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Disclosure

 

        “This is a work of fiction, crafted to thrill, entertain, and immerse you in the mysterious world of cryptids and legends. While the stories told here are fictional, they are inspired by the belief that our world holds mysteries yet to be uncovered.I believe there are things out there—things that are natural, not supernatural, but misunderstood or undiscovered. After all, every cryptid was just a story￼[image: pasted-image.jpeg] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

*Warning:**  

Taylor, Mississippi, is a real place filled with real people living their very normal, non-haunted lives. The events and characters in this story? Completely fictional. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental (probably).  

 

As for Dogmen, Bigfoot, Rakes, or Wendigo? If you think you’ve seen one out there, might I suggest *not mentioning it*? Taylor folks don’t take kindly to that kind of talk—mostly because they know better than to attract attention. Enjoy the story… and remember to lock your doors. 
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Chapter 1

 

The Hunt of the Dogman

 

 In search of …

 

Taylor, Mississippi, was a place where time moved slow, and the woods surrounding the town whispered secrets that no one dared to unravel. Among the Black community on the outskirts, stories of the “Dogman” were more than just campfire tales—they were warnings. “Stay out them woods at night,” Miss Loretta would say, her voice steady with conviction. “Ain’t nothin’ in there but death.”

 

James “J.C.” Carter had heard those warnings all his life. But he wasn’t the kind of man to scare easy. At 46, J.C. was a retired park ranger who’d spent years navigating the wilds. He was broad-shouldered, with skin the color of mahogany and a face hardened by experience. Folks in town knew him as the man to call when something strange was going on in the woods, but even J.C. didn’t believe in monsters. At least, not until the Howell family disappeared.

 

The Howells lived about a mile down the road from J.C.’s cabin. When the screams came that night, J.C. heard them clear as day. By the time he got there, it was too late. Blood streaked the porch, the front door ripped off its hinges like it was made of paper. Inside, the house was empty, save for drag marks leading out the back.

 

“This ain’t no bear,” J.C. muttered, shaking his head. He knew the signs of a predator, but whatever did this wasn’t natural.

 

The sheriff didn’t stay long. “Probably some wild animal,” he said dismissively, his eyes skirting away from J.C. It was the same tone white folks in Taylor always used when they didn’t care to dig deeper.

 

But J.C. cared. He wasn’t about to let whatever this was keep hunting his community. So, the next evening, armed with his .30-06 rifle, a hunting knife, and his dog, a black-and-tan coonhound named Duke, J.C. ventured into the woods.

 

The forest felt wrong that night. The crickets were silent, and the mist hung heavy, swallowing the light from his flashlight. Duke, normally fearless, kept close to J.C.’s side, growling low in his throat.

 

About a mile in, J.C. found the first body. It was Travis Miller, a hunter from town. He was hanging by his shirt from a tree branch, his chest ripped open and his intestines spilling out like some kind of sick offering. J.C. tightened his jaw, his hands gripping the rifle. He’d seen death before, but this—this was something else.

 

“C’mon, boy,” he said to Duke, his voice low.

 

They pressed on, following a trail of blood and claw marks gouged deep into the trees. Then, the growl came. Deep, guttural, and impossibly close. J.C. spun, his flashlight slicing through the fog—and there it was.

 

The Dogman stood just beyond the tree line, its glowing yellow eyes locked on him. It was massive, at least 9 feet tall, its body rippling with muscle beneath a coat of dark, matted fur. Its wolf-like face twisted into a snarl, revealing rows of bloodstained teeth.

 

“Lord have mercy,” J.C. whispered, raising his rifle.

 

The beast moved before he could fire. In a flash, it was on Duke, its claws tearing into the dog with a sickening crunch. Duke yelped once before falling silent.

 

“Damn you!” J.C. roared, firing off a shot that grazed the creature’s shoulder. It barely flinched, turning its attention to him.

 

J.C. ran. He didn’t think; he just ran, the sound of the Dogman crashing through the underbrush behind him. His boots pounded against the dirt, his lungs burning as he weaved through the trees. But the creature was faster. He barely managed to dive behind a fallen log as its claws slashed through the air, ripping bark from the tree behind him.

 

He fired again, this time hitting it square in the chest. The Dogman staggered but didn’t fall. Instead, it let out a roar so loud it seemed to shake the ground.

 

J.C. stumbled backward, his eyes landing on another gruesome sight—a pair of hikers, their bodies torn apart and scattered across the clearing. Blood soaked the ground, and the smell of death hung thick in the air.

 

“This thing ain’t just hunting’. It’s killing’ for sport,” J.C. thought grimly.

 

He pulled his knife, knowing the rifle wouldn’t save him now. The Dogman charged, its claws swiping toward his face. J.C. ducked and slashed upward, the blade biting into its flank. Black blood sprayed across his hands, hot and sticky, but the beast barely flinched.

 

It swatted him aside like a child’s toy. J.C. slammed into a tree, the impact cracking his ribs. He gasped for air, pain radiating through his chest, but he forced himself to stand.

 

“You want me? Come on, then!” he shouted, raising the knife.

 

The Dogman lunged again, its claws raking across his shoulder. J.C. screamed, stabbing wildly. The blade caught its face, slicing across one glowing eye. The beast howled in pain, clutching at its wound.

 

J.C. didn’t waste a second. He fired his last bullet, hitting the creature in the neck. It stumbled back, snarling, before retreating into the fog.

 

J.C. collapsed, his body broken and bleeding. He managed to crawl back to his cabin, every breath a battle. When the sheriff arrived the next morning, J.C. tried to tell them what had happened, but they just gave him that same dismissive look. “Probably a bear,” they said, shaking their heads.

 

But J.C. knew better.

 

Every night after that, he felt it out there, watching, waiting. He barricaded his doors and slept with his rifle beside him, but it didn’t matter. He knew the Dogman wasn’t finished. It would come back—because now, it had his scent.

 

And next time, he wouldn’t survive.

 

 

—Round 2

 

A month had passed since J.C. Carter’s brutal encounter with the Dogman. The scars on his shoulder and ribs had faded to faint lines, but the memory was seared into his mind. He slept lightly now, a loaded rifle by his bed and every light in the cabin blazing through the night. Though no one in Taylor believed him, J.C. knew the Dogman was still out there, stalking him like unfinished business.

 

Strange things had been happening around the cabin. Urine stains near the doors, claw marks on trees in the yard, and scattered remains of animals too mangled for any natural predator. J.C. was used to living close to nature, but this was different. It was deliberate, as if something was testing him, inching closer each night.

 

It was just after midnight when the first howl pierced the stillness. J.C. sat bolt upright in bed, the hair on the back of his neck standing on end. He grabbed his rifle and stepped outside, the frosty air biting at his skin. The howl came again, long and mournful, from deep in the woods. But this time, it wasn’t just one.

 

It was a chorus.

 

J.C.’s heart raced as the sound grew louder, closer. He strained his eyes against the darkness, the faint beam of his flashlight cutting through the fog. Then, he heard something crashing through the underbrush. Heavy, staggering footsteps—not running, but limping.

 

His flashlight caught the figure just as it emerged from the treeline, and J.C.’s breath hitched in his throat. It was enormous—nearly seven feet tall, with broad shoulders and a barrel-like chest. Its fur was matted with blood, and one of its arms hung useless at its side. It was a Bigfoot, but not like the playful stories he’d heard in his youth. This one looked as though it had been to hell and back.

 

The creature stumbled forward and collapsed onto its knees, its golden eyes locking onto J.C.’s. They were filled with pain and desperation, pleading for help. J.C. hesitated, his rifle still trained on the beast. That’s when he noticed the wounds: deep claw marks raked across its torso, chunks of fur torn away, and blood oozing from a bite on its leg. The kind of damage that only one thing could inflict….Dogmen.

 

Before J.C. could react, another howl split the night, this one much closer. The Bigfoot turned its head toward the woods and let out a low, rumbling growl. J.C. followed its gaze and saw them—two Dogmen prowling through the shadows, their glowing yellow eyes fixed on the wounded creature. Behind them, the guttural snarl of another pair echoed through the trees.

 

“Hell no,” J.C. muttered, stepping in front of the Bigfoot and raising his rifle.

 

The first Dogman lunged, its claws slashing through the air. J.C. fired, the bullet catching it in the chest and sending it sprawling. The second charged him, but he spun and shot it point-blank, the crack of the rifle echoing into the night.

 

The other two Dogmen hesitated, growling and circling just beyond the tree line. J.C. glanced back at the Bigfoot, who was struggling to stand, its massive body swaying unsteadily.

 

“Stay down,” J.C. growled. He wasn’t sure if the creature understood him, but it obeyed, slumping back onto the ground with a pained grunt.

 

Then, from the top of the hill, silhouetted against the pale light of the moon, J.C. saw him. The Dogman. The one who had nearly killed him. Its massive frame towered over the others, its head thrown back as it let out a deafening howl.

 

The remaining Dogmen immediately responded, their growls turning into a frenzy as they charged toward J.C. But this time, he was ready. He fired off a shot, hitting one in the leg, then swung the rifle like a club, smashing the butt against the other’s snarling face.

 

The Dogmen retreated briefly, regrouping at the base of the hill. J.C. could hear the alpha’s low, guttural growl as it descended, its eyes glowing with malice.

 

“Come on, then,” J.C. muttered through gritted teeth, his grip tightening on the rifle. His gaze flicked back to the Bigfoot, who was now on its feet, swaying but defiant. The creature let out a deep, resonating roar that echoed through the forest, a sound that seemed to challenge the Dogmen.

 

The alpha paused, its head tilting as if weighing its odds. Then, with a snarl, it barked a command. The remaining Dogmen turned and vanished into the woods, leaving their fallen behind.

 

J.C. exhaled shakily, his rifle still raised. The Bigfoot leaned heavily against a tree, its golden eyes meeting his once again. This time, there was no fear—only gratitude.

 

The alpha, now alone on the hill, let out one final howl before disappearing into the night. J.C. watched it go, his chest heaving as adrenaline coursed through his veins.

 

He turned to the Bigfoot and sighed. “Well, looks like you’re stuck with me now.” 

 

The Bond with Oak

By the time the sun crept over the horizon, casting soft orange light through the trees, J.C. had already fetched a first aid kit and a bucket of water from his cabin. The Bigfoot, now slumped against the porch railing, watched him warily but made no move to flee. Its breathing was heavy, and its golden eyes flicked between J.C. and the forest, as if it expected danger to strike again at any moment.

 

“Alright, big guy,” J.C. muttered, kneeling next to the creature with a clean rag in one hand and a bottle of peroxide in the other. “This is gonna sting, but I ain’t letting you bleed out on my porch.”

