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Dedication

To the dreamers, the believers, and the fearless explorer—

those who dare to look into the dark woods, listen to the whispers in the night, and wonder, what if?

This book is for you.

– R.W. Moore

Scan the QR code to get your Official Merchandise  
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Prologue
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THERE ARE PLACES IN this world where the map fades to empty spaces.

Where the trees grow too thick, the rivers run too deep, and the shadows stretch just a little too long.

In these forgotten corners, the old stories still live.

Tales whispered by campfires, buried in yellowed newspapers, and carried in the trembling voices of those who swear they saw something—something that didn’t belong to the world we know.

Creatures with glowing eyes that vanish at the edge of headlights.

Footprints too large for any man.

Howls that chill the blood even in the heat of summer.

Things that lurk just beyond the safety of the known.

Most people laugh it off.

Tall tales, they say.

Superstitions.

But others know better.

Because some stories...

are true.

This book is a doorway to those shadowy places.

Each tale a glimpse into a world where the monstrous, the mysterious, and the forgotten walk just out of sight.

Waiting.

So turn the page, if you dare.

And remember:

sometimes, it’s not the dark you should fear...

but what’s watching you from within it.

—R.W. Moore
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Memory lane 

WAYNE JACKSON WAS BORN in a small town tucked deep in the hills of Virginia.

Most of his childhood was spent outdoors, following his dad and grandpa into the wild. Every fall, like clockwork, the three of them would make the annual trek into the woods for deer hunting season. They didn’t just skim the edges either—they went deep into the forests, camping under the cold stars, living off the land for days at a time.

The family tradition wasn’t toting rifles like most hunters. No, it was the bow.

Wayne’s grandpa, a wiry old man who moved through the trees like some forest wizard, had been taught archery in the Army. He passed those skills down to Wayne’s father, and in turn, Wayne.

“Hunting ain’t a sport,” Grandpa used to grumble, spitting tobacco into the fire.

“It’s survival. It’s respect. Any jackass can shoot a buck with a rifle. But a real hunter? He uses his wits... and a bow.”

Wayne hadn’t touched a bow in years.

Life happened. College took him away. Grandpa passed. Then his father not long after. The woods became a memory, the traditions faded.

Until yesterday.

While digging through some old boxes, Wayne stumbled across a dusty photo: Grandpa standing tall and sharp-eyed, a weathered bow slung across his chest; Dad grinning wide, dressed head-to-toe in camo; and himself, barely ten years old, holding his tiny starter bow with a gap-toothed smile.

A pang of longing twisted in Wayne’s chest. Maybe it was time.

One more trip... for old time’s sake.

Georgia woods weren’t much different from Virginia’s, he figured. Quiet. Deep. Full of secrets.

He packed light—just a tent, a bedroll, a few supplies, and his old compound bow—and decided to head out early Saturday morning. If he left by 4 a.m., he’d be deep in the forest and setting up camp by first light.

The woods were calling.

And this time, Wayne would answer them alone.  

Wayne pulled into the Coopers Creek Wildlife Management Area just after 4 a.m., the parking lot little more than a clearing in the dark.

He cut the engine of his Audi sedan and sat for a moment, smiling to himself.

This was good. This was right.

Maybe this would become an annual thing again—just like his grandpa and dad used to do.

Shouldering his pack and slinging his old compound bow over his back, Wayne stepped out into the chilly air. He locked the car with a soft beep, the sound oddly loud in the heavy silence of the forest.

Then he turned toward the dirt trail and walked into the woods.

Almost immediately, the dark swallowed him.

His flashlight punched a narrow beam through the black, bouncing off roots and rocks along the ground. Behind him, the car and the lot vanished, eaten up by shadow and trees.

The woods were alive—the scent of damp earth and pine filled his nose, and somewhere off to his right, an owl called low and mournful.

Wayne slowed his breathing, letting his senses adjust.

The pulse of the forest—creaks, groans, scuttling unseen life—welcomed him back like an old friend.

He pulled out his compass, checking it under the flashlight’s beam. Then he looked up—the sky was perfectly clear, stars scattered like broken glass across the heavens.

Good.

He decided to head northeast, toward higher ground.

Higher meant better sight-lines, fewer chances of running into wet, low-lying traps. And instinctively, Wayne knew it was better to put distance between himself and the road.

Shifting the strap on his shoulder, he took a deep breath and moved deeper into the forest.

The trail narrowed.

Wayne walked for nearly an hour, the dark woods slowly giving way to the first hints of morning.

The black sky softened into bruised purples and oranges as the sun began to poke through the trees.

Each shaft of light touched the ground like a blessing, igniting the damp leaves in gold and copper.

Wayne paused, breathing in the crisp air, soaking in the beauty that no city skyline could ever match.

