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Book 5 is dedicated to Vendla Bramble’s Harrisonville Missouri High School Biology teacher – Mr. Curtis. He instilled the drive to constantly ask questions, search for the answers and then dig even deeper. To this day the determination to find answers and ask, ‘what if?’ is stronger than before, and it can be traced back to the ever-smiling biology teacher who took the time to encourage an avidly curious mind. Vendla says that she knows he would be fascinated by the idea of a sentient, talking, Sasquatch.

Teresa Kuhl would also like to dedicate this book to a very special person. A kind man with the heart of a warrior and the soul of a paladin. If he had been born in the right time frame, he would have been a wonderful Viking! Her father – William C. Fletcher.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

As usual the Oogang writing group must be acknowledged!  Anyone who has been following this series knows that the Oogang group is responsible for the idea of Blood Hunt, and that Vendla asked for, and received, blessings to run with the idea from her heroine’s point of view. Although she feels the need to point out that the heroine is pretty much running the show now and she’s quite proud of the feisty gal!

Again, a shout out must go to Vendla’s cousin, Robert Chestnut. His ever-creative mind had a ‘what if?’, which prompted an OH MY...OH I have an idea! And off she went with part of the original idea. The other part of the idea? Let’s just say her mind is already thinking of Book 6, even though after Book 5 there is a cross over book to do with Teresa Kuhl. 

Speaking of books.... Tales around a campfire in: Another Day, Another Credit: Legacy – relates the story of how Kikimo and company happened to be near the building where, in Blood Hunt: Ripple in Time, the past and future are brought together to battle an insidious evil.  That saga came from Teresa’s fertile mind. 

Hang on beloved readers you are in for a wild ride!
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Introduction
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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 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 Unites 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 much misunderstanding, 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, 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.

EARLY SUMMER- YEAR 2108 – MAY 15TH onwards
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PROLOGUE
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Early Summer had seemed the perfect time for 1st Lieutenant Kele-de (Kai) Ann McMahon of the FAC, to lead a specialized, read small, wilderness/tracking/survival training session over in Arkansas on the other Osage reservation. While the wilderness surrounding the expansive Tzi Shu reservation, in Missouri, was the stuff of legends...there was something about the Hunka Reservation which spoke of hidden pathways yet to be uncovered and deep caves buried in the thick wilderness. A perfect spot to put some of her people through their paces. Well, there was more than just ‘her people’ involved...there was Ja’an (as if he could have been kept from going...not likely!), Samir, Falcon, several sensitives from FAC headquarters, and some of her people from the training center whom she felt needed a shake down reminder of their survival training. 

Unfortunately, from the moment they had first bunked down in their chosen campsites, on the Hunka Reservation, every member in the party was plagued by bizarre dreams. Kai kept dreaming about a hostile, disembodied head, flames, apocalyptic landscapes, and blinding flashes of bright lights on an unknown horizon. Samir was dreaming about explosions and men in rather unusual military uniforms, plus an annoying run through some unknown tunnels. Ja’an was having upsetting dreams about shimmering water reaching out to him. Falcon kept seeing a fortress exploding and a very strange military tank. Other sensitives in the group reported dreams about huge crystals, heat and someone crying.

The reports of the disturbing dreams finally got to the point where Kai began worrying that some underlying reason for them was occurring. In fact, it was interfering with the training session, and she finally put in an emergency call to FAC Central, to speak with Major Wendy Fuller – the chief psych officer. Both Kai and the psych officer decided that something was off, as all the dreams seemed to tie into one another. While Kai did not like abruptly stopping a wilderness training session, Fuller did advise her that they all should return to the survival training center and have medical there do a thorough check .... just in case. 

“I’ll catch a chopper and meet you there,” Fuller added “maybe there is a commonality. Perhaps something everyone did without realizing it, and it is showing up in the dreamscape. I think the Elders and the Tzi Shu medicine man should also be consulted.”

