunshot, erupted from my hand, disintegrating the chest cavity of the first skeleton. Its ax dropped to the floor.

With agility still engaged, I leapt in the air and fired three more blasts, taking out three more skeletons. When I landed, I spun as fast as I could, mowing down the monsters as they came. Stab, blast, low strike, kick, blast, blast, blast.

One raked me across the face with his hand – shallow cuts which stung nonetheless. An ax nicked my shoulder as I disintegrated its owner, and another kicked me in the stomach, sending me tumbling backwards so far that I hit the wall of the warehouse with a crash, rattling the tin.

Scrambling to stand, one kicked my phase sword out of my hand, but I blasted him with my left. I had a half second of reprieve and counted a dozen remaining, all closing the distance with the rattle of old bones.

I blasted as fast as I could, using up energy much faster than I needed to, and then dove to my left as they rushed for me at the same time, sending them crashing into the wall behind me, puncturing the thin sheet metal and littering it with holes.

They gathered themselves quickly. Luckily there were the only four left. They stomped towards me, slower this time, and spread out, intending to surround me.

I didn’t give them the chance. I was almost out of energy, but I wasn’t out of bullets.

Drawing the 45 I kept concealed on my hip, I quickly and efficiently popped one in each skull, dropping them all to the ground.

You had to know when to use the right tool in the right situation. Just because you could use magic didn’t mean you didn’t need a gun. I found that out on more than one occasion, and it has saved my bacon, just like it did today.

After a quick sweep of the room to double check that I hadn’t missed any bad guys, I re-loaded and holstered my gun, then turned to inspect the area where the green Door had opened up and let all the skeletons into the party.

I tried anyway. I immediately fell on my ass. Apparently I was worse off than I thought. Touching my tattoo again, I activated healing. My vision changed to something like an x-ray, which allowed me to see through my clothes and easily identify the injuries. I had a cut on my right shoulder and left leg that were pretty deep, bruising on both sides of my torso, and several bruises around the areas where the skeletons had managed to hit me in some way.

Concentrating, I sent energy from my center and projected out through both arms, closing the open cuts and lessening the pain from the bruises – there was nothing life-threatening, I didn’t want to waste too many resources on healing the wounds. I had a feeling I was going to need every last drop of the reserves I had left.

After a final check, I shut off healing and recovered for a couple heartbeats. Way more exhausted than I’d been in a while, I walked over to the area where the green Door had appeared. Searching the ground, I was able to find what I was looking for: ruins and symbols carved in the concrete. Which meant that a very powerful person left this trap here for someone to find, and if I’d read them right, it would only activate for someone of the magical community.

Splint had tried to tell me I was heading into a bad situation. Someone with major mojo was behind this – it took a lot of power to open a Door if you weren’t an Edgewalker, let alone tying that power to spell on the floor that had an activation element to it. That put them in a different league than me.

But being out of my league was nothing new.
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Chapter 5
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I scoured the rest of the warehouse, but other than a few stains that outlined something in the concrete, whoever had been here did a good job of cleaning it out of anything valuable.

Stepping back outside into the fading sunlight, I tried to call HQ again. I got nothing.

Huh. I’d have to send the message the old-fashioned way. Pulling a pen and paper out of my coat, I wrote down everything that had just happened, and again submitted an urgent request for backup. I signed it, opened a very small Door, only big enough for the piece of paper, and slipped it through. Boom. Texas to New York in less than a second. Email had nothing on us!

I checked my badge – I still had twenty minutes. And I hadn’t eaten. Checking my internal levels, I decided it was worth the use of power. I needed food, which would replenish my energy stores at least a little. I opened a Door and appeared next to a Whataburger. After placing and receiving my order, I sat down at a booth.

Munching down the fast food delicacy, my brain was in high gear. My theory was that this had to be a human – they were usually the only ones who would leave that particular type of spell...and have the power to maintain it. Unseen residents could conceivably have done it, but it didn’t have the same feel that their magic usually did.

And that green tint to it, the color of the door – somehow that bothered me more than anything else. Just the feeling of wrongness, of the unnaturalness, that associated with it made my skin crawl. Not always, but nine times out of ten, green magic was not a good sign. It was a form of dark magic.

In no time, I demolished my burger and fries, cleaned up my place, and was back outside. If I was severely outclassed today at the drop-off (which I fully expected), that was a hell of a last meal.

Checking my levels and trying to call HQ one last time, I drew my phase sword and opened another Door. The sword might have been overkill, but I didn’t know what I was getting into. Stepping through the white light, I appeared close to the bridge, but not too close to attract attention. I couldn’t see anything from there, so I worked my way over to the bit of land directly under the bridge. Easing around the corner, I saw what I was up against.

