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Book 2 in the Blood Hunt series is dedicated to the memory of 4 dear friends who shared a large part of my life.  Two Wolves (aka David Keith), Reverend SunCat Bright-fur SummerHeart ach Taliesan and High Priest of Sanctuary of the Healer’s Heart...eternal friend to the WolfsHead (aka Rev Richard Caldwell, DC), Garm (aka Byron Swafford) and Jeanne McClure.  

They believed in me, consistently encouraged me, and they always pushed me to go that extra mile.  What better way to memorialize them by making them characters in the ongoing saga of one plucky (aka – STUBBORN), heroine.  They would have pushed her as well...and probably gotten away with it too!
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Cover art: Copyright ©2020 Ivmahchukwu Samir Cooper (aka Render Chukwu), who insisted that he should be the one to do the cover art for this book.  He’s an author as well and I am so proud of him!
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Suppose the Red Army had not stopped at Berlin? Would it change our world? Suppose the Manhattan Project had never happened. Would it matter? What difference would it make, if perhaps Russia had reached the Moon first?  Then made it to Mars as well?

Let's take a step into an alternate reality. Consider for a moment what would happen if the first men on Mars returned home with something they hadn't bargained for: A microorganism that altered humans on the cellular level, and gave them the ability to produce, for all intents and purposes, magic.

This is the world of our great-great-grandchildren - one step aside from our own path. For over two centuries their Earth has been torn with wars, fear and treachery.  From 1903 to 2103 AD various political factions came to power, only to be toppled by stronger regimes. For a long time, it did look as if Communist Russia would fulfill its dream of world domination, and it ALMOST succeeded. The United States of America nearly fell during the American Socialist Revolution, which raged for 3 years. America was weakened by it, losing the East and West Coast, PLUS the western half of Alaska, to Socialist occupation. But the remaining section of the U.S. still managed to retain its capitalist Democratic ideals and became known as Free America.

By 2028 the Russians had successfully colonized the Moon, and the world governments became weaker against Soviet domination. A decade of space exploration opened up more possibilities and with the introduction of magic, brought on by an alien organism, uncertainty and war escalated 

As fate would have it the magic is what saved the world from Soviet domination! Gulag prisoners, infused with these magical powers, overcame their guards and toppled the mightiest governmental power of the world. The Soviet Revolution spread across the globe, and by 2076 the Soviet Union was broken. The people who had magic abilities became known as "Bloods".

During all the turmoil an idea, in the United States, was born. Various wealthy conglomerates wanted a way to protect their interests, and civilians, from Socialist control. Pooling their resources, a vast organization came into being - the Free America Civil Militia (FAC). After many misunderstandings, and intense negotiations, the U.S. government and militaries came to an agreement with the FAC. Because of touchy political storms, there were areas the governments' hands were tied. But, since they had no official ties to the government, the FAC could intervene, and often did, on a regular basis. Not only were the FAC "soldiers" highly trained, but some of them were also powerful "Bloods".

With headquarters, and substations, scattered strategically across Free America, the FAC helped keep the borders secure. Many brave men and women have dedicated their lives, and magic, to defend Free America - thanks to the FAC.
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PROLOGUE
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Excerpt from Captain Michael Yamoto’s personal journal

Date: 2105, June 04- Monday

Time: 1500 hours Eastern

Location: Point Pleasant, West Virginia. Lazy Dog Motel & Campground

I had just arrived back at FAC headquarters, in Chicago, Illinois, in the pre-dawn hours of May 31st, exhausted and in need of a debriefing over a tricky extrication mission I had just wrapped up, only to be hastily called into a crowded, and chaotic, ready away room. Once seated I was confronted with the disturbing news that my partner, 1st Lieutenant Kele-de (Kai) Ann McMahon, had been reported as missing...along with her entire platoon of 60 strong. Apparently, no one had thought to contact me that she had gone on an emergency monster hunt, but it seems the 1st Lieutenant told them not to...that the extrication I was on took precedence and they shouldn’t worry me about it.  How I managed to not start swearing in several different languages at that bit of news is a miracle.   

Corporal Tilson, the reporting officer, had indicated the platoon had deliberately gone dark 6 days previous to the emergency meeting, but it was his humble opinion, at that time, that they may have accidentally missed the mandatory 5 days check-in time... so had given them one more day, before following the protocol of reporting a missing member/team.  When I learned just *what* Kai, and her platoon, had gone after...and having seen the only photo she had shared in the initial briefing of the ...beast...I grew deeply concerned.  Initially, Commander Tilman did not want me to head the potential rescue operation, but Dr. Tama disagreed and reminded him that the 1st Lieutenant and I are bonded.  If anyone could find her, and the platoon, it would be me.  