Kai reluctantly agreed, after all she was responsible for the health and wellbeing of the team...hence the emergency phone call to Central. While everyone grumbled about being ordered back to the center, they still understood that something was wrong. Besides...it was going to take at least a day’s journey to get back...maybe two...if the roads weren’t cooperating. If you could call some of the trails found on the reservation as roads. Kai had led them into a rather deep area of the wilderness surrounding the Hunka Reservation.
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CHAPTER 1
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The Nez Perce Reservation in Northern Idaho had been having a particularly unusual problem, and it was now officially out of control. Frankly no one could make sense out of what was going on, after all how common was it for people to be terrorized by a shaggy Floating Head? There were vague legends about a Floating Head, but they were by word of mouth, and passed along, by other Indian Nations...not the Nez Perce. But here they were contending with fires breaking out, prize stallions being killed, breeding mares suddenly loose...and that rather nerve-wracking roaring sound heard in the middle of the night. Something had to be done! After all the Nez Perce prided themselves on their valuable horses, and they could fetch some incredibly high prices for them...they were known for their breeding programs and dependable horses. Some of them had even won much lauded prizes in well-known horse races. Yes...something had to be done...but how? 

Sundown, an old friend of Kai’s, knew exactly what to do about it...and had volunteered to go get the help. And that was after an Elder proclaimed “We will call the Hunter’s Guild.”  But he had a much better idea...and knew who to call.

“No,” he firmly disagreed, much to the Councils amazement...Sundown never disagreed with them. “We need Fire Hair for this one. I will go to Missouri and personally speak with her. We have access to the FAC Substation Chopper in case of trouble.

One of the older women on the council rose to her feet with a weary sigh “And I’ll try and speak with the Sasquatch family...the Trum’s. Maybe by now they have calmed down Chuslum. We really need to know why he’s gone feral. This is totally out of character for him.”

Fortunately, the Sergeant in charge of the Idaho Substation, which was right up against Nez Perce land, was quite amiable in getting the Chopper ready for Sundown. He’d been at the FAC substation for many years now and had been the one responsible for negotiating an agreement between the Nez Perce and FAC...with input from some other agents. So, when Sundown showed up with an urgent request...a lot of red tape was cut through in a hurry. He even agreed to not alert the 1st Lieutenant of the young man’s impending arrival. Apparently, according to the chatter on the open lines, there was something brewing at the Survival Training Center. And it had to be something major since the Lieutenant had called for Central’s psych officer.

“Someone lose it during a training session?”

“The Lieutenant has always dealt with those incidences. But, as I said, it could be something major has gone down. Occasionally we do have an agent go into meltdown. She had a trainee commit suicide some years back. From all accounts the LT worked feverishly in trying to save the trainee too. But when you’re in the middle of nowhere, and someone deliberately consumes poisonous mushrooms.... well...there ain’t a whole lot you can do for them.”

“Damn.”

“Yeeeah....LT demanded more rigorous screenings of potential trainees after that episode. She takes people dying on her watch rather personally. Ok...here ya go.... chopper cleared for your use. Pilot is warming it up.”

Handing Sundown, the required clearance, and permission, documents for FAC property the older man gave a fatherly smile.

“Tell LT that ol’ Sarge is thinking of her, and to not be a stranger. Good luck son.”

——————————————————————————- 
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Kai was seated in the conference room, at the FAC Survival Training Center, with the psych officer - Major Fuller, and everyone who had been experiencing the unsettling dreams. Much to her relief no one was shy in describing the dreams, and how it made them feel...they wanted to get to the bottom of this...NOW.

“From what you have described,” Major Fuller gently remarked “is shared dreaming. This tends to happen with collective living arrangements...such as small communal villages, spiritual retreats...and, yes, wilderness training. But you have all worked together before and are not from a mutual family blood group. Well,” Fuller chuckled when a couple of people cleared their throats “not ALL of you. But...can any of you recall an event where everyone was present on the training exercises, or perhaps an unusual sight? Something could have triggered a mutual spontaneous dream event.”

Before Kai could answer a sound caught her attention...a chopper coming in fast. That made her pause, as no one was due to arrive via chopper. What...Thunder suddenly perked up, whined, morphed into a medium-sized black Labrador, and ran out of the room.

