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“Okay.  We’re here with our new friend, Evan...  Here on the Kentucky side of the LBL,” Haydin Bulloch said as he hooked an arm around Evan’s neck and pulled him closer for the camera.  

“That’s the Land Between the Lakes,” Haydin’s brother Kyle added with a grin as he spun the phone around to reveal himself as the one holding it.

“Technically,” Haydin started as the camera focused back on him.  “We’re not there yet.  We’re currently drifting on Lake Barkley.”  He paused for a second, then grinned again.  “Bark... Ley.”  He finally released his hold on Evan and focused on the camera as he softly swayed on the deck of a pontoon boat.  “We’re going on a trek to find the Beast of the Land Between the Lakes.”  He mockingly deepened his voice as he said that last part.

“Dun, dun, duuun,” Kyle added whimsically from behind the lens.  

“A little background,” Haydin stated as he sat down on one of the cushioned seats.  He, like his brother, wore a tight dark blue tank top which revealed his muscular frame.  Large white letters spelled out BS Bros on the shirt.  The Bulloch brothers had a significant following on all of their social media outlets.  They traveled to different areas after researching local lore or conspiracy theories and tried to confirm or debunk them.  Most of their shows ended with them calling bullshit on whichever myth or story they studied.  Trying to appear thoughtful, Haydin recited, “On this side, we have the region known as the Land Between the Lakes National Recreation Area.  How is that different from a national park, you ask?  One of the main differences is that you can legally hunt animals, in season, in the LBL.”

Haydin scanned the shoreline as the boat gently rocked in the water.

“But there are several people who have made mysterious claims about this recreational area.”  He held out a finger toward the camera.  “One thing you need to know about this place is that in an effort to supply power to the region, the government built two damns and flooded the two rivers running alongside this peninsula, or, land penis, as Kyle likes to call it.”

At that, Kyle spun the phone around and gave a cocky thumbs up.  “Biggest one in the country.”

“Largest landlocked peninsula in America,” Haydin corrected.

“Oh.  You were talking about the peninsula?” Kyle joked.

With the phone focused on Haydin again, he continued, “So now, both rivers have swollen into long reservoirs.  Several small towns were lost and many of the structural foundations still remain.  Along with the towns, were cemeteries.  So, you’ve got a whole lot of dead bodies and grave markers under the water lines.  Loved ones could no longer visit and pay their respects and...  And, let’s be honest, it’s just rude as hell to treat people that way.  They could have at least exhumed the coffins and buried them somewhere else.  But the government just didn’t give a shit.  I mean, they just rendered quite a few people homeless to appease others.  It’s no different than today.  The...”

“Stick to the story,” Kyle condemned him.

Haydin held his hands out as if calming himself.  “So, you can understand there’s a lot of bad blood.  A lot of pissed off people.”  

The camera panned around to take in the early morning scenery.  Sunlight glistened off the rippling water.  Trees swayed softly with the mild gusts of wind.

“Many people in the area were French settlers, or descendants of those settlers.  And with them, came the stories of the loup garou.  That’s the name the French gave to the werewolf myth.  Old folklore stories to frighten children at night.”

“What’s that have to do with this place?” Kyle asked.

“There have been stories of a beast, similar to a werewolf, that people refer to as a dogman around here.  Before you ask, a dogman is supposedly a werewolf that is in monstrous form all of the time.  It can’t turn back into its human self.  Well...  We’re here to see if we can find any truth to that.”

“Why are we on the Kentucky side?” Kyle asked.

Pointing toward the trees in the LBL, Haydin offered, “There’s a story about a family of four getting slaughtered by this supposed beast.  And many people believe it took place in the secluded area of the northern region.”

“Why are we on the Lake Barkley side instead of the Kentucky Lake side?”  Again, Kyle provided the scripted questions.

“If you look to the other shore,” Haydin said as he gestured in that direction.

Kyle obediently panned the camera over.

“Through those trees and further down the river is Fort Campbell Military Reservation and downriver on our side is the Fort Danielson National Military Park.”  The camera turned back to frame Haydin.  “That is significant with the notion that some believers of this beast say that it’s a military experiment or that the military at least knows about it.”

“Anything else?” Kyle quipped.

Gesturing to Evan, who had remained quiet, Haydin offered, “Our new friend, Evan, is going to take us to the location of three different caves he’s discovered.  And we’re going to see if anyone’s home.”

“I was just gonna show you the caves,” Evan said, a touch of fear lacing his voice.  “I ain’t goin’ inta any.  I’ve heard the howls.  I know it’s real.”

“Relax, Evan,” Kyle offered.  “We’re not going inside the caves.  We’re going to set up some trail cams and use drones to film the areas.  Then we’re going to invite it out.”

“What do you mean?” Evan nervously asked.

“Today’s July third.  We’re going to have our own Independence Day celebration.”  Haydin pulled back a tarp to reveal a large supply of professional-grade fireworks.  “Don’t worry, we’ll be back on the boat when we set these off.”  

Just outside of Waynesboro, Virginia, Katie Bowman leaned close to the screen as if that would help her see more details.  The woman looked too young to drive but was much older than her appearance.  “I think we got a problem here,” she blurted.

Alexander Anatoli, Xander, strolled over.  Always maintaining an immaculate appearance, Xander never seemed to rush.  His movements were so swift though, it looked like he floated across the room.  “What do you have?” he asked of Katie.

“Several of your keywords just lit off from the same feed,” she explained.

“Which ones?”

“Werewolf.  Dogman.  Lake Barkley.”  She cocked her head as she read the next ones.  “LBL and Land Between the Lakes.”

“Oh shit,” Tisby Newton sighed as she too joined them at the bank of computer monitors.  “Better fetch the others,” she offered in her British-tinted accent.

The other members of the clandestine unit, DAWG, didn’t need to be called.  They all strode up to the trio at the high-tech hub.  Earlham, Nicole Voss, Hans Scmidt, Javier Sanchez, Sam Reese and James Laudon encircled Xander.  Katie, Hans, Javier and Sam were the newest members to the DARPA-funded agency.  Multiple screens lit up with the same footage so all could see without looking over anyone’s shoulder.  The footage of the Bulloch brothers played on all of the monitors.

“Why oh shit?” Laudon asked as he picked at something in his teeth.

Xander answered the question.  “Land between the Lakes has been trouble for a long time.  Long before you got here, a family of four was brutally slaughtered there.”

“Aren’t all slaughters pretty brutal?” Laudon asked, still picking.

Xander just glared at him.

“Take your fucking finger out of your mouth when you speak,” Tisby chided.

Laudon extracted his finger, looked at it quizzically then went back to trying to dislodge whatever was in there.

“The local authorities killed one of the dogmen right before we arrived,” Xander explained.

“One of?” Voss asked.

Nodding, Xander added, “There were two involved in the attack.  Earlham tracked down the other one and took care of it.”
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