 

The Bigfoot flinched at the first touch of the peroxide, a low rumble escaping its throat. J.C. paused, his eyes meeting the creature’s. “You wanna survive, you let me do this. Otherwise, I’ll be digging a hole for you by sundown.”

 

The creature seemed to understand. It let out a grunt and sat still as J.C. cleaned the wounds. The claw marks across its torso were deep, but not fatal, and the bite on its leg was swollen but manageable. J.C. worked silently, his hands steady despite the absurdity of the situation.

 

Once the wounds were dressed, J.C. leaned back and wiped his brow. “There. That oughta hold you together.”

 

The Bigfoot tilted its head, studying him with an expression that was almost… grateful. J.C. shook his head, chuckling dryly. “You’re somethin’ else, you know that?”

 

Inside the cabin, he rustled through his pantry and found some leftover venison jerky and a loaf of stale bread. He laid the food on a plate and carried it outside. “It ain’t much, but it’s what I got,” he said, setting it down in front of the creature.

 

The Bigfoot sniffed at the plate, then carefully picked up a piece of jerky. It chewed slowly, its golden eyes never leaving J.C. When it finished, it let out a soft grunt and tapped the plate with one massive finger, as if to say, More?

 

“Don’t push your luck,” J.C. muttered, but he cracked a smile.

 

Once the creature seemed stable, J.C. stood and gestured toward the woods. “Alright, big guy. Time for you to go home. You don’t belong here.”

 

The Bigfoot didn’t move. It simply stared at him, then looked toward the forest and let out a low, mournful sound. J.C. sighed, running a hand through his hair. “What, you want me to walk you out there?”

 

He grabbed his rifle and stepped off the porch, motioning for the creature to follow. The Bigfoot rose slowly, its injured leg dragging slightly as it lumbered behind him. Together, they walked into the forest, the silence broken only by the crunch of leaves underfoot.

 

After about half a mile, the Bigfoot stopped. It turned its head, sniffing the air, then let out a guttural noise that sent a chill down J.C.’s spine. Without warning, it veered off the trail, beckoning J.C. to follow.

 

“What the hell are you doing?” J.C. muttered, gripping his rifle tighter. “I ain’t got time for—”

 

The creature let out another mournful sound, cutting him off. Something in its tone made J.C. stop arguing. He followed the Bigfoot deeper into the woods until they came to a small clearing.

 

The sight that greeted him stopped him cold.

 

Blood stained the ground in wide, dark patches. Bones and torn fur littered the area, along with what looked like the remains of a large nest. J.C. stepped closer, his stomach twisting as he recognized what he was looking at:- a massacre. The remains of the Bigfoot’s family, brutally torn apart and half-eaten.

 

“Jesus,” J.C. whispered, lowering his rifle.

 

The Bigfoot let out a low, mournful howl, its shoulders slumping as it crouched next to the largest pile of bones. J.C. could see the pain in its eyes, the weight of its loss. It didn’t take a genius to figure out who had done this.

 

“Dogmen,” J.C. muttered, his jaw tightening. The claw marks on the trees, the scattered entrails—it was the same pattern he’d seen at the Howell house.

 

The Bigfoot looked at him, its golden eyes filled with something J.C. couldn’t quite place. It wasn’t just sorrow. It was a plea.

 

“You’re telling’ me they’ll be back,” J.C. said, his voice low. The Bigfoot nodded—an actual nod, as if to confirm.

 

J.C. sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. “Alright, fine. You’re coming back with me. But don’t get comfortable. This ain’t a permanent arrangement.”

 

The Bigfoot grunted, its expression softening. It followed J.C. back to the cabin, limping but 

 

 

determined. As they reached the porch, J.C. turned and looked at the creature.

 

“Guess I can’t keep calling you ‘big guy,’” he muttered. He glanced at the oak tree that loomed over the cabin, its branches casting long shadows across the yard. “How about… Oak? You like that?”

 

The Bigfoot tilted its head, then let out a soft, rumbling sound that J.C. took as approval.

 

“Alright, Oak,” J.C. said, stepping inside and holding the door open. “Welcome home. For now.”

 

Oak ducked through the doorway, his massive frame nearly filling the cabin. J.C. shook his head, already wondering how he was going to explain this to anyone. But as he watched Oak settle into a corner, his wounds dressed and his golden eyes finally at ease, J.C. felt something he hadn’t felt in a long time.

 

Hope!   

 

—A New, Old Familiarity

 

The days passed quietly in J.C.’s cabin, nestled deep in the Mississippi woods. Oak’s wounds were healing, but the gash on his leg was swelling and turning an angry red. J.C. didn’t need a medical degree to know it was infected.

 

“Alright, big guy, I gotta call someone,” J.C. said, eyeing Oak from across the room. The juvenile Bigfoot grunted in response, gnawing thoughtfully on a leftover ham bone.

 

J.C. hesitated before picking up the phone. He didn’t have many people he trusted enough to bring into this situation, but Dr. Elijah Greyfeather was an exception. A Native American veterinarian with deep knowledge of traditional and modern medicine, Elijah had patched up more wild animals than J.C. could count. If anyone could help without asking too many questions, it was him.

 

By the next afternoon, Elijah’s old pickup truck rumbled into J.C.’s dirt driveway. Stepping out, the wiry man adjusted his cowboy hat and slung a worn leather satchel over his shoulder. His long black braid rested over one shoulder, and his dark eyes scanned the cabin and the surrounding woods as if sensing something deeper in the air.

 

J.C. met him at the porch. “Eli, thanks for comin’. This one’s… uh, a little different.”

 

Elijah smirked. “You’ve called me for cougars and bears before, J.C. How much stranger could it be?”

 

J.C. scratched the back of his neck. “Yeah, about that… Just don’t freak out.”

 

Inside, Oak sat huddled in a corner, his massive form hunched over to avoid the low ceiling. He watched the door warily, his golden eyes glowing faintly in the dim light. When Elijah stepped in, the room seemed to pause, as if the air itself were holding its breath.

 

Elijah froze, his gaze locking with Oak’s. For a moment, he didn’t move. Then, he let out a slow exhale and stepped forward. “Well, I’ll be damned,” he murmured, his voice low and reverent.

 

Oak’s expression shifted. His lips parted slightly, and his eyes softened as they tracked Elijah’s movements. J.C. swore he saw the creature lean forward ever so slightly, as if drawn by some unseen connection.

 

“You ain’t scared?” J.C. asked, watching the exchange.

 

Elijah shook his head, a faint smile on his lips. “Scared? No. I’ve dreamed of something like this since I was a boy.” He set his satchel down and crouched, keeping his movements slow and deliberate. “But I’m not surprised, either. My grandmother used to tell stories about the ‘Old Ones’—the guardians of the land. Said they watched over us long before we came here. Looking at him now, I believe her.”

 

Oak let out a low rumble, his massive chest vibrating with the sound. Elijah tilted his head, his expression curious. “You hear that? He’s trying to talk.”

 

“Talk?” J.C. said, raising an eyebrow.

 

Elijah nodded. “Not like us, but it’s communication. Watch.” He shifted his stance and spoke softly in Cherokee: “Siyo, tsi sdu li?- Are you hurt, my friend?”

 

Oak’s ears twitched, and his eyes widened. He rumbled again, this time softer, almost melodic.

 

“I’ll be damned,” J.C. muttered, crossing his arms. “He understands you?”

 

“Not the words exactly,” Elijah said, glancing over his shoulder, “but the tone. It’s familiar to him. Like a song you’ve never heard but somehow know the rhythm to.”

 

Elijah moved closer, his hands raised to show he meant no harm. Oak watched him intently but didn’t shy away. When Elijah reached out and gently touched the bandaged leg, Oak let out a small grunt but stayed still.

 

“This is bad,” Elijah said, unwrapping the dressing to reveal the swollen, infected wound. “He’s tough, but this could take him down if we don’t treat it.”

 

“Can you help him?” J.C. asked.

 

Elijah nodded. “I can clean it and give him antibiotics. But he needs rest, good food, and time to heal. Whatever he’s been through, it’s a miracle he made it this far.”

 

As Elijah worked, he continued to speak softly, blending Cherokee words with soothing tones. Oak responded in his own way, small rumbles and gestures that seemed to carry meaning. J.C. watched in amazement, realizing for the first time just how intelligent the creature was.

 

“You see this?” Elijah said, gesturing to Oak’s arm. There were deep claw marks there, partially healed but unmistakable. “These aren’t from any bear or wolf.”

 

“Dogmen,” J.C. said grimly. “They killed his family.”

 

Elijah paused, his face darkening. “Then he’s lucky to be alive.”

 

When the work was done, Elijah sat back on his heels and looked up at Oak. “You’re stronger than most,” he said quietly. “You’ll make it. But you need him”—he nodded toward J.C.—“and he needs you.”

 

Oak grunted softly, his golden eyes flicking between the two men. Then, as if to seal the moment, he reached out with one massive hand and gently touched Elijah’s shoulder.

 

Elijah smiled. “You’re welcome, my friend.”

 

After Elijah left, J.C. sat on the porch, watching the sun dip below the trees. Inside, Oak rested on a pile of blankets, his breathing steady. J.C. shook his head, a faint smile tugging at his lips.

 

“You’re full of surprises, big guy,” he muttered. “Guess we’re in this together now.”

 

And as the stars appeared overhead, J.C. felt a strange sense of peace, as if the forest itself had accepted this unlikely bond.

For the first time in weeks, he dared to believe they might have a fighting chance—

 

—Trust and Preparedness

 

It had been a week since Oak stumbled into JC’s life, and the days that followed tested the limits of JC’s patience and adaptability. From the start, it was clear that the massive, juvenile Bigfoot didn’t understand human norms, and JC quickly learned that living with a seven-foot-tall creature was a lesson in unpredictability.

 

The first major hurdle came when JC awoke to an unmistakable smell in his cabin. Groaning, he followed it to the corner of the living room, where Oak had decided to relieve himself. JC pinched the bridge of his nose, muttering, “This can’t be my life.” Oak, standing nearby, looked at him with wide, curious eyes, seemingly oblivious to what he’d done wrong.

 

“Alright, big guy, let’s fix this,” JC said, motioning for Oak to follow him outside. He led him to a spot behind the cabin, crouched low to the ground, and pointed. “Here. This is where you do your business. Not in my house.” Oak tilted his head, watching intently. To JC’s surprise, the creature mimicked his crouching motion, as if trying to understand. Over the next few days, Oak gradually got the hang of it, learning to head outside during the day and always before the sun set.