I am pleased to report my rescue away team assembled with military precision, and it was quite gratifying to see how many more FAC soldiers volunteered for the rescue mission.  It seems my too damn skinny for her own good, highly aggravating, rules breaking partner has made numerous friends in the past two years, and none of them wanted to sit idly by if she were indeed in grave danger.  I have become somewhat used to her doing that...getting into fixes and somehow finding her way out of them relatively unscathed. Sometimes she even expresses surprise that there had been a concern for her safety as if she knew all along things would work out. (Did I mention lately that the 1st Lieutenant does not seem to understand the word fear...or even the very concept of it?)  

Because of the amount of gear, vehicles and personnel involved it took us more than a few days to arrive at our destination, here in West Virginia.  That and we did have to make that mandatory stop at the FAC Armory in Dayton, Ohio.  Where we had to pick up MORE personnel, including Kai’s Uncle.  I just wanted to get here and not have to make all the annoying necessary stops along the way.  Part of me understood this was also a tactical maneuver in order to not alert our military that something major might be occurring.  The last thing we needed was for them to get wind of a potential national security threat and go in guns blazing.  For one thing, I knew that would anger the 1st Lieutenant beyond measure since it is *her* hunt, and since she is turning out to be an Elementalist, an unusual one at that, we can’t risk her losing control...especially when CTI (Chicago Thaumatic Institute) still isn’t sure what all she *can* do.  And for another thing we really do not understand, yet, or know fully what the planet might do if *her* human were to be damaged.  That and CTI thinks... no scratch that...they are positive there could be others like Kai elsewhere on the planet.  So...caution and taking our time, even if it admittedly worries me, is the best course of action.

There is no doubt in my mind that the 1st Lieutenant is out there, somewhere, in the vast National Forest, gleefully making life most unpleasant for what she is hunting.  The fact her entire platoon is missing, however, indicates perhaps she has bitten off a bit more than she can chew this time.  Fortunately, my partner has left her lupine companion behind to lead the way in if necessary...they have a mind connection which CTI is unable to explain, other than it’s like a biological GPS system complete with them being able to see what the other sees. I have witnessed them doing this time after time, and even I cannot provide a satisfactory explanation for CTI.  It is most annoying not being able to clearly explain a phenomenon and give it a concise designation. 

There is one more thing she’s done on this hunt of hers... she left sensitive documents in plain sight of whoever walked in the door of her abandoned motel room.  But Thunder, her lupine companion, indicted to me she deliberately did so, full well knowing he would not allow unauthorized personnel into the room.  Kai did this even though it *does*go completely against the rules and protocols set forth by the FAC, and completely against all the military training I have tried to instill in my aggravating, rule-breaking partner.  But then again...the 1st Lieutenant always completes her missions no matter what, and FAC never gets upset over her tactics (except for that dam she accidentally blew up), so I try to cut her some slack whenever possible.

Let the record show that I am determined to find 1st Lieutenant Kele-de (Kai) McMahon and the rest of her platoon.  And that I have full confidence she is alive and in one piece.
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Confronting a thick pile of maps, files, and other documents scattered on the round table, in his missing partner’s motel room, was not what Captain Michael Yamoto had anticipated when arriving at her last known location.  When he was given the news about 1st Lieutenant Kele-de (Kai) McMahon, of the FAC Militia (Free America Civil Militia), failing to report in from a sanctioned monster hunt, well...he swore his heart had forgotten how to function properly for a few brief seconds!  Kai simply didn’t vanish...unless something had gone very wrong.  He hoped that was not the case.  Surely, he would have felt it if her life force had been snuffed out. Besides...the few times she had mysteriously vanished on missions in the past Kai had *always* shown back up within a matter of a few days.  So...surely...

It also did not help his worrying that most of her platoon was also allegedly missing.  60 people just do NOT go missing...at least not without some sort of trace to show where they had been.  It gave him a bit of consolation when Kai’s handpicked hunting partner, and lifelong friend, Falcon, had materialized out of the National Forest, just a mere six hours after Michael’s rescue team had arrived in Point Pleasant, West Virginia...he had shown up along with a ragtag band of bedraggled half dead civilians...plus 16 soldiers out of Kai’s 60 strong platoon.  No one was forthcoming with an explanation where everyone else on the team was located, other than stubbornly citing they had orders.

What had alarmed Michael the most was the fact that Kai’s mutant lupine companion, Thunder, had






















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