“Labrador?” someone questioned in surprise “He’s never done that form before.”  

All Kai could do was blink in surprise, which evoked a knowing chuckle from the psych officer. “Wolves can be unpredictable at times,” Fuller acknowledged “with Thunder being a mutant Great Wolf there’s no telling what number of forms he actually has. I wish we knew more about the Great Wolves, and where they may be.”

A great commotion in the hallway paused all discussions in trying to find a commonality for the dreams. Which was a good thing since Sergeant Ginger Barnes, one of the Training Center Staff...who seemed to be more than capable of any task suddenly handed to her, hurried into the meeting room...a bit wide eyed and just a little flushed. In fact, she was rather flustered all the way around since she forgot her own manners in neglecting to salute superior officers.  

“Ma’am...ummm....”

Kai half rose, unsnapping her sidearm holster...Barnes NEVER got flustered. Falcon began to rise as well.

“Barnes... are you alright? What is wrong?”

“Commander...there’s a representative from the Nez Perce Nation here to see you. He says it is vitally important.”

“He?”

“Yes...and may I say off the record...?”

“You may.”

“OH MY!”

Relieved laughter echoed through the room as a tall male figure stepped through the doorway. Kai let out an uncharacteristic shriek of joy and launched herself the rest of the way out of her chair, leaping into the man’s open arms.

“SUNDOWN!!!”

“FIRE HAIR!” 

Catching her, Sundown wrapped both arms around Kai for a tight hug, while Thunder (still in his Labrador form) barked and danced around them. Ja’an’s expression turned to possessive anger, but Falcon held out a restraining hand.

“Easy there lover boy,” Falcon softly remarked “they’re old friends of long standing...blood debt bond too.”

“Blood debt?”  Ja’an stared in astonishment at the old friends hugging and sank back down on his chair “That’s serious. Who saved whom?”

“Her his right arm...he tripped and took quite a tumble and broke it, she spontaneously healed it. A year later him her left arm ...she broke it in three places, while on a hunt gone incredibly wrong. Sundown set it, wrapped it and by gods carried her out of the mountains to where the FAC doctor was waiting for them.”

Falcon grinned and shook his head.

“Saved her life too...Kai lost a lot of blood that time. But by damn the very next year she saved *him* from a mountain lion attack. Kai took down the cat with just one bullet, then stitched him up before calling for help. Three years running those two...and now they’re like brother and sister. Wonder why he’s here?”

Kai apparently had the same question, since she was talking rather quietly only to draw back to give her friend a concerned look. When Sundown gave a somber nod, she responded by tugging him to the table.

“The Nez Perce Reservation seems to be under attack.” she gravely announced then folded her hand and nodded to her long-time friend. “Ok, Sundown, give us the deets.”

Taking a deep breath, Sundown launched into a description of all the chaos which had erupted on the reservation a few months back. He knew it seemed a huge stretch for them to believe about the Floating Head, but it had to be said. It had burned down the new hay barn, several nontraditional houses had gone up in flames as well...which sent one of the teenaged boys to the nearest hospital with 2nd degree burns. Several Hogans were destroyed as well. Four of their top studs were killed, and a herd of brood mares ready for breeding or already carrying were somehow released into a remote canyon.  

“Took us days to round them back up,” Sundown wearily added “some of them were injured. Six were so badly injured we had no choice but to put them down.  And that Floating Head kept yelling ‘Where is it? Where is it?’”

“Where is what?”

“We don’t know!”

Sundown shocked Kai into pale silence when he went on to relate how one of the local family Sasquatch ...the Trum’s ...were also very upset over the entire situation.... because of the one they called Chuslum. Apparently, he had gone berserk about a month back.

“But” Kai interrupted “how could that be? Chuslum is one of the sweetest Sasquatch you’d ever want to know. He doesn’t have a mean bone in his entire body!”