 

It wasn’t just this newfound routine that marked Oak’s growth. The creature had an uncanny ability to observe and adapt. He mimicked how JC drank from a cup, gestured, and even how he moved around the cabin with quiet caution. It wasn’t long before the two began communicating through basic hand signals. A raised hand meant stop; a wave meant come here. Oak, in turn, developed his own gestures, tapping his chest and pointing at JC to express a growing bond between them.

 

Yet, the nights were a different story. Almost every evening, the chilling howls of the Dogmen echoed through the woods, a haunting reminder of the danger still lurking. The low, guttural cry of the alpha was unmistakable to JC, the memory of their first encounter still fresh in his mind. Oak’s reaction to the sound was visceral—his massive shoulders tensed, and his eyes narrowed as he stared toward the hills. JC could see the fear and anger simmering beneath the creature’s calm exterior, a reflection of his own emotions.

 

The forest often grew unnervingly quiet after the howls. The absence of crickets or owls felt like a warning, and JC found himself gripping his rifle tightly, scanning the tree line for movement. Yet, the Dogmen never crossed the hill’s crest. They stayed just out of reach, leaving JC and Oak in a constant state of tension. Some nights, JC whispered reassurances to the creature as they sat by the fireplace, back-to-back, listening for the slightest sound. “We’ve got this,” he’d murmur. “They ain’t coming in here. Not while I’m breathing.”

 

As the week went on, Oak began to contribute in unexpected ways. He dragged firewood to the cabin, mimicking JC’s careful patrols around the perimeter. Despite his size, he moved with surprising grace, his keen senses often catching things JC might have missed. Their partnership grew stronger with each passing day, born of mutual respect and the shared understanding that survival depended on both of them.

 

On the seventh night, as the sun dipped below the horizon, Oak tapped JC’s shoulder and pointed to the distant hill where the alpha Dogman had last been seen. JC followed his gaze, seeing nothing but the shadowed outline of trees against the deepening sky. “Not tonight,” he said softly, though the weight in his voice betrayed his own unease. They both knew the Dogmen weren’t done, and their patience would only last so long.

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

Sneaky Bastards!

 

The sun was rising when JC and Oak started their trek to the hill where the dogman alpha had been seen. Oak, towering at seven feet, walked slightly ahead, his massive shoulders cutting through the tall grass like a living shadow. JC followed close behind, gripping his rifle tightly. The silence was thick, broken only by the sound of their steps and the faint rustle of the wind.

 

When they reached the hilltop, they stopped to survey the area. The field stretched out below them, a sea of tall grass that rolled into a dense wall of trees at the far end. The air felt wrong—heavy, charged with something unseen.

 

“Anything, Oak?” JC asked, his voice low.

 

Oak sniffed the air, his nostrils flaring. He gave a deep, uneasy grunt, his sharp eyes fixed on the tree line below.

 

 

 

JC nodded. “Yeah, I feel it too. Let’s head down and see what’s what.”

 

They descended into the grass, moving cautiously. The further they went, the more JC’s gut churned. Oak’s unease was palpable; his movements were slower, more deliberate, his head constantly swiveling as he sniffed and scanned.

 

Near the edge of the trees, JC’s foot sank into something soft. He stumbled, catching himself just before falling. Looking down, he saw a shallow hole—about two feet wide, with jagged, uneven edges that sloped deeper into the ground.

 

“What the hell?” JC muttered, pulling his foot free.

 

Oak was beside him in an instant, crouching to inspect the hole. His massive hands brushed the dirt, and he sniffed the air above it. The growl that escaped him was low and menacing, vibrating in JC’s chest. Oak rose to his full height and roared—a sound that echoed across the field and into the woods beyond.

 

JC’s stomach tightened. “What is it, Oak? What’re you smelling’?”

 

Oak didn’t answer with words, but his meaning was clear. He motioned toward the hole with one massive hand, then pointed toward the tree line.

 

Together, they searched and found two more holes, each twenty feet apart and sloping in the same direction—toward the cabin. JC knelt by one of them, running his fingers over the fresh claw marks etched into the dirt walls.

 

“They’re digging’,” he said grimly. “Tunneling from the woods… heading’ straight for the house.”

 

Oak growled low and steady, his massive chest heaving as he inhaled deeply. He pointed again toward the tree line, then toward the cabin.

 

“They’re doing it at night,” JC continued, his voice tight. “That’s why we ain’t seen ‘em yet. They’re workin’ while we’re asleep.”

 

Oak let out a frustrated snarl, his massive hand clenching into a fist. He stepped closer to the tree line, sniffing the air again. JC stood, his gaze fixed on the horizon.

 

“We don’t know how far they’ve gotten,” he said, a bitter edge to his voice. “Hell, they could be under the damn house already.”

 

The wind shifted, rustling the tall grass around them. Oak’s sharp eyes lingered on the trees, his body tense and ready. JC could feel it too—that prickling sensation at the back of his neck, the sense of being watched.

 

“Come on,” JC said finally, his tone firm. “We need to head back and figure out how to stop this. They’re coming’, Oak. We’ve gotta be ready.”

 

Oak rumbled in agreement, his towering frame falling into step behind JC as they made their way back through the grass. They didn’t look back, but the unease followed them, a silent promise of the battle yet to come .

 

The walk back to the cabin was tense. Oak moved with purpose, his nose close to the ground, sniffing in short bursts. JC followed, rifle in hand, his eyes scanning the horizon. The dogmen had played their hand, but now he and Oak had a chance to outthink them.

 

About twenty yards from the cabin, Oak stopped abruptly beside the massive oak tree that had become a landmark on JC’s property—the same tree JC had named him after. The creature crouched low, sniffing around its gnarled roots before looking up and signaling with a grunt.

 

“This is where they stop, huh?” JC muttered, kneeling beside Oak to inspect the ground. The earth was disturbed, claw marks tracing the edges of another shallow hole. It was clear the tunnels didn’t yet reach the cabin, but they were damn close.

 

“Alright, Oak,” JC said, standing and slinging his rifle over his shoulder. “Time to set up a welcome party.”

 

JC returned to the cabin and retrieved a few grenades from his stash of emergency supplies. Oak watched silently as JC prepared a trip wire for each hole they had found earlier. Together, they worked under the cover of daylight, gambling on the assumption that the dogmen were asleep deep in the woods.

 

At each hole, JC set a grenade rigged to detonate if anything crossed the wire. He tested the tension on each line, making sure it was solid but not so obvious it’d alert the beasts. Oak stood guard, his sharp eyes scanning the forest’s edge.

 

Once the traps were in place, JC turned to Oak. “Now we make it harder for them to dig through.”

 

They spent the next few hours cutting long, sharp logs from the nearby woods. JC trimmed each one to a fine point while Oak hauled them to the holes. With his massive strength, Oak drove each log deep into the tunnels, the ground trembling under the force of his blows.

 

Good work, Oak,” JC said, wiping sweat from his brow.

 

But they weren’t done. JC pulled out his drill and began boring two-foot holes into the tops of the logs. Into each, he stuffed a rag soaked in gasoline. He explained his plan as he worked.

 

“If they try to push through these logs, we’ll light these suckers up,” JC said. “The fire’ll burn the wood and the dirt around it. Either they’ll have to retreat, or they’ll come up top for us to deal with. You ready for that, Oak?”

 

Oak rumbled in agreement, his massive shoulders straightening as if ready for a fight.

 

The last rays of sunlight filtered through the trees as they finished their work. JC stood back, surveying the traps they’d set. “That ought to slow ‘em down,” he said. “At least give us the upper hand.”

 

Oak sniffed the air, his eyes narrowing as he turned toward the woods. JC felt it too—a shift in the air, a weight settling over the landscape like a storm rolling in.

 

“Come on,” JC said, clapping Oak on the shoulder. “Let’s get back to the house. Night’s coming’, and we’ve got a long one ahead.”

 

As they walked back, the sun dipped below the horizon, and the familiar silence of the woods returned. But this time, JC didn’t feel fear. He felt ready.

 

  

—Get Ready ….ALPHA! 

 

The moon hung low, swollen and pale, casting a sickly glow over the forest. Beneath the rotting mound of leaves and earth, Alpha stirred, his golden eye flickering open like a hellish lantern. Hunger roared in his belly, a primal gnawing that could no longer be ignored. Slowly, he rose, each muscle rolling under his fur as he stretched. His claws sank deep into the soil, carving grooves with a deliberate, almost ritualistic motion.

 

The pack stirred behind him, waking in his shadow. They moved hesitantly, their instincts tethered to his moods. Tonight, those moods were volatile. Rage bubbled within Alpha, a seething pit of fury that demanded release. His chest heaved as he let out a low growl, a sound that rippled through the air like a warning.

 

The second-largest Dogman, his torn ear glinting under the moonlight, watched Alpha carefully. He was the only one bold enough to meet Alpha’s gaze, but even he flinched when the Alpha bared his jagged teeth. The others busied themselves with stretching and grooming, stealing cautious glances as they prepared for the hunt.

 

Alpha trod toward the lake, his movements deliberate and heavy, each step leaving deep impressions in the earth. At the water’s edge, he lowered himself to drink. The icy water did little to quell the fire in his chest. Then, his reflection caught his eye.

 

The scar that marred his face was a constant reminder of the human—the one who had dared to wound him. The disfigurement mocked him, twisting his once-pristine visage into a grotesque reminder of his failure. He froze, his breathing heavy and uneven.

 

With a sudden, violent motion, Alpha reared up to his full height, his head brushing low-hanging branches. His roar exploded into the night, raw and deafening, shaking the trees and scattering the creatures of the forest. Birds erupted into panicked flight. Even the pack shrank back, their ears flattening as they crouched low to the ground.

 

Alpha slammed his fists into the earth, leaving deep craters. His rage demanded an outlet, and he turned it on the nearest pack member—a smaller male that had been too slow to move away. With a single swipe of his massive claw, Alpha sent the creature sprawling into the water. The smaller Dogman yelped, scrambling to its feet, but it didn’t dare challenge Alpha.

 

Panting heavily, Alpha turned to his second. The torn-eared Dogman approached cautiously, a deep rumble emanating from his throat. The two locked eyes, their breaths mingling as they exchanged guttural huffs. The second bared his teeth in acknowledgment of Alpha’s plan.

 

The others watched, their glowing eyes flickering with a mix of fear and anticipation. The hunt was no longer just about hunger. First, they would kill to eat. Then, they would kill for vengeance.

 

Alpha strode into the woods, his massive frame cutting through the underbrush like a force of nature. The pack followed, their movements eerily synchronized. As the night deepened, the forest grew quieter, as if even the trees understood the danger.

 

Somewhere ahead lay their prey. The human who dared to scar Alpha. The one who thought he could fight them.

