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Rise of the Titanosaurus: Primal Roar Book 1:

All I’ll say is, if you want to spend some time enjoying a darn good romp through the rubble of a devastated city, then THIS is a story that will take you there and keep you grinning all the way.

Seriously, I caught myself smiling on multiple occasions as I was reading. -Author Andrew P. Weston

I bought this book because I’m obsessed with dinosaurs. I loved it because it was like watching a sci-fi movie. It was so fast paced and exciting. I can’t wait to read the rest of the series.—Linda Milito Martin, Linda and Friends Book Club 

Behemoths Rising: Kaiju Overlords Book 1:

Even though Behemoths Rising is a short novel, the author includes lots of daikaiju battles and go-for-broke combat scenes. This is the first book in a Kaiju Overlords trilogy, so I assume there will be more thunderous world-shaking action -Monster Book Club 
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Twelve-year-old Cord Lockwood had watched the Patterson-Gimlin video hundreds of times. He’d nearly worn out the VHS tape his mom had used to record several documentaries along with the famed footage.

That’s why he was so excited when his father told him he was taking him camping in Olympic National Park in Washington State. Just the two of them. It would be the perfect place to search for the elusive hairy man.

Cord had read about all the areas where there were sightings of Bigfoot, and he had tons of books on the subject. His favorite, Sasquatch: The Real Story by Gunnar Harrison, was coming on the trip with him. 

He and his father flew all the way from Massachusetts to Washington and rented a car to drive into Olympic National Park. Once there, they hauled up all of their gear and hiked one of the trails.

“We’re going in pretty deep,” his father said. 

Cord nodded. “I know.”

“It’ll be a few hours before we reach our campsite. Just want to make sure you’re up for this.”

“I can do it, Dad. You promised...”

“Okay, okay. Get your pack on and let’s get going.”

Cord strapped on his backpack, which contained his clothes, sleeping bag, book, snacks, and other small things. He had a small Polaroid camera tucked into his pack, and he hoped he would have a reason to use it. His father carried their tent and food supplies.

They locked up the car and walked to the trailhead. His father took a swig from a canteen full of cold water and then passed it to him. Cord took one big gulp and then handed it back. 

His father tousled his hair and smiled at him. “Ready?”

“Yep.”

The two of them headed into the forest. Cord couldn’t believe how green and lush everything was. The fresh smells that wafted through the air were exciting and exotic. They conjured up fantastic visions in his head.

Animals scurried away from the presence of the father and son, and birdsong rang out from every tree. Cord even enjoyed the bugs that darted around his face before vanishing into the thicket on both sides of him. 

Cord had to watch his steps as thick tree roots snaked across the trail and rocks jutted out at various angles. He stumbled once or twice, lagged behind his father, and had to run to catch up. But, he was having the time of his life.

The trail twisted and turned; it ascended and dipped. They crossed a brook and heard rushing water somewhere in the distance. Eventually, they spotted a small waterfall out in the forest. A new trail led right to it but it also led off in another direction and not to their destination. 

Cord’s father kept them strictly to the trail and the direction they needed to go. No straying off the trail. His father had said it many times. People have gotten lost in the forest and have never been seen again. His father only had to say that once.

A few hours later and Cord’s legs were getting tired and his enthusiasm was starting to wane.

“We’re here!”

Relief washed over Cord. He’d had enough walking for today. The campsite was rough, not much to speak of, but there was a small clearing, and at least they were near a river. Cord could hear it flowing just beyond the circle of trees.

“What do you think, buddy?” his father asked.

Cord gave him a thumbs up but was too tired to put much expression into his reply.

“Let’s get started!”

Started? Started? Thought we were finished.

Cord watched his dad drop his pack and supplies and start unraveling the tent.

Cord helped his father set up the tent, hang their food from a tree to protect it from bears, clear out areas to sit, and prepare to build a fire. After a couple of hours, their campsite was all set up.

His father taught him to start a fire and, before it got dark, they cooked hot dogs on sticks and had toasted marshmallows for dessert. 

Now, Cord was really getting into it. It was fun cooking food over an open fire and watching the sun sink below the trees. Twilight fell on the forest and night critters started to sing their evening songs. 

It was a bit chilly now, and Cord threw on his hoodie sweatshirt as he read his Sasquatch book by flashlight inside his tent. His father sat out by the fire, finishing the last of a beer.

“Hey, buddy.” His father peeked into the tent. “I’m going to go make like a bear in the woods, then I’m ready for bed. How about you?”

“Yeah,” Cord said with a yawn. “I’m ready.”

“Okay, then. Be right back.”

Cord listened to his father shuffle off into the woods, his feet snapping twigs and crunching leaves. He turned to his book again, hoping to finish another chapter before his father returned.