The abnormally large globber was there, twenty yards in front of me, directly below the bridge and staying out of the water – presumably watching the lone barge slowly make its way under the bridge. Right beside me, against the bridge foundation, were dozens and dozens of large stacked wooden boxes. Except it wasn’t wood as you would think of it – it was shimmering. Which meant it was either enhanced with a spell to make it invisible to Normals, or it was fae wood, which accomplished the same thing.

The kidnapped girl lay prostrate on the ground, hands and legs bound by hardened clay and stuck to the ground, stretching her out and leaving her in a very vulnerable position. The globber paid her no mind – this would be easy. Setting my sword to Ice again, I ninjaed my way until I was within spitting distance of the monster, turned on “Strength,” then leapt as high as I could. 

Which was pretty high. 

The thing never even saw me as I buried my blade in the back of its head. With an otherworldly scream, the globber thrashed about (with me hanging on for dear life). I poured power into the sword as a frozen spot of clay quickly spread from the wound and covered the whole monster. With a sound like shattering stone, the whole thing disintegrated, leaving me to fall to the ground. Strength still engaged, I managed to land safely and turned the impact into a roll, coming to my feet and somehow not injuring myself.

Too easy. That seemed way too easy. Whoever had set the skeleton trap would not have let the creature be the only defense of the shipment. Which had already arrived, apparently – hence the boxes. So why was the globber still here in the first place?

My whole body tensed, and my nerves screamed at me that something was off. I dropped into a fighting stance and looked around, trying to find the source of what set me on edge. I extended my senses – but found nothing. I saw nothing.

But something was definitely wrong. I just couldn’t figure out what.

Then it hit me. There was only one reason to have the globber still here with the girl. To flush you out, you big dummy. And I’d done walked right into it.

Every sense on high alert and sword still drawn, I warily and quickly made my way to the girl, eyes roving constantly trying to spot any threat before it was on me. By the time I got there, she was already sitting up. The clay bond that held her had disintegrated when the globber died. I glanced down at her pretty green eyes and smiled.

She smiled back, cocked her head, and said in a sweet voice, “Who are you, stranger?”

“I’m Edgewalker, er, Agent Gunner Hext, ma’am. Since you could see that monster, I assume you have some magical blood in you. That being said, I don’t think we’re out of the woods yet. Let’s hurry and get out of here before something else shows up. I need to get you a safe distance from here, somewhere safe, and I’ll explain everything there. Then I need to come back here and find out who or what is importing Stardust.”

“Oh yeah?” she said, flashing me a dazzling smile. “And I’m supposed to know what all that means?”

I leaned down to give her a hand up. “No, I guess not. Quickly now, miss.”

I pulled, but she didn’t budge. She said, “Dear me, I think I’m going to need more help than that. I don’t know what’s wrong.”

Sheathing my sword, I used both hands to pull her up. 

As she rose, her voice changed. “My hero,” she snarled. 

Suddenly she thrust her whole body upward and punched me straight in the face, sending me flying thirty yards into the crates of Stardust. The first two boxes exploded, the others slowing me down until I came to a stop in the middle of the stack. Packages of pills marked “Stardust” fell all around me as I tried to reorient myself. What the hell just happened? I mean, at least I found the drugs, but felt like I just got blindsided by a charging rhino.

And at least I knew who was trying to draw me out in the open.

Scrambling to my feet, I stepped out from between the crates just in time to see the girl. But she wasn’t the same. Now clothed in a solid black, skintight, leathery-looking suit, she walked towards me with green fire now enveloping each hand. Even from where I was, I could feel the power radiating off her, and it was only growing as she continued to draw more power from her surroundings. 

For my part, instead of bursting into action, I only managed to freeze why frantically trying to formulate a plan.

“Meddling Edgewalker! I’d summoned that creature so I could drain its energy to power up the drugs! Then you had to go and kill the thing.” An evil grin crossed her face. “So I still need energy. Which means you just volunteered to take its place. Beg to whatever maker you believe in, Edgewalker. Your life energy is about to be drained away for my profit.”

With a scream and a pulse of energy, she thrust her hands forward, green fires streaking toward me.

“Shield!” I screamed, extending my left hand and touching my tattoo with my right. A yellow half dome of energy flared to life directly in front of me, barely deflecting the fire in time, sending it off to the sides and into the boxes of drugs. Deflected, yes, but the sheer force of the blast threw me back once again, this time clear through the rest of the crates and slamming me into the concrete base of the bridge. My breath escaped me as I fell, clutching at my chest and trying to get air in my lungs.

I found I couldn’t move at all. Something was holding me in place. So she was a telekinetic as well. Without control of my own body, I was suddenly jerked upright and back up against the wall, my hands and arms outstretched in the shape of an X, pinned there like a bug in some entomologist’s collection. 