 

By the time the night was done, they would remind him who truly ruled the woods

 

 

 

 

 Chapter 3

Showdown at Sundown

 

The faint orange glow of sunset filtered through the trees as JC and Oak stirred from their short nap. The roar of Alpha, echoing over three miles away, jolted them awake. The guttural, rage-filled sound was unmistakable—a chilling declaration of war. JC glanced at Oak, the young Bigfoot’s massive frame looming larger in the dim light. The creature’s golden eyes were wide, filled with unease.

 

JC picked up the spiked club he had crafted earlier. The four-foot-long log, fitted with jagged nails, was designed for destruction. Its last foot had been planed down to fit Oak’s massive hand. JC mimed swinging the club, then placed Oak’s hand on the handle. Understanding flickered in Oak’s eyes. With a growl, he hefted the 50-pound weapon effortlessly.

 

JC double-checked his firearms, positioning rifles and pistols at three strategic points leading back to the house. Each station was a step closer to the home and armed with progressively heavier firepower.

 

As the sun dipped below the horizon, the forest grew eerily silent. The first explosion shattered the stillness. Flames erupted from the tunnels, sending shockwaves through the ground. Pained howls and frenzied yelps followed as three Dogmen were incinerated in the inferno.

 

From the tree line, Alpha and the remaining three Dogmen emerged, their silhouettes monstrous against the firelight. Alpha stood at the crest of the hill, his disfigured eye glowing with rage. He bared his massive fangs, saliva foaming at his jowls, and let out a thunderous roar. With the remaining pack at his back, he charged, his hulking frame a terrifying sight.

 

Oak roared in response, meeting the second-in-command head-on. The two collided with a deafening crash, their combined strength shaking the earth. Oak swung his spiked club in a wide arc, striking the second across the ribs. The nails tore through fur and flesh, leaving deep gashes.

 

The second-in-command retaliated, slashing at Oak’s chest with its claws. Oak stumbled but quickly recovered, delivering a crushing blow to the Dogman’s skull. The beast fell, twitching in its final moments. Oak roared in triumph, the vengeance for his family burning in his chest.

 

But there was no time to celebrate. One of the smaller Dogmen lunged at Oak, claws raking across his back. Oak bellowed in pain, twisting to grab the creature. He slammed it into the ground with enough force to crack the soil, then finished it with a devastating swing of his club.

 

Nearby, JC focused on Alpha. He fired round after round, but the beast’s movements were swift and unpredictable. Alpha reached JC in a blur, swiping with claws that gleamed like blades. JC narrowly dodged, but Alpha was relentless.

 

With a snarl, Alpha lunged, jaws snapping. JC thrust a log into the beast’s maw, wedging it between its powerful jaws. Alpha thrashed, splintering the wood in seconds. His yellowed eyes locked onto JC, and in a blur, he lashed out, clamping his teeth around JC’s left arm.

 

JC screamed as Alpha’s jaws crushed bone. With a violent shake, Alpha tore the arm clean off. Blood poured from the wound as JC collapsed, clutching the stump in agony.

 

Oak, hearing JC’s cries, turned just as another Dogman leaped onto his back. The creature clawed at Oak’s throat, its teeth snapping inches from his jugular. Oak fought desperately, slamming his back against a tree to dislodge the attacker.

 

Alpha, enraged, charged Oak. With incredible speed, he tackled the young Bigfoot, pinning him to the ground. Oak thrashed, but Alpha’s jaws closed inches from his face. The beast’s fetid breath filled Oak’s nostrils as he struggled against the overwhelming force.

 

Just as Alpha reared back for the killing bite, a rifle shot rang out. The smaller Dogman on Oak’s back slumped to the ground, a clean bullet hole through its head. Startled, Alpha looked up, his gaze locking onto Elijah standing at the tree line, rifle smoking.

 

Elijah fired again, grazing Alpha’s shoulder. The massive Dogman growled, backing off Oak. For a tense moment, Alpha stared at Elijah, his eyes filled with unspoken malice. With a final snarl, he retreated, disappearing into the darkness with the surviving pack member.

 

The battlefield was silent, save for the labored breathing of Oak and JC. Oak crawled to JC, his massive hand gently pressing against the bleeding stump of JC’s arm. JC’s face was pale, but he managed a faint smile before losing consciousness.

 

Elijah hurried to their side, his expression grim. The fight had been won, but the cost was great. And as the moonlight illuminated the carnage, one thing was clear: this wasn’t over!

 

 

 

-Eli’s Rescue

 

Three weeks  had passed since that night…..JC stirred awake in an unfamiliar room, his body weighed down by exhaustion and pain. Oak sat cross-legged near the bed, his golden eyes watching him intently. The young Bigfoot leaned in, his breath warm and his expression almost… relieved.

 

JC tried to lift his left hand but froze. It was gone. In its place, a metallic hook gleamed faintly in the soft light. The sight sent a jolt of grief through him, and he clenched his jaw.

 

“You’re finally awake,” Eli said, stepping into the room. He was carrying a steaming mug and wore a weary but relieved expression.

 

JC turned his head. “What happened? Am I… still alive?”

 

“Barely,” Eli replied, sitting in a nearby chair. “After the fight, I loaded you and Oak into my truck. You lost a lot of blood, JC. Didn’t think you’d make it. Oak there—” he motioned to the massive creature, “—he bounced back quick. Sat right there every damn day waiting for you to wake up.”

 

Oak rumbled softly, a sound of reassurance, before patting JC lightly on the leg.

 

Eli continued, his voice growing serious. “After I got you two out, the Dogmen circled back. I could hear them prowling. There wasn’t any way I could fight them off. I did the only thing I could—I ran. Got you out of there and brought you here.”

 

“My place?” JC asked, though he already suspected the answer.

 

“Not anymore,” Eli said with a grim smile. “They tore it apart. Claw marks, smashed walls, piss everywhere. The house isn’t livable.”

 

“Eli…” JC began, but Eli waved him off.

 

“I figured you’d have insurance,” Eli said. “So, I called the company. Told them what happened—or at least enough of it. When the adjuster came out, you should’ve seen his face. He walked through the wreckage, took one sniff, and muttered something about bears. He saw claw marks, busted walls… He knew it wasn’t just a bear.”

 

Eli smirked slightly. “He’s one of my tribe. He didn’t say much, but I could tell he understood. He didn’t press. Just wrote it all off as an act of God. You’re getting a full payout. You can rebuild somewhere safer.”

 

JC let out a low laugh, though it sounded more like a groan. “Safe isn’t exactly in my vocabulary anymore.”

 

Eli leaned back, crossing his arms. “Well, wherever you go, figure it out. You’ve got options now.”

 

JC looked at Oak, who offered a toothy, almost childlike grin. He glanced at Eli, then back to his missing hand. “Sounds like a plan.”

 

 

…….Alpha’s Hunt! 

 

The moon hung low as Alpha moved through the dense woods. His hulking frame emerged into the clearing where JC’s home once stood, now nothing but rubble. The faint smell of destruction still lingered, but that wasn’t what he sought.

 

Nostrils flaring, Alpha dropped to all fours and sniffed the ground with precision, moving slowly toward a patch of dirt near the remains of the driveway. He paused, inhaling deeply. The scent was faint but unmistakable. He had found it.

 

Rising to his full height, Alpha released a guttural growl that resonated in the cold night air. Another Dogman, smaller but still formidable, emerged from the shadows and stood at his side. Alpha turned to the creature, huffing low and sharp.

 

With a flick of his massive clawed hand, Alpha gestured toward the faint trail leading into the forest. The smaller Dogman lowered its head in understanding before moving forward, its steps nearly silent. Alpha followed close behind, his mind filled with rage and the unrelenting instinct to hunt.

 

The scent was growing stronger.

 

Eli’s truck had left a trail, and Alpha intended to follow it.

 

Two months had passed, but JC couldn’t shake the feeling that the danger wasn’t behind him. Oak’s warnings had only grown sharper with time, and every night seemed to bring a new reminder that whatever had stalked them before wasn’t done. JC had learned to trust Oak’s instincts—he could feel the weight of the unsaid words between them, the silent acknowledgment that something was waiting, …..watching.

 

JC’s new house in Taylor was a fortress. The largest on the cul-de-sac, it loomed like a silent sentinel over the rest of the neighborhood, a home not just built for comfort, but for survival. The renovations were brutal in their efficiency: no windows or garages at street level, heavy steel doors that could withstand a battering ram, reinforced walls that felt more like a vault than a house. It had taken time, but JC had made sure no one would slip in unnoticed.

 

Oak had his own quarters in the basement, a space designed for comfort and security, but JC knew it wasn’t enough. ….Nothing ever was. The basement entrance was wide and steel-reinforced, designed to withstand even the most determined of attackers. Oak’s instincts were sharp, but JC had learned long ago that the best defense was preparation—and for him, preparation meant creating a sanctuary where no one could touch them.

 

The upper floors were no less secure. Panoramic windows looked out over the front road and the open field leading toward the distant trees, while another at the back offered a clear view of the tree line and woods. These weren’t just for the view. JC could see everything—every rustle of leaves, every shift in shadow. They couldn’t get close without him knowing.

 

But that didn’t mean they wouldn’t try.

 

The beautiful deck that once bridged the back of the house to the woods had been ripped out and replaced with a wide swath of gravel, the crunch underfoot a harsh reminder that nothing—no matter how quiet—could get close without notice. Gravel circled the house like a moat, a physical barrier between JC and whatever roamed the dark.

 

Motion-sensitive lights were installed in the trees closest to the house, their beams sharp and unforgiving. They flickered to life at the slightest disturbance, cutting through the night like a spotlight, illuminating the darkness. It was a constant reminder of the threat that lingered just beyond the safety of the house.

 

JC stood by the back window, his eyes trained on the woods as twilight deepened into night. The wind rustled through the trees, but all was still. Yet he couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. It was in his bones, a quiet hum in the back of his mind that told him something was wrong.

 

His hand hovered near the rifle resting against the wall by the door, but he didn’t pick it up yet. It wasn’t time.

 

Oak padded silently up behind him, his massive frame shifting like a shadow in the dim light of the room. JC could feel the tension radiating off him, his body coiled like a spring, ready to snap. Oak’s eyes were fixed on the trees, a growl rumbling in his throat, low and vibrating through the floor.

 

JC’s breath caught, a chill creeping down his spine as the first motion-sensitive light flickered on. A harsh beam of white light cut through the dark, casting long, jagged shadows on the gravel. The light danced over the ground, but nothing moved—nothing he could see, at least.

 

The wind picked up, a soft rustling sound that almost seemed to whisper through the trees. Then, suddenly, the light cut out.

 

For a moment, everything went still.

 

Then another light flickered on, farther down the line of trees, and another.