“Not anymore,” Sundown sadly sighed while rubbing his forehead “he tore things up quite thoroughly...and quite frankly Chuslum seems to have gone feral, even his sweet little sister can’t get through to him. AND he has been seen in the company of that Floating Head.”

“Have you been able to track them?”

“Up into the Clearwater River canyon. Party of us tracked them from there to the area of the Crystal Forest cave. But none dared enter.”

A native afraid of a cave? Ja’an sat up looking extremely interested in the development...and even Samir was curious...to the point of quietly asking why.

“Because” Sundown firmly remarked “the Crystal Forest cave is a feared place. Even our medicine men won’t go near it. They say the old legends make it too sacred for mere mortals. But...I think maybe now we should. We witnessed bright flashes of light shining out of the cave, and, admittedly, some rather eerie high-pitched noises.

Questions flew from every direction, with Sergeant Barnes brought back into the room to take all the Q & A down...she was quite probably the fastest on the keyboard (next to Mattern that is), and Barnes even she her own perceptive questions on the situation.  

How often has this Floating Head been seen? 

When did it start? Patterns? 

Has Chuslum’s people been able to pinpoint when he started associating with the Floating Head...and perhaps why? (That question being asked by Major Fuller...she was vastly interested in the fact there was a sentient, talking, Sasquatch family...and that Kai had known about it for years without saying a word to anyone in the FAC.)

Any atmospheric aberrations at that time? (Science Officer brought in from his lab).

Anything out of the daily routines occurring on the reservation?

Did its arrivals get recorded, with any notations about the time/moon cycle/day/weather etc.? (Again, the Science Officer.)

Sundown calmly answered all the questions, even stating that the Floating Head could shoot fire.

“IT WHAT!?” Kai yelled then had the good grace to blush and apologize.

“Well in all fairness we did shoot first,” Sundown pointed out “and it’s more like a concentrated laser really.”

“Why did you shoot?”

“Remember I said it had killed four of our studs? That’s why. Oh...and I took a photo of the thing.”

Kai grew alarmingly quiet when she saw the photo...and there was even a dangerous glint in her eyes. Major Fuller hurried to her side, and softly spoke in her ear until the young woman blinked and took a deep breath.

“All right now listen to me Lieutenant,” Major Fuller whispered “you have seen this because of the upsetting precog dreams you had...so you know what it looks like. Now...what are you going to do with this information? It doesn’t matter *how* you get your Intel...use it to your advantage.”

Kai took a deep breath and nodded as tightness fled from her face. “Thank you, doctor, it just took me by surprise to suddenly see a photo of it.”

Samir had taken the electronic pad from his cousin’s nerveless fingers, glanced at the photo...did a double take and slowly murmured. “So.... we meet again...you bastard.”

That remark made everyone pause in their talking to stare at him, and Kai sat up straight.   “You’ve seen this before? Where??”

“For starters,” Samir mused “it looks just like a legendary monster from the Tillamook Nation, a very evil spirit. I forget what they call it. But...I’ve encountered a disembodied head just like this one! Comes out of nowhere, tries to make you have an accident. Hell...I watched a car in front of me burst into flames because of that head.”

“I am not even going to ask why you were in Socialist territory, other than...”

“I was on a sanctioned hunt.”

“Yeah.... that’s what I figured.”

Falcon was closely examining the photo then finally tapped on it as if coming to a decision, and his words were indeed thoughtful. He remarked on the advisability in contacting the Salish...specifically Chief Culps on the Warm Springs Reservation.

“They should be told about this,” he concluded “see if they’ve had any trouble lately with this being.”

———————————————————————————-
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It just didn’t feel as if making a video call to an old friend, concerning a potential security issue, was a good thing to do...but all personal feelings aside, Kai knew it was the only course of action open to them at the time. Especially since Samir recognized the being in the photo...this meant whatever it was, it certainly got around. Sighing just once, Kai made the call.... soon Chief Culp’s face appeared on the screen, and he seemed delighted to speak with her again.

“Fire Hair!”  then he paused and frowned at her appearance “You look far too solemn for this to be a call between friends...especially since I can see a lot of FAC behind you. What is wrong dear friend, and how can I help?”