Then, like a storybook opening, he stepped out of the trees and into a clearing.

It was perfect.

A wide, open meadow hugged the edge of a still, glassy lake. Animal trails crisscrossed the grass, paths beaten down by generations of soft paws and hooves.

Closer to the water, Wayne spotted signs of smaller creatures—rabbits, raccoons—tiny prints scattered like confetti.

And then, the deeper trails, heavier, weaving through the grass.

Deer, Wayne thought, smiling.

This was it.

The perfect spot.

He decided to set up camp about a hundred yards back from the lake, tucked near the edge of the woods for cover.

Then he picked a massive tree near the water’s edge for his hunting stand—thick, sturdy, with sprawling limbs that gave a full command of the clearing.

By 6:30 a.m., Wayne was thirty feet off the ground, perched in his stand, surveying his new kingdom.

The forest was alive with sound—birds trilling, branches rustling, the lake gently lapping against the shore.

He scanned the trails methodically, noting where the deer moved, where the rabbits darted.

Then something caught his eye.

Off to the side of the main game trails, hidden almost parallel to the well-worn deer path, was another trail.

But this one was different.

It was massive—wider, deeper, carved straight through the underbrush like something far heavier than a deer had been using it.

And unlike the animal paths that wandered to the water’s edge, this one never once veered for the lake.

Wayne narrowed his eyes.

That’s odd, he thought.

Something was moving through this area... something big.

And it wasn’t coming to drink.

He shifted slightly in his stand, instinctively adjusting his grip on the bow.

There were no known large predators in Georgia—no grizzlies, no wolves.

A few black bears, maybe, but they were shy, mostly nocturnal.

Wayne’s smile faded as a cold prickle ran down his spine.

Something big is hunting , he thought, unsettled by the idea, though he quickly brushed it away.

Probably just a bear, he told himself.

Still... he kept his bow close.

Just in case.

Wayne waited, motionless, perched thirty feet up in his stand.

A few minutes pass. Then—rustling.

Off to his right, about seventy-five yards away, five deer emerged cautiously from the woods.

They nibbled at the grass, constantly pausing, ears flicking, eyes darting.

Come on... head to the water, Wayne thought, settling his breath.

He scanned the group quickly and found his prize—the dominant buck.

The beast was massive: easily six feet from nose to tail, antlers stretching four and a half feet wide, sharp as spear tips.

Wayne’s fingers itched to draw his bow, but he forced himself to be patient.

He didn’t notice at first—too focused—but slowly, the background noise of the forest was fading.

The birdsong stopped.

The wind fell dead.

No rustling, no chirps, no insects.

Just the sound of water lapping against the lake... and Wayne’s own heartbeat pounding in his ears.

Quiet woods mean no good, Grandpa’s voice whispered in his mind.

It means there’s a predator more deadly than you out there.

Wayne swallowed, glancing around, trying to shake the feeling crawling up his spine.

Good thing I’m thirty feet up, he reassured himself.

Nothing can scent me from up here.

But his heart was racing faster now.

The air itself felt charged—like a storm about to break.

Down below, the deer shifted nervously, ears flicking in every direction.

They sensed it too.

Then—snap.

A twig cracked behind the big buck.

Before Wayne could even react, a blur of black fur and muscle exploded from the tree line.

It roared—a deep, gut-churning sound—and swiped razor-sharp claws at the buck, knocking it to the ground in one devastating blow.

The rest of the deer scattered, fleeing back into the woods with panicked bounds.

Wayne watched, paralyzed, as the buck struggled to rise, its antlers swinging defensively.

Then he saw it.

At first it looked like a wolf—a huge wolf—covered in matted black fur, jaws drooling, yellow eyes glowing even in the growing light.

But then...

It pushed itself upright, using long, clawed hands—hands more like a raccoon’s or a human’s than any wolf’s.

Bones popped and cracked as it settled onto its massive hind legs, rising higher, higher, until it loomed almost eight feet tall.

The creature let out a low, rumbling growl, tilting its grotesque head as it regarded the buck like a cat sizing up a wounded mouse.

Wayne couldn’t move.

Couldn’t even breathe.

There are no wolves in Georgia, he thought wildly.

There’s no such thing as this.

But down below, something big ,clawed ,fanged —and very real—was hunting.

And Wayne realized, with a cold lurch of horror, that it was only a matter of time before it noticed him.

The creature opened its mouth wide, revealing rows of long, jagged fangs, each one slick with blood and thick saliva.

Its chest was massive—like a bodybuilder’s, broad and straining against its fur—easily four feet across.

Its arms hung low, unnaturally long, almost brushing the ground where knees should have been... but instead there were powerful canine legs, jointed like a monstrous German Shepherd’s, every muscle beneath the skin rippling with coiled strength.