 

They’re getting closer.

 

The lights blinked to life one by one, a slow, deliberate advance toward the house, each light triggered by the faintest of movements. JC’s heart began to pound, the rhythmic thumping in his chest almost drowning out the sound of his own breath. He moved toward the back door, his fingers brushing over the steel handle, ready.

 

Something was coming. He could feel it.

 

A flicker of movement in the trees.

 

Something’s out there.

 

He reached for the rifle, his knuckles white against the grip. Oak growled again, his voice deepening into a warning.

 

Then, a sharp crack of something breaking, a branch snapping underfoot. JC froze. Oak’s ears flattened against his skull, his stance shifting to one of full alert…..closer

 

The motion lights went dark. The area ahead of them was now cloaked in inky darkness, the trees becoming black silhouettes against the dim sky.

 

But the hair on the back of JC’s neck stood up. He didn’t need the lights to know something was there. He could feel it. The weight of the air, thick and suffocating, as though the very ground beneath him had shifted. The tension in Oak’s body was palpable, his every muscle a taut wire.

 

There was no sound now. Not a breath of wind. Not a whisper in the trees.

 

JC waited. He didn’t dare make a move. The moment the lights went out, he knew.

 

They were here.

 

Oak’s growl deepened into a snarl, and JC braced himself. Something was in the woods. Something had found its way to the edge of his sanctuary.

 

And this time, it wasn’t leaving without a fight.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 4

 

 Silent Night 

 

The air grew thick with an unnatural stillness as the last whispers of wind died down, leaving the night in a suffocating silence. No crickets. No rustling leaves. The world itself seemed to hold its breath. It was the kind of silence that felt too heavy, as if the very earth were bracing for something.

 

JC felt it first—a creeping pressure in the air, the sensation of being watched from every direction. He tensed, his fingers instinctively tightening around the rifle. Oak growled low in his throat, his body vibrating with tension as he stared into the dark woods, his ears pinned back.

 

Then, …a figure emerged from the trees.

 

The alpha!

 

He stepped into the dim light from the house, his massive form casting a long shadow across the gravel. The air around him seemed to shimmer, the darkness itself folding and twisting in response to his presence. His fur, thick and matted, seemed to absorb the light, making him appear more a silhouette than anything solid. His head lifted slightly, nostrils flaring as he sniffed the air.

 

JC’s pulse quickened. Oak’s growl deepened, vibrating through the walls of the house. The alpha locked eyes with them—his gaze sharp, predatory, knowing. The unmistakable feeling of being hunted washed over JC, a feeling that hadn’t dulled since their first encounter.

 

The alpha took a slow step forward, his claws scraping the gravel with a sound like nails on a chalkboard. His eye never left the house, nor the two figures within. The tension between them was electric—raw, ancient.

 

Then, as if the world had pressed pause, the motion lights around the property blazed to life.

 

A flood of harsh white light bathed the alpha, momentarily blinding him. He hissed, raising a massive claw to shield his good eye, his lip curling back in a snarl.

 

JC’s heart hammered in his chest. This was their chance.

 

The alpha staggered back, retreating into the cover of the trees. His eyes flicked back toward the house as he melted into the shadows, a deep, guttural growl emanating from his throat. As he turned away, he glanced over his shoulder at the other Dogman—there was something in his expression, something chilling.

 

It was almost a smile. A promise. I will be back.

 

And with that, he vanished into the darkness, blending with the night like he’d never been there.

 

But just as the last hint of his form disappeared, the silence shattered with a sickening thud!

 

A massive, heavy shape collided with the side of the house, the impact sending a tremor through the walls. JC’s heart lurched as he realized what it was—a 200-pound deer carcass, thrown with monstrous force. It hit the wall with a sickening crunch, the body slamming against the brick with enough force to leave a dent. The smell hit immediately—foul, rotting meat.

 

The creature that had thrown it disappeared into the woods, its form dissolving into the shadows like the alpha. For a long moment, nothing moved.

 

And then, like a wave retreating from the shore, the woods came back to life. The usual rustling of leaves, the distant calls of night creatures, all returned as if nothing had happened.

 

JC let out a slow breath, his muscles still tight with tension. He hadn’t realized he’d been holding it.

 

“Oak,” he murmured, his voice low but steady, “we’re not done with this. They’ll be back.”

 

Oak didn’t respond verbally. He padded silently over to JC, his massive body brushing against his leg as he turned to leave the window. The house still felt eerily quiet, but JC’s mind was whirring—plans, contingencies, the next move.

 

“We’ll rest for now,” JC said, almost to himself. “They won’t come again tonight. But tomorrow… we’ll be ready.”

 

The two of them made their way to the bedroom, the weight of the encounter still pressing down on them. Oak padded into the room first, settling on a pile of blankets at the foot of the bed. JC, ever careful, crawled into the bed, his gaze lingering on the window. His mind replayed the encounter over and over, but the exhaustion soon overtook him.

 

As the house settled into the quiet of the night, Oak laid his head down, his breathing slow and steady, but still alert. JC watched him for a moment, his mind already working on their next steps. They weren’t master and pet. They weren’t simply companions. They were something deeper—kinsmen, bound by the fight against the Dogman. Their shared struggle, their shared survival, was what tied them together.

 

And when the time came, they would face it again, together.

 

Two days had passed since the alpha’s visit, and JC had managed to clean up the deer carcass—the smell lingering like a shadow in the back of his mind. The house was back in order, but the strange feeling that something—or someone—was still out there gnawed at him.

 

It was mid-morning when JC heard the soft rumble of a car approaching. Tires rolling over gravel. JC’s instincts immediately kicked in. He rushed to the basement door, signaling Oak to get inside and stay quiet. The giant creature gave a subtle nod, silently retreating into the shadows below, his presence felt more than seen. JC made sure to shut the blinds and lock the door before stepping out onto the porch.

 

The sheriff’s car had rolled to a stop at the end of the driveway. JC sighed, pushing back the discomfort he always felt when the law got too close to his secrets. He couldn’t afford anyone asking the wrong questions today.

 

Leaning against the doorframe, JC greeted the sheriff with a crooked smile. “Sorry, Sheriff,” he said, “If you’re short handed down at the Station I can’t help you seeing I’m short handed myself “ holding up his left hook .

 

The sheriff tipped his hat and walked up to the porch, his expression serious. “It’s not a social call, JC. I need to talk to you.”

 

JC raised an eyebrow. “About what?”

 

The sheriff shifted on his feet, clearly uncomfortable. “A family went off camping two days ago—just east of here, in the woods. They didn’t return when they were supposed to. No one’s heard from them since. We’ve got a search team out, but we can’t pick up the trail. I need someone who knows the area better than most. Someone who can track.”

 

JC hesitated. A search in those woods wasn’t just about finding lost campers—it was a risk. Alpha and the other creatures still lurked in the dark corners of the forest. He couldn’t take that chance, especially with Oak involved.

 

“You want me to lead the search?” JC asked, trying to keep his voice steady.

 

The sheriff nodded. “If you’re up for it. I know you know these woods better than anyone.”

 

JC’s mind raced. He needed to keep Oak’s secret safe, and he didn’t want to lead the sheriff and a search team into danger. If they found Oak, or worse, …if Alpha did, it could turn into a bloodbath.

 

“Look, Sheriff, I don’t think it’s that simple,” JC said slowly. “We might be talking about several days out there, maybe more. You can’t just go in with a full team. We’re not talking about just some stroll in-the woods “

 

The sheriff’s brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”

 

JC hesitated again, but only for a moment. “I’ll go. But only on one condition: It’s just going to be you, me, and my companion. No one else.”

 

The sheriff looked confused, taking a moment to process. “What? Just the three of us?”

 

JC nodded. “Yes. The woods around here are dangerous. I’m not dragging anyone else into this. You and I will search. I’ll bring my companion along to help.”

 

A flicker of doubt passed over the sheriff’s face. “And who’s this ‘companion’ you’re talking about?”

 

JC didn’t answer immediately. He turned toward the basement door and called softly, “Oak.”

 

A heavy silence filled the air, the kind that always followed when Oak was about to make an entrance. The sheriff glanced around, as if expecting something small, something unremarkable. He had heard whispers—rumors about JC and his “companion”—but nothing had prepared him for what happened next.

 

The door creaked open, and out of the shadows, Oak stepped into the dim light.

 

At first, the sheriff didn’t see Oak’s full form. The creature seemed to blend into the shadows, his massive shape just a silhouette in the doorway. JC had warned the sheriff, but it was nothing like seeing Oak up close.

 

The sheriff’s eyes went wide as Oak’s full figure emerged—his fur matted and dark, his frame broad and muscled. Oak was about 7 and a half feet tall, with powerful arms and legs that were thick with muscle, giving him a terrifying presence. His features were sharp, but in the right light, you could see something in his eyes—an intelligence that couldn’t be mistaken.

 

“Is that… a dog?” the sheriff muttered under his breath, his heart racing.

 

JC gave him a wry smile, watching the sheriff’s reaction carefully. “Well, in a way,” he replied with a dark chuckle. “But he’s much more than that. This is Oak. He’s a little… different.”

 

The sheriff took a step back, his face pale. “I—What the hell is that, JC?” His voice wavered, disbelieving. “That’s not a dog. That’s… that’s a goddamn—”

 

“A Bigfoot,” JC finished for him, his tone steady but serious. “And he’s with me. I’ll keep him on a short leash if you’re nervous, but trust me, you don’t want to make him angry.”

 

The sheriff’s mouth hung open as he processed the enormity of the situation. “This is… this is insane,” he said, half-laughing to himself, his hands shaking slightly as he took another step back. He looked at JC, his expression a mix of fear, awe, and disbelief. “You’ve got to be kidding me. I thought you were just talking about some big dog. But this? This is beyond…”

 

“Yeah, it’s a lot to take in,” JC said, his voice grim. “But he’s trustworthy, Sheriff. And right now, he’s the only thing that’s going to keep us alive if things go sideways.”

 

The sheriff swallowed hard, nodding slowly. “Alright. I guess if we’re doing this, it’s the three of us. But… damn, JC, this is the kind of story I don’t know how to tell anyone.”

 

JC gave a quiet, almost tired smile. “Yeah, well. If you make it through this, maybe you’ll get to tell it .

 

 

The first light of dawn stretched across the horizon, casting long, jagged shadows that crept through the trees. The air was thick with an oppressive stillness, the kind that hung heavy with unspoken danger. JC stood at the entrance of his compound, watching as the sheriff’s car slowly rolled down the long gravel driveway. His eyes flicked to the back of his truck, where Oak sat, his massive form a shadow of muscle and silent watchfulness.