“You should have left well enough alone. You should have never followed me. You should have just let me go like I told you to when we were on the globber’s shoulder. Now not only do I have to kill you to drain your power, I have to replace all the stock you just destroyed.” With another pulse of power, her entire black suit was covered in green flames.

“Sorceress!” I managed to squeak out.

She rolled her eyes. “Yes, well, took you long enough.”

“You should give up, I’ve got you right where I want you,” I wheezed out, still trying to catch my breath.

She rolled her eyes again and kicked me in the gut. “Now, this will take a few minutes, and it will hurt. I would say don’t move, but, well...prepare to die, Edgewalker.”

Sirens wailed behind her. Not your normal everyday police sirens, but the sirens of the cavalry. My cavalry. The magical cavalry. Thank God they were early – I guess there’s a first time for everything.

“Dammit!” she screamed, throwing her head to the side, and me with it – flinging me into another concrete wall. As I fell and crashed into even more crates, I heard her say, “You must be tough – that should have killed you.” A bullet struck the dirt near her feet, and she quickly stepped back while glaring at me. “This isn’t over, Edgewalker! You will pay for this, one way or another!” She swirled her hands, sending green flame in all directions. The flames closed in on themselves with a pop. 

She had disappeared.

Instantly the radio started working again, midsentence. Twelve figures with fully automatic rifles in complete body armor – I’m talking full assault gear: helmets, visors, vests, elbow and knee pads – swarmed into view. In tight military-like movements, they cleared the area and announced as such on the radio before lowering their weapons and raising their visors. In addition to the special rifles – magically enhanced, of course – each had a dagger on their hip and phase sword on their back. Each sword was slightly different, as the swords were customized by their owners, but they all functioned the same.

Through the hole in the crates, I watched as the one with the star on his shoulder put his hand to his ear. “Area secure. Perpetrator allowed to escape by Edgewalker Gunner Hext. MTAC has found the Stardust. We will recover Edgewalker Hext, burn the drugs, then return to base, over.”

Oh, now that was just lovely. Not only did I just get blamed for letting her escape, making me look even more incompetent, I was pretty much buried in a pile of said drugs. If I’d gotten my backup when I had actually requested it...I guess it didn’t matter. No matter who got the credit, the shipment was stopped, and at least for now, it wouldn’t make it into the city.

Uh, further into the city.

But it did figure – they arrived just in time to take all the credit. Never mind I’d done on the legwork. 

And almost died.

Despite that, they did help me out of the pile-o-drugs, dusted me off, and had me checked out by the medic. I got the satisfaction of watching them burn the drugs, then sweep the area clear so it looked like nothing ever happened, magic or otherwise. 

Once done, they took their helmets off and shook my hand. OK, they weren’t bad guys and gals – in fact they were pretty much the badasses of the magical community, and in this case, genuinely nice. They’d probably saved my bacon too. Either way, after a little small talk, they bid me farewell and one of them opened a Door, the dozen of them disappearing through it in an efficient, single file line.

Looking out over the narrow waterway, I sighed. The medic had healed me better than I could have done myself, and I felt mostly whole. Plus, the city was protected – for the moment, at least. Hopefully for good, but you never knew with these evil sorceress types. 

I opened my own Door, appearing in a high-rise New York office building that served as Edgewalker headquarters. Despite the treatment, I was still battered, burned, and bruised, and got quite a few looks from the snappily dressed people who were some of my coworkers. The non-field agent variety mostly. 

Meandering my way to the piles of paper and random assorted items that constituted my desk, I sat to do the bane of my existence – paperwork. 

Hopefully I wouldn’t be there too long and I could get back to the country, back to the wide open spaces of the panhandle of Texas – my jurisdiction. Not to mention my home.

Not wanting to put it off any longer, I shuffled some papers and turned on my computer, filtering through the spam emails that exist even in the magical world. Fifteen minutes later, I heard a beep, which meant I got a case update.

One of the MTAC guys had managed to get a good picture of the sorceress, which just happened to be when she’d flung me into the concrete wall. Figures.

Zooming in, and ignoring the fact that you could see my legs sticking out of the boxes, I studied her face. I knew I’d seen her before today, but I’d be damned if I could think of where. 

No matter. Another problem for another time. It was my job, after all. Walking the line between reality and the Unseen World, protecting you from what you didn’t even know was there.

I’m Gunner Hext. And I’m an Edgewalker.
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Did you enjoy EDGEWALKER?
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If so, please leave a review wherever you purchased the book!

I would greatly appreciate it!
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LIKE EXCLUSIVE CONTENT and want to read my books before anyone else sees them? Before they’re even available to purchase, with minimal edits? And what if you could get even more than just the books?