A moment later, he heard footfalls sounding somewhere behind his tent. Cord stuck his head out, expecting to see his dad round the corner...but he didn’t show. A rustle of brush caught his attention. A strange smell wafted under his nose before drifting away in a breeze.

It couldn’t be his dad; he knew he wouldn’t have relieved himself this close to the tent. Cord crawled out into the open, following the rustling sound, and stood up. He turned to look behind the tent and the sound stopped.

“What ya doin’, buddy?” his father called.

Cord jumped and felt his heart drop. “Nothing.”

“All right then. Time to pack it in.”

“Okay, Dad.”

Cord looked around one more time as the dark encroached on their camp and the shadows swallowed the last of the light. 

***
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An early morning saw Cord hiking alongside his father through the thick wilderness. Now things would get interesting. Perhaps a Bigfoot track was waiting to be discovered, or he would find some hair snagged on a gnarled tree branch...the possibilities were endless.

He and his father hiked along the river for a while until his father shifted direction and took them up an incline to a ridge. It overlooked part of the forest. 

They stared over waves of green, the canopy of treetops stretching as far as the eye could see. Cord stood transfixed by the natural beauty. Neither said a word before continuing along the trail that winded its way over the hill and down.

The way down was rocky. Boulders jutted from the earth every few feet, and tree roots snarled the trail, threatening to trip the unwary traveler. 

Cord trailed behind his father as the ground leveled out and the trees grew tall around them. They had entered one of the thicker parts of the forest where the sun struggled to break through the thick tree cover in shafts of dappled light. Cord looked around with great interest, trying to keep an eye out while watching his footing at the same time. 

He listened, he examined, and he sniffed the air. Passages from the book he was reading flashed in his mind. The Patterson video played around him. He imagined the great beast somewhere in the trees, stomping toward some food or trying to hide in the shadows and ... 

Footfalls echoed and branches snapped. Cord stopped dead and fumbled for his pack, dropping it on the ground. 

His father froze and turned around to face him, placing a finger over his lips. 

It felt as if time had stopped. The crackling leaves sounded loud and close by. Cord bent at his knees, slowly opened his pack, and searched blindly for the Polaroid camera.

A large shaped moved between the trees, and as Cord yanked the camera out of his pack, he saw a huge deer step onto the trail ahead of them. 

Aside from his father’s widening eyes, neither Cord nor his father moved a muscle. The deer walked slowly to the other side of the trail, stopped, and turned to look at the father and son. Cord had never seen anything so majestic in his life. The deer made eye contact with him, snorted once, and then continued on its way, vanishing into the forest.

Cord let out a deep breath. He suddenly noticed his heart was beating fast, thumping wildly against his chest. He stood gawking for the longest time before his father cracked a huge smile.

“Did you see that?” His father said in an excited whisper. He stepped over to Cord and grabbed both of his shoulders. “That was amazing.”

Cord was speechless. He nodded and smiled. It was amazing, but it wasn’t Bigfoot. His excitement slowly turned to frustration, and that was only the half of it. How was he going to capture any sort of evidence if he couldn’t even get his camera out in time or move when a deer crossed his path?

He watched his father continue on and followed him half-heartedly. The experience with the deer had shaken him a bit. 

It wasn’t until after they’d had dinner back at camp that Cord felt some sort of interest again. He cracked open his book and wondered if the Bigfoot knew they were there. He wondered if the big hairy man was watching or if he’d been by their camp on his way to the river. 

The night grew late and Cord was surprised his dad was still sitting in front of the fire and not barking about going to sleep. He supposed it was because he wasn’t planning an early morning hike or anything. He guessed tomorrow was just going to be a lazy day at camp. 

Cord stared up at the blanket of stars that filled the night sky. The moon was fat and high, and the forest was alive with crickets and owls. He could tell his father was fighting to stay awake but his eyelids were heavy and his head bobbed now and again. He yawned and Cord yawned back.

“Think I’ll get ready for bed,” Cord said, closing his book. 

“Great idea, bud. Let’s do it.”

His father put out the campfire and the two of them crawled into the tent and unzipped their sleeping bags. His dad turned on their lantern.

Seconds after turning it off, they were in dreamland... 

***

[image: ]


A thud woke Cord. He rubbed his eyes and sat up quickly. He cocked his head and listened, noticing that the crickets weren’t chirping anymore.

It came again. A thud near the tent. Something smashed the ground hard. Cord unzipped his sleeping bag and shivered when the cold air hit him. He crawled to the tent opening, but before he could open it, something hit the tent, nearly striking him. Cord saw the object wrapped in the tent’s fabric. He slid his hand over it.

A rock... 

Another rock hit the tent. Then another. And another.