 

When the sheriff’s car came to a stop, JC didn’t wait for the officer to approach. He motioned for the sheriff to get into the truck. With a wary glance at Oak, who had already climbed into the back of the vehicle, the sheriff slid into the passenger seat. The air around them seemed to hum with the weight of the search ahead.

 

The truck rumbled to life, and they headed toward the campgrounds about six miles away—the last place the family had been seen. The sheriff pulled out his phone and passed over a photo of the missing family. “This is them,” he said, his voice tight with concern. “Mom, dad, and their two teenage twins. They’ve been coming out here for years—just a family tradition. They were supposed to return after an overnight trip. Their phones went silent. The family knew something was wrong, so they reported them missing. We found their campsite about a mile in.”

 

JC nodded as they drove. The sheriff’s voice was tinged with urgency as he continued. “They’re good people. A solid family. They’ve never been late before.”

 

The truck crested a small hill, and the campgrounds came into view. A sense of unease settled over JC. He could feel the tension in the air as they rolled up to the clearing where the family had set up camp. The scene seemed eerily peaceful, the tents still pitched, the campsite otherwise untouched. But JC knew better than to let appearances fool him. There was a stillness in the air, an unnatural quiet that sent a chill down his spine.

 

Oak’s head snapped around, his nostrils flaring. He jumped from the truck in a fluid motion, his massive form disappearing into the trees. JC and the sheriff followed, but it wasn’t long before Oak stopped dead in his tracks. He sniffed the air and then pointed sharply toward the right, his keen eyes narrowing.

 

JC followed Oak’s gaze and saw the disturbed earth in the field beyond the campsite. Deep, massive impressions marred the soft soil, the shape of large four-toed footprints unmistakable. The tracks were enormous—far larger than any human or animal could leave behind.

 

The sheriff frowned, his eyes darting nervously between JC and the prints. “What the hell is that?”

 

Oak let out a low, guttural moan, his eyes fixed on the tracks. JC stepped forward and crouched beside him, his hand resting on Oak’s broad shoulder.

 

He whispered a question in Choctaw, his voice low and grave: “Is it friend or foe?”

 

Oak’s response was slow, deliberate. His lips parted slightly, and he let out a series of guttural sounds, but the words themselves were as clear as any spoken language. “ (Foe.)”

 

JC’s stomach churned at the answer. This wasn’t just any Bigfoot. It was a rogue—isolated, dangerous, unpredictable. Oak’s nostrils flared again, and his eyes glinted with a mixture of warning and resolve. The rogue was close, it was toying with the family chasing them… then backing off driving them deeper into the woods, and it was only a matter of time before they crossed paths with it.

 

“This is bad,” JC muttered. “It’s big. The prints are huge—at least 11 feet. And it’s inbred, it’s big ,and its brain isn’t working right   A rogue. That means it’s a threat to everyone.”

 

Oak stood tall, his gaze flicking toward the woods where the rogue had gone. His massive hand reached down and grabbed a large, gnarled club from the ground. He motioned toward the direction the rogue had gone, his body tense and coiled, ready for action.

 

JC turned to the sheriff, his eyes dark. “It spooked the family. They ran that way. The rogue chased them.”

 

The sheriff’s mouth went dry, his eyes darting nervously to the woods. “So… they didn’t just disappear. They were hunted?”

 

“That’s right,” JC said grimly. “And if we’re going to find them alive, we need to move fast.”

 

They made their way toward the woods, Oak leading the way with a predator’s focus. Every step was calculated, every sound amplified in the dense, silent forest. The air felt thick, oppressive, as if the forest itself was holding its breath.

 

As they moved deeper into the woods, the signs of the family’s frantic flight became more evident. A broken tree branch here, a discarded backpack there. The family had run for their lives, and it was clear they hadn’t been able to outrun the rogue.

 

Then, they found him.

 

The father’s body lay sprawled on the forest floor, his limbs twisted at unnatural angles, a stark contrast to 

the serenity of the woods around him. The rogue had caught him first. The savage destruction and bite marks on the body was unmistakable. The rogue’s power was undeniable, its brutality unrestrained but its appetite was momentarily sated. JC felt a surge of anger course through him, but he pushed it aside. There was no time to mourn—not yet.

 

Oak let out a low, rumbling growl, his eyes fixed on the remains. His grip tightened on the club, his muscles coiled and ready to spring. He was more than just a companion—he was a protector, and he could sense the danger closing in.

 

The sheriff’s voice broke the silence, barely above a whisper. “What… what do we do now?”

 

JC’s eyes locked onto the sheriff’s. “We move on. We can’t stop now. The mother and kids might still be out there, but the rogue is close. We’ll find them, but we have to be ready for anything.”

 

Oak’s deep growl echoed through the woods, a warning to any creature that might be listening. The rogue was still close, and this was just the beginning.

 

With Oak in the lead, JC and the sheriff followed deeper into the woods, every step heavy with the weight of what they had seen—and what was still to come. The rogue was out there, waiting, and it wouldn’t stop until it had hunted them all.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 5

 

The Confrontation

 

The dense woods finally began to clear, revealing an abandoned concrete building—once used for RV storage—standing in eerie silence. The air felt thick with an unspoken tension. The trio moved cautiously toward the clearing, Oak at the forefront, his massive figure blending with the shadows. JC and the sheriff followed closely behind, both aware that the situation had reached its breaking point.

 

In the center of the clearing stood a figure—a woman, her back stiff with defiance. She was facing the rogue creature, a monstrous 11-foot beast, clutching a .357 Magnum with trembling hands. Her breath was shallow, but her eyes were full of determination. She stood between the creature and her sons, her only defense against the nightmare that had already torn her family apart.

 

The rogue creature, massive and terrifying, had yet to realize the woman’s gun was empty. Its eyes locked onto her, the predator sensing its prey was cornered, unaware of her last bullet. The silence between them was deafening.

 

Before JC or Oak could move into position, the rogue pounced. It was faster than anything they could have predicted. With a howl, the creature grabbed the woman, lifting her off the ground with ease. She screamed, her last bullet fired uselessly into the air. The rogue pulled her closer, its eyes glinting with malicious intent. With terrifying strength, it ripped her arm from its socket, tossing it aside with a sickening snap of bone.

 

The woman’s blood stained the air as she crumpled in the rogue’s grip. Her scream echoed for a moment before silence took over.

 

The sheriff, frozen by the horror of what he had just witnessed, recoiled. He vomited onto the ground, unable to control himself. The rogue, its eyes now turning to him with an unsettling gleam, growled menacingly. The sheriff barely had time to react before the rogue hurled the dismembered arm at him with unnatural force. The impact knocked the sheriff backward, sending him crashing to the ground.

 

“Now!” JC shouted, signaling Oak.

 

Oak didn’t hesitate. He charged forward, a beast in his own right, swinging a massive club with brutal precision. The heavy blow landed on the rogue’s knees with a sickening crack. The creature staggered, its enormous frame faltering before it crashed to the ground, howling in pain.

 

JC was already moving in. His revolver was in his hand before the rogue had time to recover. He aimed carefully, then unloaded six shots directly into the creature’s skull. Each bullet hit with a sickening thud, and after the final shot, the rogue’s body went limp, collapsing into a heap at their feet.

 

The clearing fell eerily silent once again, the only sound the ragged breathing of the sheriff as he struggled to push himself up from the ground.

 

JC stood over the body, grim-faced. “You need to get the boys out of here. They’ve seen too much. They need to get out of here . And we’ve made a lot of noise. It’s not just us out here anymore.”

 

The sheriff, his face pale and shaking, looked toward the boys, still hidden behind the trees. Their wide, terrified eyes met his, full of fear and disbelief. The younger boy’s face was a mask of shock, but the older one opened his mouth to scream.

 

“No!” the sheriff barked, stepping toward them, his voice low and urgent. “Quiet. We’re leaving now. No more talking. We go, now.”

 

JC and Oak moved toward the truck without another word, the weight of the situation settling in. As the sheriff led the boys to the vehicle, he threw a final glance back at the carnage, the unmistakable sense of dread still clinging to the air.

 

“We need to move,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Whatever else is out here, it’ll be drawn to this. We don’t want to stick around to find out what comes next.”

 

The three of them, Oak’s large silhouette in the lead, moved swiftly through the woods, the sheriff leading the boys—both of them still in a daze, too stunned to speak—toward safety. Behind them, the lifeless body of the rogue Bigfoot remained in the clearing, a warning of the terrible things that lived in these woods.

 

As they reached the truck, the sheriff cast a quick look at JC and Oak. “This isn’t over,” he muttered. “We’ve only just scratched the surface.”

 

The tension in the air remained thick. JC didn’t answer, but the unease settled deep in his bones. The real danger might be over for now, but JC knew something much worse was waiting just beyond the trees. 

 

 

 

 

The sheriff pulled up to JC’s compound just as the sky began to bleed into dusk. The air carried a strange weight, the kind that seemed to press against your chest and make every sound sharper, every shadow deeper. JC was waiting near the truck, arms crossed, with Oak lurking a few paces behind him, half-hidden in the tree line. The sheriff glanced at the hulking figure and quickly looked away, pretending he hadn’t seen it.

 

The boys had been dropped off with their aunt two hours earlier. They hadn’t said a word since the sheriff’s warning, but the looks on their faces told the story: fear, anger, and a simmering hatred aimed squarely at Oak. Even as they were being saved, they couldn’t separate the young Bigfoot from the monster that had destroyed their family. The sheriff understood their feelings—he wasn’t blind to what Oak was.

 

Stepping out of his car, the sheriff adjusted his holster, his movements tense. “JC,” he started, his voice measured, “we need to talk.”

 

JC motioned toward the sheriff. “You got something to say, say it quick. I don’t have all night.”

 

The sheriff hesitated, glancing over JC’s shoulder. “Those boys,” he began, his voice lowering, “they’re traumatized. I told them what I had to—what anyone else would tell them. There was no Bigfoot. There was no monster your parents were attacked by a bear and a joint task force rescued you. It’s the only way to protect them.”

 

JC’s eyes narrowed. “Protect them? How did we protect them? You think that’s gonna help them sleep at night?”

 

The sheriff’s tone hardened. “What was I supposed to say? That monsters are real? That the thing they saw with their own eyes was just the tip of the iceberg? You want them to grow up paranoid? Looking over their shoulders every time they hear a twig snap?”

 

“They deserve better,” JC shot back. “But that’s not what this is about, is it? You’re not protecting them. You’re protecting yourself. You saw Oak. You saw what he did back there. And instead of recognizing him for what he is, you’re lumping him in with the rogue Bigfoot .”