Head over to RJ Batla's Patreon Page to check it out! Depending on what level you join up with, your monthly contribution can get you T shirts, signed books, you’re name in a future book, even more!

Click here to see what works for you!

I greatly appreciate all my Patrons, and would love to have you on the team!
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Join my Reader’s Coalition and get AGAINST THE BEAST: The Terraunum Origins Series Book 1 for free!

[image: image]Royn Crowell’s first assignment is a tough one. With the situation getting worse by the minute, can Royn find a way to defeat the monsters, or will his death mark the first in a long line and threaten all humans on Terraunum?

Sword and Sorcery, Superhero, Military, and Steampunk elements combine in the fast-paced, action packed adventure in Terraunum, where monsters and men clash in a battle for survival.

Grab your copy now!

You’ll get an email with the link to the book (if you don’t check your spam folder or email me and I’ll get you your copy). 

I’ll also send periodic updates on my author journey and future books.

Thanks!

RJ
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Get me the book!

Smalltown hero gets his new powers and they almost kill him for it. Then they ask him to save them all. Figures. Can Jayton survive the journey?

The first in the Senturians of Terraunum Series, FIRE EYES AWAKENED combines epic fantasy with fantastic powers. Join the action and adventure!
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Get me the book!

A vanishing ship and an invisible adversary lurking below the surface sends new captain Celeste Dumas and the crew of the Ajax into uncharted waters fraught with danger as they uncover a much more sinister plot.

Pirates, action, and amazing powers combine in the second novel in the Terraunum Origins Series, chronicling characters from Fire Eyes Awakened.
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Preview of Fire Eyes Awakened
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Chapter 1
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“Cobra Seven to Base, over,” the big operative whispered into his mic, mouth barely moving. It’d taken three weeks to get this close. Three weeks of gathering intelligence, crawling through thorns, and hiking up mountains to get into this position. His platoon mates had paid dearly to get him here, where he could confirm the rumors. Sweat soaked through his shirt and ran down his forehead, dripping down into his eyes, but he couldn’t dare move – too many eyes, too many watchers...

“Go ahead, Cobra Seven.”

“I’m in position. Conformation pending, over.”

“Affirmative, Cobra Seven, awaiting report.”

A door burst open from the side of the rocky outcropping he’d been watching, spilling firelight into the darkness for only a second before the stone doors slammed shut again, dropping the world back to the night. “Standby,” Cobra Seven said, straining his eyes till they hurt. Was this him? Was this the... the....

A hooded figure turned, and Cobra Seven caught that unmistakable profile – hawk nose with a chunk missing on the bridge. Malstrak. The one who killed thousands. The one who scarred the wall. Speaking to someone unseen, Malstrak said, “The lords have conferred, they agree with the terms of the plan. It’s time to implement the next step.”

Cobra Seven reached down and keyed his mic. “Confirmed. Repeat: confirmed. I have visual on...” The figure snapped his head in his direction – damnit! No way he’d been heard; no way he’d been seen! What Power had he used? “Cover blown, cover blown!” he yelled, turning and running, legs burning with effort. Dodging trees, he ran with all his might. Suddenly fire struck him in the back like a fist, sending him sprawling, the jagged rocks slicing his hands and face as he slid to a stop against a boulder.

Rocks shuffled behind him, and he pulled his bloodied head up from the rubble. A figure stalked toward him – a black mass of swirling, whispering death in one hand and a ball of blue fire blazing in the other.

“Repeat: confirmed, confirmed, con–” 

The night erupted in a fire so hot the boulder melted into a pool. No scream was heard, only the sound of the hot, bubbling stone and the roar of the fire. The cloaked figure lowered his hand, killing the flame. The Ranger’s body was no more, melding with the stone or blown away in the slight breeze. Too bad the Ranger got his report out, but no matter. The Easterners would find out soon enough anyway. And even when they did, their fate was already sealed. 

He strolled back to the mountain, the door sliding open at his approach. 

An aging ogre bent low, he said, “Master, one of your spies has contacted you.”

Malstrak nodded, stepping past the foul-smelling creature to pick up the telestone just inside the doorway. “Yes?”

“Sir, the Northern Awakening came back negative,” the voice on the other line said.

“Understood. It must be the Southern then. Get there and report back,” Malstrak said.

“Sir!” and the line went dead.

Smoothing his black robes, Malstrak walked back into the cool night, the door slamming behind him. Stopping to take a breath, he gathered his thoughts. His intelligence said a Senturian of great power was to be Awakened. And he fully intended for that Senturian to aid him is his plans. Whether they wanted to or not.

Turning, cloak whispering on the rocks, he strolled away, and in his wake, large shadows detached themselves from the dark to follow him into the night. There was an invasion to plan.
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Thank you so much for reading Edgewalker!
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