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Where is Cord Lockwood?

The snow-capped mountains looked ominous against the horizon, yet there wasn’t a more majestic sight to Kevin’s way of thinking. He had purchased a parka for the trip, warm and lined with alpaca fur, but his gloves and boots were by far the most expensive of his new outfit. He needed to protect his extremities in the sub-zero weather. 

He watched his breath stream into puffs in the air before turning back to take another look at the map in Tara’s hands. His and Tara’s Sherpa guide had set up camp for them with tents, supplies, and a campfire for food—and maybe some coffee—while they analyzed points on the map.

“Our guide says we should reach the pass by lunchtime tomorrow,” Tara said as her finger touched a spot on the crinkled map. The wind threatened to blow it out from under her grip, and Kevin took a corner to hold it in place.

“Okay.” Kevin looked over the map and all of their markings and writing and nodded, saying nothing more. He was a man of few words these days. It had been six months since Cord had gone missing, but they weren’t about to give up. Six months, six years, it made no difference to Kevin. 

It had been almost as long since there were any sightings of the Sasquatch that Cord crossed paths with. They hadn’t seen any portals either. At this point, there was not much to go on. There was, however, one cryptid whose sightings had recently increased...the Yeti. 

It was a long shot but Kevin and Tara had scraped together all of the resources they could to make a trip to Nepal, hire a couple of guides, and trek into the Himalayas to track the Yeti—or, at least, find the spots where it has been recently seen.

The Yeti was the cryptid that had flung Cord through a portal. Fearsome and incredibly violent, the beast had a bone to pick with not only Cord and Kevin but the Sasquatch as well. Whatever was going on with these creatures and the portals was still a mystery, and Kevin not only wanted to get to the bottom of it but he also wanted to get Cord home to his own world—no matter what it took.

Cord Lockwood was the priority. 

Reports and rumors were flooding the internet of a hairy, white-furred beast wreaking havoc in villages below the Himalayas. Stories were also coming in from places like Alaska, Russia, and more. It was suspicious that the activity had kicked up after Cord’s disappearance. 

Kevin had no idea what he’d do if he did find the Yeti, but he hoped it would lead to some answers or just some clues on how to get Cord back. If that failed, maybe, just maybe, they’d spot a portal they could hurl themselves through to go searching for him themselves. 

Whatever it took.

Still, Kevin was no fool. He knew the Yeti could crush him in two seconds. That was why he had come armed with tranquilizers and a pistol. Even the Sherpa were armed. 

As the sun dipped behind the mountains, Kevin crawled into his tent with a hot cup of coffee and tried to relax. He’d never felt so tense in his life. The temperatures dropped, and a chill began crawling down his spine. Shadows encircled the camp.

“Hey!” Tara peeked into Kevin’s tent. “I’m turning in for the evening. Going to read. but I’ll be up for a while if you need anything.”

“Sounds good, thanks. Sleep well.”

She stared at him for a few moments, a gentle smile on her face. There was a look of concern in her eyes. “We’re going to find him.”

“I know.”

“We won’t stop looking until we do. We’ll find a portal and search every alternate world until we do. I’ll be right here with you all the way.”

“Thanks.”

“Okay then, talk to you in the morning.”

“You got it.” 

She closed the flap to his tent, and he heard her footsteps crunch away to her own. His anger at her had cooled to smoldering embers. Even though he was still carrying a little resentment for all of the lies she fed him when they first met, he was glad he wasn’t in this alone. He appreciated her traveling all around the world with him to look for Cord. 

As the night grew late, Kevin wrapped himself in his sleeping bag and bundled up for sleep. It took a while as he was still cold despite all of the layers and the protective sleeping bag but, when he did drift off, he fell right into dreamland. 

And, it wasn’t too pleasant. 

As the frigid wind whistled, the Yeti attacked the camp, tearing into Kevin’s tent again and again. Kevin’s body was ripped apart by huge claws and strewn all over the mountainside, staining the snow red. 