 

The sheriff flinched at the mention of Oak. He glanced toward the trees again, where Oak had moved closer, his massive frame half-illuminated by the setting sun. The young Bigfoot stood still, his dark eyes fixed on the sheriff. There was no malice in his expression, only an unsettling calm.

 

“JC,” the sheriff said, lowering his voice, “I get it. He saved those kids. I’m not blind to that. But people out there won’t care. They see something like him, they’ll call it a monster. And monsters don’t get a pass.”

 

JC stepped closer, his voice low and deliberate. “You think Oak’s the problem? Open your damn eyes. If Oak exists, what else is out there? Wendigos, Dogmen and  Rakes. You think the rogue Bigfoot was a fluke? People go missing out here all the time, and you know it. You’ve seen the reports. You’ve heard the stories. This town’s been living with monsters for years—they just didn’t want to believe it. And now you’ve got one of them on your side.”

 

The sheriff shook his head, his jaw tightening. “He’s not on my side. He’s on yours.”

 

 JC said. “Oak’s not even full-grown yet. He’ll be ten feet tall and a thousand pounds before it’s over. And when that day comes, you’ll be glad he’s here. Because trust me, you don’t want to face what’s out there without him.”(subtly addressing his Alpha problem)

 

The sheriff turned toward his car, his movements stiff. “JC, I’ve got a responsibility to protect people. All people.”

 

JC’s voice softened, but the steel in his tone remained. “Then protect them. But you do it by keeping them the hell out of here. A mile radius around this place. No hikers, no campers, no nosy reporters. No one else needs to die. You want the details, come back in the morning. I’ll tell you everything then. But for now, you need to go.”

 

The sheriff hesitated, glancing back at Oak one last time. “And if I don’t?”

 

JC didn’t flinch. “Then you better be ready to fight for your life. Because you won’t just be fighting me or Oak You’ll be fighting a bloody ,smelly  fanged nightmare that loves the taste of meat “ as he held up his clawed hand.

 

For a moment, the two men stood in tense silence, the weight of JC’s words settling between them. Finally, the sheriff eased into his car. “See you in the morning,” he said, his voice strained. “And you better have something worth saying.”

 

JC watched him drive away, the rumble of the engine fading into the distance. He turned to Oak, who stood motionless, his massive hands resting at his sides. “Let’s get inside,” JC muttered. “It’s almost dark.”

 

Oak rumbled low in his throat, a sound somewhere between agreement and unease. Together, they stepped into the house, locking the heavy steel door behind them. Outside, the shadows deepened, swallowing the compound in silence.

 

—Then Came the Morn

The sheriff arrived at JC’s compound just after dawn, the morning mist still clinging to the ground. His demeanor was calmer than the previous night, though his eyes darted nervously toward the tree-line as he stepped out of his car. JC greeted him on the porch, a cup of steaming coffee in hand. Oak was sitting just inside the door, his massive frame hunched over a serving tray as he worked through a twelve-egg omelet. Eli leaned against the counter, casually sipping from a mug.

 

The sheriff couldn’t help but chuckle as he caught sight of Oak. “Big fella’s got an appetite on him,” he remarked, tipping his hat in greeting.

 

Oak paused mid-bite and gave a subtle nod, his dark eyes meeting the sheriff’s briefly before returning to his meal. The sheriff blinked in surprise. “Did he just acknowledge me?”

 

JC smirked. “He’s got better manners than most folks around here. Come on in, grab some coffee.”

 

The sheriff hesitated, glancing once more at Oak before stepping inside. He took the cup JC offered and joined them at the table.

 

JC leaned back in his chair, his gaze settling on the 

sheriff. “You’re calmer than I expected. Something change your mind?”

 

The sheriff took a slow sip of his coffee. “After yesterday, let’s just say I’m a little more open-minded. Figured it was time I got the full story.”

 

Eli chuckled. “That’s good, Sheriff, because the full story is a wild one. You might want to brace yourself.”

 

JC began recounting the tale of his first encounter with Alpha and the pack, detailing the harrowing experience and the moment he’d found Oak—a young Bigfoot abandoned and left for dead. The sheriff listened intently, his expression shifting between disbelief and reluctant acceptance.

 

Eli chimed in, weaving in tales of Native American lore about Bigfoot and the “Old Ones,” the ancient beings said to walk the forests long before humans. “Our people have always known about them,” Eli explained. “They’re not just creatures—they’re part of the land, tied to it in ways we can’t fully understand.”

 

The sheriff shook his head, a small smile tugging at his lips. “Far-fetched doesn’t even begin to cover it. But after yesterday… well, I’d be a fool not to believe.”

 

Oak rumbled softly, finishing his meal and standing to stretch. The sheriff flinched slightly at the sheer size of him but quickly covered it with a cough.

 

JC stood and clapped his hands. “Alright, enough sitting around. Let’s check the perimeter. Just because we don’t see Alpha doesn’t mean he wasn’t here last night.”

 

The group stepped outside, the crisp morning air filling their lungs. JC led them toward the edge of the compound, explaining as they went. “The pack isn’t just a bunch of savage beasts. They’ve got a tactical mind—an instinct for hunting and strategy. That’s how they survive. And that’s how they’re planning to get us.”

 

The sheriff scoffed. “Tactical? You’re telling me these things plan?”

 

JC gestured toward a nearby tree, where claw marks ran deep into the bark. “See that? That’s not random. They’re scouting. They’re testing us.”

 

Oak moved to another tree, his nostrils flaring as he sniffed the air. He grunted and began climbing with surprising agility. Reaching a high branch, he pointed to an indentation in the bark and looked down at the group.

 

“He’s saying one of them was up there,” JC translated. “Watching us. ….Studying the house.”

 

The sheriff removed his hat and ran a hand through his hair. “I’ll be damned. I’m too old for this shit.”

 

Eli chuckled. “Hallelujah, brother.”

 

JC turned to the sheriff, his tone serious. “This is why Oak is here. He’s not just my friend—he’s my family. And he’s the only reason we’re still standing. You saw what he did yesterday. You really want to fight something like that without him on your side?”

 

The sheriff sighed, placing his hat back on. “I get it. I do. And I’m willing to help. But there’s a condition.”

 

JC raised an eyebrow. “Let’s hear it.”

 

The sheriff motioned toward his car. “This morning, I pulled some missing persons files. There’s a pattern. People disappearing in areas where we’ve found tracks like these. If you and Oak want my support, you’ll help me figure out what’s happening. If they’re dead, fine. But if we can find out what did it—or stop it from happening again—it’s a win.”

 

He reached into his trunk and pulled out a heavy black case, handing it to JC. “Here. A .50 caliber military rifle. Twelve boxes of ammo. One of only two in the county. The other’s unassembled, locked in evidence. If you go rogue, JC, I won’t hesitate to use it on you or Oak.”

 

JC took the case, his expression unreadable. “Fair enough. But you better be ready to fight alongside us if it comes to that.”

 

The sheriff nodded, his gaze shifting to Oak, who stood watching the exchange. For a moment, the sheriff seemed almost awed. “You’ve got some buddy there, JC.”

 

JC shook his head. “Not my buddy. He is kinda like my kid.”

 

The sheriff chuckled your kid?, JC replied I feed him, give him shelter ,teach him to survive out there and most importantly I learn how to be a better man for him if that ain’t a parent then …the sheriff looked at Oak. “Well, either way, he’s one hell of a specimen.”

 

Oak rumbled in response, lifting a massive hand to wave goodbye as the sheriff climbed into his car. The sheriff smiled faintly, shaking his head as he drove off. JC watched him go, the weight of the conversation settling heavily on his shoulders.

 

Eli broke the silence. “So what’s the plan?”

 

JC glanced at Oak, then back toward the house. “We dig in. And we get ready. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 6

 

When a stranger comes a knocking

 

The cool night air hung heavy with silence, broken only by the occasional rustle of leaves. Inside the house, JC stood by the large bay window, his 14-inch assault rifle locked and loaded. His eyes scanned the tree-line, a hunter waiting for prey—or predator. On the floor near him, Oak sat cross-legged, his massive club resting at his side. Eli leaned against the counter, cradling the .50 caliber rifle like a trusted old friend. The tension was palpable, a quiet readiness for whatever the night might bring.

 

Then came the knock….

 

It wasn’t frantic, nor was it timid. Just three deliberate raps against the heavy steel door. All three of them froze. JC’s eyes narrowed, and he called out sharply, “Look, I don’t know who you are, but it ain’t safe for you to be here. Get off my land now!”

 

A calm, almost casual voice replied, “Captain James Carter, open up. I need to talk to you.”

 

JC’s grip tightened on his rifle. “I don’t know how you know my name, but I’m telling you, if you don’t turn around and leave right now, you’re not gonna like what happens next.”

 

The figure on the other side didn’t miss a beat. “I’ve heard it all before, Captain. But the trouble you’re talking about isn’t typical now, is it?”

 

Before JC could respond, a bone-chilling howl echoed through the woods. The figure’s voice came again, steady as ever. “Look, I’m not leaving until you let me in. And I know you’re too decent a man to let my blood be on your hands….So Tick-tock, Captain. What’s it gonna be?”

 

JC glanced at Eli, who gave a small shrug and moved the .50 caliber out of sight. JC then looked down at Oak and motioned for him to head to the basement. Oak hesitated but obeyed, his heavy footsteps retreating down the stairs.

 

JC approached the door, rifle still in hand, and slid open the speak-easy slot. In the dim light, he could make out the man—a lean but muscular figure dressed in civilian clothes. Everything about him screamed government: the precision of his movements, the way his boots were laced, even the crispness of his posture.

 

“Look,” JC said through gritted teeth, “I don’t know which alphabet soup agency sent you, but if you don’t get off my land—”

 

The man interrupted with a wry smile. “Captain, let’s not waste time. I know what’s out there. And I know you know too.”

 

JC hesitated, the howl from earlier still ringing in his ears. Finally, he unbolted the door but kept his rifle aimed. “Come in. Close the door behind you and keep your hands where I can see them.”

 

The stranger stepped inside, locking the door behind him. He raised his hands, palms open. “I’m unarmed,” he said calmly before settling into a chair. “Now, it’s customary to offer your guest a beverage, isn’t it? I’ll take a coffee. Black.”

 

JC’s face turned red with fury. “I don’t know who the hell you are or what you want, but you’ve got about ten seconds to—”

 

“How rude of me,” the man interrupted, his tone still infuriatingly calm. “You can call me Rick Flair.”

 

JC snorted. “Flair? Like the wrestler? Look, I don’t care what kind of wrestling BS you’re—”

 

Rick held up a hand, cutting him off. “Yes, yes, I know. But let’s skip the banter. You have a Dogman problem, Captain.”

