
Out in the woods, secluded from the rest of the town, stood a brown two-story snout house made of brick. All but a long road, with white and yellow lines as far as the eyes could see was near the home. It was constructed sometime during the 1980s, and the original occupants, a young couple and their daughter disappeared without a trace. Now, the home was occupied by Brad and his wife Karin. The couple had recently moved from San Francisco a decade ago. 

Brad was a deputy in the town for about a decade, he was an older man in his fifties, a stripe of gray ran down the side of his darken straight hair. He had no facial hair with the exception of his five o’ clock shadow. He was fit for most of his life, but was recently diagnosed with diabetes, and this played with his mind. Brad was a laid back, but conservative character. He stayed to himself, and only talked to those he trusted. He, along with the other law enforcement protected the town from harm – until now. 
His wife, Karin, was a stay home wife with her own business, a business that sold knick-knacks to the other stay at home wives with working husbands. She was in her mid thirties. In contrast with her husband, she was incredibly social. Brad would warn her about being so friendly, as he’d tease her by nicknaming her, ‘puppy’. Karin was a caring woman, and despite her glamorous physique, she did not let it get to her head. She always put others before self, even if she was in dire need of it. Recently, she had become worried about her husband, long working hours, and he’d come home drunk of his rocker (this was unusual behavior from him). 

The two of them were sitting on a black leather couch facing a large sized television. Both were in pajamas. Brad was reading silently out of a sport’s magazine, while his wife watched television. Inside, the home was clean, spotless, with a cool breeze from the central air. Behind them was a large window without a curtain. Outside was raining, with shots of lighting that flew through the black dismal sky. Karin turned the television’s volume down with the remote before placing the remote onto the dark red coffee table in front of her. She turned to her husband in hesitation. Brad was level-headed, and slow to anger. Brad loved his wife dearly, and kills anyone or anything that would be dumb enough to threaten her. 
“Honey,” Karin placed her peach colored hand onto her husband’s lap. “What’s wrong with you?” A tear collected at the corner of her right eye. 
Brad exhaled deeply as to explain. He curled his lips inside his mouth, before placing the magazine in a basket beside the couch. “Don’t worry about it, puppy.” He placed his beige colored hand onto hers. “I don’t want to scare you.” He glanced down as he tightened his grip on her hand. “You’re my little angel, and the last I want is to see you afraid.” He gave a half smile. 

“Honey,” Karin sighed. “You come in drunk like a horse. I toss and turn in your sleep. I barely eat, and you I hear you mumbling to yourself in the bathroom.” She clasped both her hands around his. She peered into his tired brown eyes that were now red around the pupils. 

“Just some stuff going on.” Brad said. “Murders, robberies, and some occult…” He stopped as he didn’t want to continue. 

“You mean the serpent people?” She inched close to him. 

“How did you…know about them?” His heart skipped a few beats. 

“I heard a conversation between you and Deputy Greg the other day, when he came to visit.” She massaged his tense hand in between of hers as to make him at ease. 

“Oh.” He directed his attention away from her as he hoped she would drop it. 

“If you don’t want me to be afraid, then tell me, or I will be afraid of the unknown.” She held onto his hand a little tighter. 
Brad gently bit into his bottom lip. His eyes filled with distress. “Well, we’re not entirely sure what we’re dealing with.” He scratched his scalp wondering on how to explain it without scaring her. “They’re people, like, actual humans, but they’re different. Dr. Brock claims they’re from another dimension, and they’re here to dominate over humankind.” He explained.
“You mean David Ickes was right about the reptilians, correct?” 

“Well, somewhat, yes. However, they’re not really ruling as something or someone is hunting them and…” Brad stuttered. “Whatever is hunting them, is hunting some of us down as well.” 

“Oh, wow.” Her eyes widened with disbelief. 

“Yeah, we got one of those serpent women – Jessica Troy, a professor at a university somewhere in southern California. Her sister, Myria came in there screaming and we had to drag her out.” Brad explained. “We…we had a doctor cut her belly open as she was suspect of the missing Amber Ferguson…also known as Amber Tyson; Amber’s mother and father divorced. Amber’s father married again, and the daughter took the mother’s last name as she had most of the custody rights.”  He took a sip of his green tea from a blue mug to wet his throat. “She had a sizeable bulge – it was cut open and a small child hit the floor.” He chocked back a tear.
Karin was flabbergasted that her husband started to shed tears. She had never seen him do that before. He had always been a masculine man who put his emotions aside, and logic first. She reached for his face, and brushed the left side of his face. 

“We turned the child over, and it was a baby, about nine months old. That means she was due at any moment.” Several tear drops ran down the sides of his face. Brad felt his heart sink. 
“Oh, no,” She squirmed in her seat. “Well, honey, it’s not your fault – she was a snake person. They eat people, or at least that’s what I’ve overheard. None of them sound like good people.” Karin brushed Brad’s left cheek. “Well, at least she was dead…wasn’t she?” Her mouth was agape waiting for an answer. 
He nodded his head, “No. They sliced her opened when she was alive. Her scream still haunts every last one of us. I tried to stop them…I really did, but a sergeant was there. He demanded us under the orders of his boss to follow orders or face dire consequences.” He sighed. 

“The government is on this as well?”

“Yes, they and some other form of power are in on it.” He gasped to catch his breath from sharing too much information, but he could trust his wife that she wouldn’t snitch. “There’s a lot going on, and the sad thing is that not too many people know about this – then again, that could be a bad thing. There’s some occult going on as well, incredibly dangerous…I reckon they’re called, ‘Silver men’, or is it ‘Demon Silver’, or ‘Silver Dragons’? It’s something like that, but they’re a horrific bunch. There are all kinds of wicked out there.” He wiped some sweat off his forehead. 
“Heavens,” She gasped. “Well, everything ought’ to be alright soon. All we have to do is pray, and believe in Jesus – he’ll guide us through.” She nodded her head a little uneasy. 

Brad gave a half smile. He chocked back some tears, and placed his hand onto his wife’s right lap. “Promise me, you’ll be a little careful. If anything were to fall on you – I’d kill myself!”

“Oh, heavens,” Karin gasped. “Don’t say that. Nothing will happen to me.” 

“In all my life I’ve dealt with some pretty horrible things – mobsters, the Ku Klux Klan, drug-dealers, several serial killers, and even a few occults here and there, but this cuts the cake. 

Karin pulled her husband’s head close to her bosom, relaxing him from the stress. He cried himself to sleep, as Karin lightly rocked back, and forth. She rubbed the temples of his forehead, and sang a few Christian hymns from the past Sunday’s church service. 

She looked up to the ceiling. “Oh, God, please deliver this town from these horrible creatures.” She clasped her hands tightly together. 