The nightmare would start over again and again with the same whistling wind, echoing inside Kevin’s head. 

Ripped. Crushed. Flung.

Whistling.

Ripped. Crushed. Strewn. 

Whistling.

Ripped...

***
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Kevin had never been so happy to see the morning sun. It didn’t even matter that he was cold. He rubbed his face with both hands, unzipped his tent, and searched for a place to pee.

The scent of frying eggs filled the air. He saw the Sherpa cooking over an open fire, including something in a pot. Tara was already up enjoying morning coffee. 

After a few moments of shaking himself awake, Kevin joined Tara at the fire. 

“How’d you sleep?” she asked. 

Kevin shook his head. “Nightmares most of the night.”

“Again? I’m sorry.”

“Yeah, I can’t seem to shake them.”

“Well, hopefully, you will soon. Have some breakfast.”

“Smells good.” He looked around the area and saw the Sherpa already breaking down their tents.

“They said we should head out as soon as we finish eating.”

“Okay.”

“The increased Yeti sightings are promising,” Tara said. “They must mean something.”

“But, what?” Kevin shrugged as he shoveled some eggs into his mouth. “I-I-mean w-what is it up to? Why now? Where is the Sasquatch?”

“Wish I knew.”

“Cord would be able to figure it out.” Kevin sniffed the bean stew in his bowl before taking a bite. 

“He sure would.”

You don’t even know him. Not like I do. Kevin wanted to say to Tara, but he bit his tongue. Some residual anger reared its ugly head, but he pushed it back. There was no point to it, and it was self-defeating. He knew she really hadn’t meant to cause the chaos she had, and what was done was done. Besides, he needed her. He just felt she was pretending to know what she was talking about to appease him. That always left a bad taste in his mouth.

“Do you want to talk about your nightmares?” Tara asked. “Sometimes that helps to purge them. I read that somewhere.”

Kevin chuckled. “They’re always the same. I’ve told you about them before. All I keep thinking about after I have them is the Dyatlov Pass Incident.”

“The Russian hikers in the Ural Mountains?”

“Yep.”

“That was an avalanche and hypothermia.”

“Could have been, or...?”

“You think they stumbled upon the Yeti doing something in those mountains?”

“You never know,” Kevin said. “We know the beast is real, and we know it’s violent. So, there’s that.”

“And, we’re putting ourselves right in its path.” Tara sat and thought about that for a moment, then shivered. 

“Time to pack up,” Kevin said, heading for his tent. He thought about what he’d just left in Tara’s mind and giggled to himself. I’m going to Hell. 

After the entire camp had been packed up, the Sherpa led Kevin and Tara on an ascent into the snowy mountains. The cold air was clean and crisp. The snow was the purest white Kevin had ever seen. It was like being on an alien planet without a single sign of human life.

Hours passed and the scenery grew more beautiful the higher they went, yet there were no signs of any strange activity. Kevin’s heart sank, and disappointment wormed its way into his mind and soul. They were no closer to figuring out how to get Cord back than they were the day he disappeared. 

That was until one of the Sherpa rushed over to a ridge that coiled between the mountains. He called back to everyone, and Kevin’s heart fluttered.

He trudged through the snow to catch up and see what the Sherpa was looking at.

Huge tracks twisted up the trail to a notch above them. Excitement swelled in Kevin’s chest. The tracks had the recognizable shape of a clawed foot, similar to that of a Sasquatch footprint. 

“It’s been here!” Kevin called to Tara, and her wide smile reflected his own. “I think recently.”

“Now what?” she asked.

“We follow it.”

One of the Sherpa guides was arguing with the two others. He shook his head and waved his hands.

“What’s going on?” Tara asked.

“I don’t know. Some kind of disagreement?” Kevin moved closer to them. “Is everything all right?”

The head guide nodded and smiled. He brushed his companion off, who suddenly turned and started back down the trail.

“Where’s he going?” Kevin called.

The other Sherpa didn’t answer; they instead beckoned him and Tara to continue. 