Cord gasped and moved backward, colliding with his sleeping father.

“Dad!” 

“Huh...?”

“Dad, wake up! Something’s out there.”

His father glared at him with half-open eyes. “What are you talking about, buddy?”

Another rock struck the side of the tent, nearly hitting his father’s sleeping bag.

“What the hell?” His father sat up.

A stench rose up into the air. Cord crinkled his nose. Panic surged through him. He didn’t know what to do.

He crawled closer to his father and...

The brush rustled near the tent and something heavy moved around it, something huge—something massive. A single, low growl sounded just outside the tent’s opening.

“What is that...?” Cord’s father reached for his pack.

Cord knew exactly what it was. His hands trembled. This wasn’t the way it was supposed to be. Cord wasn’t a threat. He was just...just...curious. He liked him...he respected him...

Crash. Tree limbs fell. Footfalls circled. Another rock hit the tent.

Cord looked to his left, to his right, and then behind him. Was the creature stalking them?

Another growl came...from a different direction than the first. 

“Dad...I...what...do we do?”

“Stay here. Don’t make any sudden moves.”

More heavy footfalls—faster, heavier... 

The tent rippled suddenly...no, it shook, violently. 

Cord’s eyes welled up with tears. He cringed against his father, wrapping his arms around him. His father held him as the tent buckled. 

It was going to tear it apart! It was going to rip it right off of them! 

What do we do? What do we do? Cord felt his heart in his throat. His entire body shook as the tent threatened to disintegrate around them.

No...! No...please. Please stop...please stop...!

Another crash followed by circling footsteps and stomping...and then the tent suddenly stopped shaking. 

Silence swept the camp, and it was over.

Cord and his father sat in terrified bewilderment. It could have crushed them if it wanted to. Cord thought his life was over. He breathed heavily and sobbed once before, letting go of his father.

They stared at each other. Cord was too afraid to go outside the tent, and his father was, too.

They both sat there for the longest time until their eyes grew heavy and they started to drift off again... 

In the distance, just before Cord closed his eyes, he heard wood knocks on the trees.

***
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In the morning, Cord and his father packed up the tent and the entire campsite as fast as they could. Neither of them said a word to the other. They got the hell out of the park and drove to a hotel.

Neither of them talked about what happened all the way back to Massachusetts, either. In fact, they barely spoke. Cord hadn’t opened his book on Sasquatch since that night. He wasn’t even sure where it was. 

They never spoke of what happened that night to Cord’s mother. As far as he was concerned, it didn’t really happen. 

At least, that’s what he kept telling himself until the nightmares came... 

2.

––––––––
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Thirty-something years later

––––––––
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Cord glanced at the old newspaper clipping he kept in his journal. He’d first read it the day after he’d turned eighteen. 

The headline on the top of the clipping read: “Gunnar Harrison Famed Author and Cryptozoologist Missing.”

There was a picture of Gunnar on the clipping. He looked to be about thirty and his eyes were intense. Cord felt them staring right into him. The article mentioned that Gunnar had gone off on another adventure seeking Sasquatch but there was no firm consensus as to where he started his journey or...where it ended.

To this day, Gunnar was still considered missing.

Cord closed his journal with a sigh. He was exhausted. He’d just returned from an assignment in the Florida Everglades, studying and photographing the wildlife and whatever else lived there. 

Skunk Ape. 

The life of a field biologist was a busy one. It left Cord with very little time for family or friends. He visited his mother once a week for dinner but that was the extent of his exciting social life. His father had passed about five years ago from cancer. It had gone undetected for years and, by the time it was discovered, it was already too late.

He poured himself a nightcap and sat down in front of the TV. He thought of his father and the time they went on their first camping trip together. His father had never spoken of that trip again. It was too bad because Cord had desperately wanted to. The dreams and night terrors that hit him on and off for years he’d kept mainly to himself.

There was one night he called out screaming and his mother rushed into his bedroom, but he played it off as just a stupid nightmare and nothing more. She didn’t need to know the details of the dream, the crushing force shattering his ribs and the roars...the terrifying, deafening roars.

His thoughts drifted away from his father and to the time he studied tropical birds in Hawaii. During the course of his career, he’d been around the world and to most regions of the US. Many of them he’d been to again and again. The one place he hadn’t returned to was Olympic National Park. He wasn’t sure he could. 

He channel surfed, settling on a documentary about The Jersey Devil. He shrugged and left it on. He couldn’t remember if he had seen this particular documentary or not. Twenty minutes in and Cord was faster asleep in his chair. 

***
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Wood knocks echoed in the distance. Cord found himself amid a dark forest, lost, frightened, and not alone.

The icy wind rushed past him and caused him to shiver from head to toe. Moonlight and a starlit sky made the tall, swaying trees surrounding Cord appear to dance in a tribal ceremony.