Wayne could only watch, paralyzed, as the beast sized up the wounded buck.

Without hesitation, it lunged forward, sinking its horrific fangs deep into the deer’s neck.

Wayne heard the wet, sickening rip as the creature tore out a massive chunk of flesh, ending the buck’s struggles instantly.

The monster wasn’t done.

It clamped its clawed hand around the antlers and, with a brutal snap, twisted the buck’s neck, ensuring the kill was absolute.

Wayne sat frozen in his perch, barely daring to breathe.

The creature stood over its kill, its black fur bristling, and roared—a sound so deep it rattled Wayne’s ribcage even from thirty feet above.

Then, with a casual ease that defied its bulk, the creature bent, gripped the carcass in one hand, and slung it over its shoulder like a hunter carrying firewood.

Wayne’s heart hammered in his chest.

Maybe—maybe—it hadn’t seen him.

But as the creature approached the tree line, it stopped.

It turned its monstrous head...

and looked straight up into Wayne’s tree.

Their eyes locked.

Wayne’s blood went ice cold.

The beast’s lips curled back—not in a snarl, not in anger—but in a smile.

A twisted, lopsided grin that bared all those blood-slicked teeth on one side of its face.

A grin that said:

I see you.

I know you’re here.

And I’ll be back.

Then, without a sound, it turned and disappeared into the thick brush, vanishing like a phantom between the trees.

Wayne sat motionless for what felt like an eternity, his mind reeling.

It had seen him.

It had acknowledged him.

And it wasn’t finished.

Not yet......”Time to go,” Wayne muttered to himself, forcing his trembling hands to obey.

Every instinct screamed at him to stay put, to hide, but he knew better.

He had to move. Now.

With stiff, unsteady movements, Wayne climbed down from his stand.

His boots hit the ground with a soft thud, and he instinctively checked the treeline where the monster had disappeared.

The tent... the sleeping bag...

Forget it.

Just gear. Just things.

Not worth dying for.

He had his bow slung across his shoulder, he had his keys in his pocket—and that was enough.

Wayne broke into a slow jog, an easy pace, conserving his energy.

Not too fast.

Not so fast he’d burn out before he reached the car.

It wasn’t even 7 a.m. yet.

The forest still wore a veil of mist and shadow.

Why the hell did I walk an hour into the woods?

Why didn’t I just camp by the lot?

Panic threatened to claw its way into his mind, but Wayne shoved it down.

Focus.

Focus on the path. Focus on the footprints.

He could see them—his own bootprints pressed into the soft earth.

But...

The trees looked different.

The light through the branches wasn’t the same.

The trail seemed to bend oddly, unfamiliar twists in what should have been a straight shot.

Is it just adrenaline? Panic messing with me?

He didn’t know.

He kept moving.

After five solid minutes of jogging, his lungs burned and his thighs ached.

Wayne slowed to a fast walk, sucking in air, but never stopping.

Not with that thing out there. Never stop.

The woods around him were noisy again—birds calling, branches stirring.

That was good.

That meant the creature was still back with its kill.

I wonder how much something like that eats, Wayne thought grimly.

Not sticking around to find out.

He fished out his compass, checked the heading.

Still northeast.

Still the right direction.

Just keep moving. Just make it back to the car.

Wayne pushed forward, the mist curling around him, the weight of the woods pressing down with every step.

Wayne moved a few more paces down the trail, his boots crunching the damp leaves.

Then—CRACK!

Off to his left, something snapped a massive branch.

Wayne spun, heart hammering, and in one smooth motion notched an arrow onto his bowstring, locking onto the direction of the sound.

Nothing.

Only silence.

Wait... it’s too quiet, Wayne thought, a fresh wave of fear icing through his veins.

Way too quiet.

He pivoted slowly, scanning the woods behind him, then to the right, then back to the left—eyes darting, muscles tensed.

Then he caught it—

A flash of black fur, high in a tree, seventy feet away.

It moved fast—too fast—scrambling up the trunk and vanishing into the branches.

Wayne stared, his pulse pounding in his temples.

“Nope. Nope. Nope.” he muttered under his breath, quickly un-notching the arrow and slinging his bow back over his shoulder.

Keep moving. Don’t freeze. Keep moving.

The woods remained unnervingly still.

No birds. No squirrels. No wind.

Just the sound of his own breathing, fast and ragged.

Grandpa’s voice echoed in his mind:

“If the woods go quiet, boy... there’s something deadlier than you out there.”

Wayne tried to steady his breathing.

Tried to focus.

Tried not to think about how badly his hands were shaking.

He forced himself forward, keeping low, keeping silent.

Then—

High in a tree to his left, maybe eighty feet away—he saw it.

Half-hidden behind the thick trunk, watching him.
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