After a few moments of confusion, Kevin and Tara followed their remaining two guides up to the notch. Kevin was out of breath by the time they reached it.

The tracks seemed to vanish within the notch. Kevin stopped and looked around, his chest heaving, legs tired. At least the mountains blocked the harsh winds that had begun stirring.

“I think it opened a portal here,” Kevin yelled over to Tara. “The tracks...they just disappear here.”

“You’re probably right. But, that means it could be anywhere here—or in any world for that matter.”

“But, it’ll come back this way,” Kevin said. “It has to. The portals, at least according to my theory, are charged up by the place, the location, they are in. The portals need a certain position, one that gets them energy from natural and supernatural sources—water, the mountain peaks, and the volatile weather here, forests. It has to do with the altitudes and the magnetic pull of our world. A portal wouldn’t just open in downtown New York, but maybe in a place that harnesses natural energy.”

“You think the portals are fixed points?”

“Not exactly, but they need that energy to open up, and some spots on our planet are stronger than others. I’m just guessing...”

“It’s as good a guess as any.”

“Let’s tell them to set up camp here. If I’m right, it’ll be a big payoff.”

“Okay, if that’s what you want.”

“It is. We’re out of the harsh environment too.”

“Sure.”

***
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The group spent another hour camped in the notch. Several times, Kevin went back to the Yeti tracks and examined them closely. He was fascinated by how enormous they were. At one point, Tara suggested they could have been made by a bear, but he brushed that off immediately. Tracks didn’t disappear this way. 

Kevin sat down and studied their map again, wondering where the Yeti might materialize next. The wind picked up around the notch suddenly, and loud whistling caught in Kevin’s ear.

He immediately tensed up.

The sun was hiding behind some clouds. Kevin swallowed and looked up. Dark clouds were moving in. They hadn’t been in the forecast—at least, not that he remembered. It seemed an awfully fast change, but anything was possible up in the mountains.

The whistling grew louder and Kevin stood up, a panicked feeling swelling in the pit of his stomach.

Both Sherpa stood with him. One pulled a machete from his pack.

Tara’s eyes widened. “What’s happening? I—”

A roar filled the notch, a sound that reverberated off the sides of the mountains. It seemed as if the beast stepped out of the rock itself. It blended into the backdrop of snow and ice and moved with lightning speed.

One the Sherpa was tossed into the air like a ragdoll. The other swung his machete with great force, missing completely and swiping nothing but air before toppling over.

Kevin saw the Yeti coming: a pillar of muscle and fur and claws stomping right toward him.

Tara screamed. “Kevin! Look out!”

He ducked into a pile of snow right beside him as the Yeti plowed past, a portal opening before him.

“Now!” Kevin yelled. “Tara, now!” 

“Kevin...wait!” She raced across the camp as Kevin jumped up and ran toward the portal.

Icy air lashed at Kevin’s face and his heart was in his throat, but he wasn’t about to lose it this time. He pushed himself as fast and hard as he could, almost to the point of collapse until...until... 

Kevin hurled himself into the portal right after the Yeti. 

Directly behind him, Tara leaped, colliding with Kevin as both fell into what felt like a bottomless pit.

The portal closed. 

2.

––––––––
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Jesse Malone stepped out of her home and stared at the line of trees just beyond the post and rail fence that surrounded her property.

There was movement behind the trees. Her grandkids might think she was older than dirt, but there wasn’t a damn thing wrong with her eyesight. 

The moon was full and its light brighter than on the past few nights. The thing moving in the trees couldn’t hide from the moon. No sir. It wasn’t as half as smart as it thought it was. Shadows betrayed its movements and exaggerated its height and shape, which was already beyond the normal human range.

She moved across her backyard, past the chicken coop and the stable. The animals were crying and fidgeting. They knew all too well that the creature was back. 

As she crept closer to the fence, a growl rose within the trees. 

“No, you don’t!” Jesse called. “You’re not going to talk back to me and run. Not after all the chickens you took, you son of a bitch!”