Kai merely held up the photo of Floating Head and nodded when he gasped at the sight.

“Where?”

“Over the border on Nez Perce land. It has killed some of their prize studs, caused mares to be put down, people hurt...including a teenage boy who was trying to help contain one of the torched buildings from spreading further. He is in a hospital burn unit now. AND one of their Sasquatch is in league with it. I need a name for this being.”

“One of the Trum’s is in...oh my. You’re going after the Head, aren’t you?”

“Damn right I’m gunning for it,” Kai’s voice turned cold, and Thunder whined before lying down to cover his eyes “It’s caused a lot of harm and has pulled an innocent being into its destructive chaos. With all due respect, Chief Culp, if you know its name...I want it.”

“It is only whispered.”

Kai stubbornly repeated herself, then pretty much lost her cool...much to even Major Fuller’s surprise.

“Damn it...” she exploded “I need to know what the hell I am hunting. Besides a rogue Sasquatch.”

“All right all right,” Culp held up his hands in a soothing motion...he knew Kai’s temper as he’d seen it in action on more than one occasion. “I will try and help as best I, and the rest of the reservation, are able. Where are you currently?”

“Still in Missouri. Chief...what exactly are we going to be up against?”

Chief Culp sighed and pulled up a split screen showing various pictures/drawings/paintings and even a photo nearly matching the one Sundown had taken.

“We Salish, along with the Mohawk and the Iroquois, have pretty much the same legends about this being. The Iroquois claim it is a demon, their old legends named it Kanontsisto′ntie′s – the “flying heads”. The Mohawk have the same legend. But the origin of this being is lost in the mists of time. However, we all agree in that the Floating Head hunted humans, we conjecture to possibly consume them. And it is described with fiery eyes, with long tangled hair.”

Samir, still pondering his own encounters with the thing, pursed his lips then finally shook his head. 

“The times I briefly encountered it; I got the impression it was trying to keep humans away from something...with a few times attacking as if angered. But it never ate those attacked. Plus, it shoots out a strong beam of light setting cars, and people, on fire.

Culp could be seen hastily typing on a keyboard, noting what Samir had indicated. As was Sergeant Barnes...who seemed to also be accessing historical archives at the same time.

Ja’an had been listening to everyone else and writing something on an e-pad in front of him...which he then directed as a hasty email to some location. Finally, staring down at the pad as it dinged back at him, he shook his head and sighed.

“Elders from Dine reservation claim we have no such legends. But they have heard of other Nations encountering such a being. Chief Culp, my Elders have a couple of questions, which they feel might help in getting to the bottom of all this.

All eyes turned to Ja’an, who suddenly blushed...causing a knowing chuckle from Falcon.

“Okay here goes,” he muttered then straightened his shoulders “first...they want to know if there is a cave on your lands which is Yíiyáh?”  

Kai quietly translated without hesitation; she’d become used to doing that since the Walker wars. “He means is there a cave with a taboo on it.”

“And” Ja’an continued with a smiling nod at Kai “they ask have noises been heard in such a cave?”

A photo appeared on the large screen in response to Ja’an’s relaying of questions from his Elders.

“We have such,” Culp solemnly remarked “it is an old crumbling cave. There have been occasions where high pitched noises were heard coming from such, accompanied by flashes of nearly blinding light. There are ancient stories of an evil shadows surrounding it after the lights are seen, and out of the shadows comes that Floating Head.”

By that time Specialist Mattern had entered the room, and she had begun quietly conferring with Falcon, plus Sergeant Barnes, over a large map of Free America. Consulting the information Barnes had entered into their computer system, they started making marks on areas where legends hailed from.  Suddenly Mattern paused and drew lines intersecting Mohawk and Iroquois lands...with another straight line, from the intersected point, across the map to the Nez Perce reservation...then onto Salish and the Confederated Tribes reservation of Warm Springs. Mattern circled each point...then began triangulating from the coordinates.

Falcon watched her for a minute before tapping her on the shoulder. “Spec? Why?”