 

Before JC could respond, Rick walked over to the window, pulled out a sleek phone, and barked a single order: “Do it.”

 

JC and Eli watched as two silent crop-dusting planes appeared over the treetops, spraying a fine mist over the woods surrounding the house. Moments later, an ear-splitting chorus of howls and screeches erupted from the forest. The sounds of heavy paws retreating in panic filled the air.

 

Rick turned back to them, slipping his phone into his pocket. “I call it Dogman repellent. Something our R&D department whipped up. Messes with their senses—like putting tape on a cat’s feet while giving it a migraine. That’ll keep them away for about 36 hours Now, can we discuss why I’m here? And about that coffee …I prefer it black with  2 sugars …”

 

Eli, who had been silently watching the exchange, suddenly stepped forward, his eyes narrowing as recognition dawned. “It is you.”

 

Rick smirked, tilting his head. “How are you, Tonto?”

 

 

 

JC’s confusion deepened as he glanced between the two men. “Wait, you two know each other?”

 

Eli nodded, his expression unreadable. “Long time ago. Before you, before all this. But that’s a story for another time.”

 

Rick settled back into his chair, his smirk widening. “A story indeed. Now, Captain, let’s talk about what comes next. You’ve got more than Dogmen to worry about.”

 

JC folded his arms, his glare icy. “Start talking, Flair. You’ve got 36 hours before that repellent wears off, and I don’t plan on spending it babysitting some government spook.”

 

Rick raised his coffee cup in a mock toast. “Oh, Captain, you’re going to want to hear this. Trust me.”

 

 The room was heavy with tension as Agent Flair sat at the table, his calm demeanor at odds with the storm brewing in JC’s mind. Oak had retreated downstairs after Flair’s arrival, and Eli had stashed the .50-caliber rifle, but there was no mistaking the readiness in JC’s stance. His fingers lightly tapped the table, betraying his unease.

 

“Captain Carter,” Flair began, his voice as smooth as glass. “Do you know the story of the Land Between the Lakes incident? 1980, a family out camping, brutally attacked and killed by a creature.”

 

JC’s jaw tightened, but he said nothing.

 

“The official reports blamed a bear,” Flair continued, leaning back in his chair. “But unofficially? It was Dogman. My father, an FBI agent, was assigned to investigate. He wasn’t supposed to succeed—it was a political move to see a Black man fail and tarnish his record. But my dad was smart. He understood the ancient connections between humans and cryptids.”

 

Eli sat up straighter. “He researched the wall art in Arizona,Egyptian and Mayan hieroglyph's and poured over several books on anthropology didn’t he? The depictions of Bigfoot and other creatures caught his attention -especially Anubis in Egypt” he stated 

 

“He believed cryptids and humans once lived in harmony or avoided each other to exists in harmony —Black communities, Native tribes, they knew how to coexist with everything in nature . But back to the story. My father created a task force and brought in the best hunters and trackers. People like Tonto here.” He gestured toward Eli, who gave a modest shrug.

 

“They tracked the creature responsible, but it wasn’t alone. Dogmen never are. There was a pack. They hunted them down and, well…” Flair paused, his calm tone briefly faltering. “They killed the entire pack and captured four cubs. One of them is probably the one that cost you your hand, Captain.”

 

JC’s fists clenched involuntarily at the memory.

 

“My father completed the mission, and they promoted him,” Flair continued, his voice growing colder. “But not the way he wanted. He and his team were reassigned to a government division that… experimented on those cubs. They wanted to turn them into weapons. Injected them with steroids, sped up their growth, their aggression. And it worked. Those Dogmen massacred everyone in the facility, including my father. He called me before they got to him, told me he loved me. I heard his screams as they tore him apart.”

 

Flair’s face remained impassive, but his voice carried the weight of old pain. “That’s why I joined this line of work. Not by choice, but necessity. I wanted to be an actor or concert pianist Captain. Instead, I became… this government drone or in your case soon to be Handler”.

 

He pulled out his phone, swiping through images and satellite footage. JC leaned forward as Flair played a series of clips: JC’s hunts, from his first harrowing encounter with a Dogman to the brutal fight where he lost his hand.

 

“We have had you under surveillance when you had your first run in with that Alpha . You see Captain You’ve been working for us since you left the service,” Flair said matter-of-factly. “You just didn’t realize it.”

 

JC stared at the screen, stunned. “You’re telling me those hunts… those near-death experiences… were part of your plan?”

 

“Not planned,” Flair corrected, his voice calm. “Monitored. Every time you fought one of these creatures, you helped us learn. You’ve been an invaluable asset, Captain. Now, I want to make things official.”

 

JC scoffed, shaking his head. “If you think I’m working for the government—”

 

Flair raised a hand, cutting him off. “I’m not asking you to work for us. I’m offering you a promotion. You’ve already proven you’re the best at what you do. Now, it’s time to take the next step.”

 

JC’s anger simmered as he stared at Flair. “Yeah? And what’s that?”

 

Instead of answering, Flair leaned back, his calm gaze steady. “May I meet him?”

 

JC frowned, glancing at Eli, who gave a small shrug, as if to say your call. JC hesitated, then turned toward the hallway. “Oak,” he called, his voice firm.

 

Heavy footsteps echoed down the hall. JC turned, placing a hand on his chest and patting it twice, then pointed at Oak as he entered. It was their signal: Trust me.

 

Oak stepped into the room, his massive frame making the space feel claustrophobic. He stopped behind JC, his golden eyes scanning Flair with quiet intensity.

 

Flair slowly stood, craning his neck to take in Oak’s full size. “Gigantopithecus canadensis,” Flair said softly, the words carrying a note of reverence.

 

Oak tilted his head at the unfamiliar term, sniffing in Flair’s direction. A moment later, he let out a sharp huff, his expression conveying unmistakable disdain, as if to say, Not impressed.

 

Flair chuckled quietly, seemingly unshaken. “I want to offer you an opportunity,” he said, his eyes shifting from Oak to JC.

 

JC didn’t hesitate. “I’m not working for any government.”

 

Flair’s smile didn’t waver. “I understand Captain as I stated I’m offering a promotion and an opportunity to explore this Cryptid ecosystem and be its Father Nature of sorts …  a secret agent of the wilderness, a combination of military strategist, environmental guardian, and myth hunter. You will be  the last line of defense when the ordinary fails. Above and outside of the law and bureaucracy.

 

JC frowned, his mind racing. “What the hell are you talking about?”

 

“I think you know,” Flair said simply, his calm tone at odds with the storm brewing in the room. “But take your time, Captain. I’ll need your answer soon.      

 

 

—Opportunity Knocks 

 

The room was still heavy with silence, broken only by the occasional creak of the flooring as the young Bigfoot shifted his weight as he sat on the hardwood floor .JC sat at the head of the table, arms crossed, his expression as resolute as ever. Across from him, Agent Flair sat poised, his calm demeanor a stark contrast to the intensity in JC’s eyes. Eli, sipping from his coffee mug, watched the exchange closely, and Oak, ever observant, remained quiet but alert.

 

“Captain Carter,” Flair began, his tone measured, “I understand you’re not used to working with others, but think about what I’m offering you. With our resources, you could handle these cases on a national scale. The missing persons, the Dogman threats, whatever else is out there—it’s not just a Taylor problem. And you wouldn’t be doing it alone. You’d have—”

 

JC raised a hand, cutting him off. “No tactical unit,” he said firmly. “Too many cooks in the kitchen, and I can’t have anyone on my team who might look at Oak and see a monster. That’s not negotiable.” He glanced at Oak, who met his gaze with a subtle nod. “It’s gotta stay small—just Oak, Eli, and me. No one else.”

 

Flair tilted his head, intrigued but not surprised. “Fair enough,” he replied smoothly. “But if it’s just the three of you, you’ll need support .Resources ,funding and gear I have a surplus of equipment some experimental some abandoned either way it’s at our disposal.

 

“Good because we will need this,” JC said, sliding a folded piece of paper across the table. “Here’s what I want.” “I always figured since the day Oak entered my life, that sooner or later, the feds—or some shadowy government agency—would come knocking, whether to try and take Oak into custody or to recruit us for their own agenda.”

so I figured , Be prepared”

 

Flair unfolded the paper and began reading. His eyebrows lifted slightly as he went down the list. “Hmm. A custom RV, large enough for all of you. Comfortable living quarters, armored plating, off-road capabilities, fully stocked with advanced surveillance equipment.” He smirked. “I’ll admit, that’s smart. Keeps you mobile. Makes sense.”

 

He continued reading. “Lightweight Kevlar armor for you and Oak. Finding his size is going to be… tricky, but I like a challenge. Titanium club for the big guy—man, you’re gonna be a bad-ass, big guy.” He glanced at Oak, who gave a low, unimpressed huff. Flair chuckled. “State-of-the-art medical equipment for Eli, food bills for life covered… Check and check.”

 

Then Flair’s eyes landed on the last item on the list. He blinked, reread it, and let out a soft laugh. “Hold on now. Number six? This one’s going to be tricky.”

 

JC didn’t budge. “It’s all or nothing.”

 

Flair looked at Eli, who leaned forward to glance at the list. Eli raised an eyebrow, then leaned back in his chair, folding his arms. “All or nothing,” Eli echoed, nodding in agreement.

 

Flair sighed and shook his head, though there was a glimmer of amusement in his eyes. “You’re lucky I like impossible requests,” he said, pulling out his phone and snapping a picture of the list. He typed out a quick message, his fingers moving with practiced ease. “Alright. I’ll see what I can do. But I hope you know, Captain, this is the kind of thing that makes people either love you or hate you.”

 

JC leaned back, his expression unwavering. “Take your time, Flair. But one way or another, I need your answer.”

 

Flair tucked his phone back into his pocket, his calm demeanor intact, though his gaze lingered on JC a moment longer than usual. Oak shifted slightly, letting out a low, rumbling breath that seemed to shake the air around them. The tension in the room was thick, but Flair didn’t flinch.

 

The waiting began.

 

We have an Agreement…

 

Ten tense minutes ticked by as JC, Eli, and Oak sat in silence, each lost in their thoughts. The only sound was the faint hum of the refrigerator and the occasional tap of Oak’s nails on the table as he rhythmically drummed his fingers.

 

Finally, Flair’s phone buzzed, breaking the stillness. He glanced at the screen, his face impassive, and then stood with a smooth, deliberate motion. “It’s done,” he said simply, slipping his phone back into his pocket. “Watch the news tomorrow. You’ll see that we keep our word.”




OEBPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





OEBPS/images/cover-image.png
THE HUNT FOR

R.W. MOORE






OEBPS/images/pasted-image.jpeg






OEBPS/images/IMG_0448.png