A roar rose on the wind and Cord turned to run but couldn’t. His feet sank into what he thought was mud.

Something big crashed through the trees, heading right for Cord. He could barely see the massive shape barreling toward him like a freight train. His heart pounded in his chest as panic surged through him.

He let out a scream and broke free of whatever clung to his ankles. Cord then stumbled to get away from the beast threatening to crush him. He thrashed through the forest, letting the moonlight guide him to a trail.

The trail twisted and turned as Cord bolted down it. He ascended to higher ground and saw what looked like the way out of the forest. He caught a glimpse of a clearing, maybe a patch of light, a road, or a house—something that resembled civilization.

Cord pushed harder, focused on the clearing, the way out—salvation. Sweat streamed from his forehead, his legs burned, and his chest heaved. 

Almost there. Almost... 

A giant shadowy form stepped onto the trail, blocking Cord’s escape like an impenetrable wall. An arm caught the rushing man under the chin and sent him crashing to the ground.

The beast stood over him and roared. A massive hand reached down and grabbed him by the throat, hoisting him into the air.

Cord’s legs dangled in the air and his arms flailed. He clutched the big arm for a moment, struggling against the vice-like grip until the creature’s face eased into the moonlight, dark eyes and fangs protruding from slavering lips.

Cord grunted as the air was squeezed slowly out of his body, and with just pure instinct, he reached out and slashed the thing’s face. Raking his hand across it, he was shocked to see the flesh peel away in his hand.

He gazed up to see Gunnar Harrison’s face leering back at him. Cord wanted to scream but couldn’t, the hand tightening around his throat rendering him mute. Disbelief laced with terror filled him. Gunnar opened his mouth to roar and...

“Jesus Christ!” Cord woke in the chair in front of the TV, his heart thumping in his ears, his hands trembling. He wiped the sweat from his face and leaned forward.

That’s it. I need to go back.

Cord headed to his bedroom and turned on the laptop sitting on his desk. He immediately started searching for videos and pictures of Bigfoot. He read sighting accounts, stories that dated back to the 1800s and all the way up to today. He scrutinized blurry photos, snowy video, far away figures that looked like dark brown blobs, glimpses of tall figures in the shadows, heat signatures on shaky screens, and fast-moving things on trail cameras. 

He sighed, rolled his eyes, pressed his face closer to the laptop screen, and wanted to punch it. Where were the clear photos? Where was the evidence after all of these years? Technology had improved but the evidence hadn’t changed a lick.

Traces of hair—bear, wolf, deer, and moose—had been found, but some were undetermined. Questionable DNA. More hoaxes than you could shake a stick at.

Cord switched his searches to the Yeti, the abominable snowman of the Himalayas. The great white-haired beast of ice and snow sported even less evidence of his existence. 

He switched to the Jersey Devil...the stories, the origins, the Leeds Family devil of the Pine Barrens. The grotesque monstrosity of a winged creature with a horse’s head and glowing red eyes was barely captured in a photo or on film. 

The Chupacabra, or goat-sucker, was first sighted in Puerto Rico in 1995 but spread quickly through Central and South America and into parts of North America from New Mexico all the way up to Maine. Some sightings described it as a dog-like creature while others said it resembled a lizard or alien with scaly flesh or a spiked hide.

The list of cryptozoological creatures went on and on. Cord fetched his journal again and skimmed page after page, examining his notes on various creatures and what he had hoped to learn about them, but the time for researching them from afar was over.

He needed proof. Not just for himself but for the world. He knew they existed. Each and every one of them. His own childhood experience solidified that for him. No one would convince him otherwise but pictures on the internet and documentaries weren’t enough to satisfy him anymore. It was time he got his own evidence and produced something concrete. He was tired of colleagues and friends giving polite smiles anytime he brought up his hobby or his own truth. He wanted to silence them once and for all, but mostly... he wanted to silence the nightmares.

Cord knew the nightmares would never go away until he got to the truth. There was only one way to do that, and that was to go and find it himself. As he’d heard many times before, the truth was out there. 

***
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“So, how much sleep have you been getting lately?”

Cord looked up from his burger at his colleague Angie and smiled. “Enough.”

“Judging by the bags under your eyes, I call bullshit.”

Cord laughed.

Angie shook her head. “I can’t believe you gave your notice. Can’t believe you're leaving. What about all of your research? Your studies? All of your publications?”

“They’ll still be there. They’re still mine, and I’m very proud of them, but I feel like it’s time to move on. I’m just switching studies. Going on an adventure.”

“An adventure. Chasing myths?”

“Angie...”

“What? It’s your life. If you want to spend it chasing things that don’t exist, that’s up to you.”
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