Blinking a few times, Mattern turned to give him a blank look .... before shrugging “I...don’t know. But it feels like they are connected...somehow.”

She was right...it *did* feel connected! Falcon frowned as he pondered the map, then glanced over his shoulder at Chief Culp still on the big screen.

“Sir? Is it possible this Floating Head originally came from the New York State area?”

Somberly nodding, Culp thought about it for a moment then sighed “They, quite possibly, have the oldest known legends of it. Last I heard of it here was when Thomas, Fire Hair’s father, visited about 2 months after she was born. He had brought her, and her mother, along so we could finally meet them. Thomas spotted the Floating Head, right at the same time I did, and we watched it going through the trees at a rapid pace and on into that old cave. He was all for blocking up the cave, but Marinda, Fire Hair’s mother, put her foot down about that idea. She wasn’t going to allow the father of her new baby going barreling into an unknown cave after an equally unknown potential foe.”

Kai twitched a smile thinking of how her mother had been known to keep her father in line, with just a look. It was no surprise to hear a story about her being forceful enough to stop a hunt from occurring.

“Anyway...the cave has been silent since that time, and really is crumbling. We should send someone to investigate and seal it up.”

Kai and Sundown simultaneously yelled “NO! DON’T!”  Quickly followed by Sundown looking horrified that he had yelled at a Chief, followed by a hasty apology...even ducking his head in deference. 

“My apologies, Chief Culp, I meant no disrespect. I yelled because it has killed on Nez Perce land, we don’t want to risk a repeat on Confederated Land.”

More somber discussions continued in the conference room, until sunset took everyone by surprise. Major Fuller gently suggested bringing Colonel McMahon into the situation. After all, it had only been in the past four months that the Free America government had managed to retake New York State back from Socialist control. Granted they couldn’t get New York City back, but it did lessen a bit of the ancient enemy’s grasp. AND it made for far easier access to Vermont, who had managed to fight off the enemy rather soundly every time they tried to take that State. Two victories. So now...well now the FAC could get in touch with the Iroquois and Mohawk Nations.

“It would be an excellent chance to ascertain if their old legendary enemy, the Floating Head, was giving them a hard time or not.” She wisely added.

Colonel “Mack” McMahon was astonished, when at 2100 hours a video call came through from the FAC Survival Training Center. 

“Sir...it is tagged urgent and is from the 1st Lieutenant herself. She rarely indicates urgent tags. Shall I patch it through to your office?”

Clanking his coffee mug on the counter, Mack hurried to his personal “unofficial” office in his FAC quarters. No sense in having an urgent call wait while he struggled into a dress uniform and scrambled for his official office four floors down. Fatigues and messy hair it was.

“I’ll take it from here, Freyja, thank you.”

When Kai’s face appeared on the screen, Mack noted with concern his Niece appeared a bit worried.

“Colonel? We have a problem...”
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CHAPTER 2
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Listening to what everyone had to say about the incidences and the disturbing dreams, even somberly noting what Chief Culp adding what he knew about the legends, had Mack deeply concerned. This was, apparently, more widespread than what was occurring on the Nez Perce land...could they, the FAC, be facing a crisis amongst the Nations?

“1st Lieutenant what do you propose? And how can the FAC help in this matter? I know you are probably adamant that FAM  does not get involved in the situation.”

Kai had pondered what she would ask of the Colonel, and the FAC in general for that matter, hoping that perhaps if this could be settled without outside interference then maybe there would be no more bloodshed. It had upset her about the horses, and the young man winding up in a burn unit. Having pondered all that, she knew the only logical course of action was to ask for a liaison agent to speak with the Confederated tribes in New York State, to ascertain if they’d had any sightings as of late and if they had experienced any trouble. It was also of utmost importance to target any cave systems associated with the legendary monster.

“Do you think it is a mutant?”

“I am going to treat it as such until proven otherwise.”  Mack had to stifle a grin when he overheard the stubbornness in Kai’s retort.

Agreeing to taking on the task with the networks, the FAC had been establishing
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