Crackling sounded in the trees and footfalls crunched over fallen leaves. Jesse reached the fence and rolled herself over it, bursting into the trees.

The creature bolted, huffing, and puffing. It was big, strong, and damn fast. 

What are you doing, lady? You’ve lost your damn mind. 

Jesse gave chase despite her gut telling her to back off. Moonlight streamed through the trees, illuminating the patch of woods that encompassed the edges of her property, but, too soon, she had gone too far and stood in the middle of no man’s land.

That didn’t stop her. Despite the ache in her back and the wheeze in her chest, she carried on, chasing after the beast that wouldn’t stop invading her property. 

***
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Kevin hit a few tree branches on his fall to the ground. He landed with a thud. Tara came flying after him. She tucked and rolled and gasped.

“You all right?” Kevin asked as he caught his breath and tried to stand up. He fell back down again.

“Am I all right? What about you? I—” She rolled onto her stomach, climbed to her knees, and threw up. “Oh, shit...my head. What the hell...?”

“Give it time to pass,” Kevin said as he put his hand on the trunk of a tree. He pushed back the motion sickness and the disorientation and forced himself to breathe in and out of his nose. 

“Breathe in and out.” He told her.

She put up her hand, nodded, and threw up once more. “God...that is awful.”

“I know.”

It was then Kevin felt how warm it was. He stripped off his parka and his hat and gloves. He was down to his thermal shirt now as he finally managed to stand up completely. He waited for Tara to get her bearings and stand. She stumbled and started to fall.

He dashed to her side and caught her. “The first time is always the roughest.”

“This...sucks...”

“Welcome to my world.”

Kevin looked around while he waited for Tara to recover. Tall trees swayed in a gentle breeze. The moon glowed high in the sky, looking practically like a spotlight over the woods they’d fallen into. He watched Tara fight to get her parka off, tripping over herself yet again as she ripped it from her body and tossed it to the ground.

She yanked her beanie off and sighed. “I think I’m okay now.”

“If you say so.” Kevin walked through some leaves and almost tripped over a gnarled tree root. A small deadfall blocked his path and he decided to sit down on it. “Wonder where we are. Wonder if we’re in another realm and if...”

“Hold on.” Tara bent to her parka. “Let me get my phone. It's zipped up in my coat somewhere.” She ruffled around until she found it, switching it on. “Just calling up the GEO location and maps and...ah-ha...Elkhorn, Wisconsin. Walworth County.”

“Dammit no...no! We’re still in our world.”

“What’s wrong? We went all the way from the Himalayas to Wisconsin in the blink of an eye. That’s something.”

“It’s nothing. It tricked us. The Yeti just wanted us out of the way.”

“That doesn’t mean Cord didn’t end up here somewhere,” Tara reasoned.

“Of course, it does. He would have reached out to us by now. It’s been months. He wouldn’t have stayed hidden. He’s not in our world. I know it.”

“Then there may be clues around here.” Tara lifted her phone and started recording video. After a few seconds, she played it back. “Just as I thought. There are particles all over the place, Kevin. This place is full of energy like you were saying.”

“A lot of good that does us now.” Kevin sulked for a few moments until he heard something snap in the brush behind him. He turned slowly. 

“What if we...?”

“Shhh, there’s something out there.”

“What? Where?”

“Behind me. We’re being watched.” Kevin stood up and gazed into the trees. Something big stood there, staring back. Yellow eyes pierced the shadows. A snarl rose.

Kevin whispered. “Tara...be careful. It’s right there.”

“I see it.”

A howl split the night and the beast crashed through the trees in the opposite direction. Kevin leaped over the deadfall and gave chase. 

Tara ran after him, trying to keep up.

Kevin’s heavy snow boots hindered his ability to keep up with what looked to be a big hairy dog on two legs. The shaggy creature curled around a thicket of trees and tore right through a briar patch. Kevin and Tara managed to circumvent the briars and keep it within their sights.

It suddenly put on a burst of speed and pulled ahead of them, vanishing in the distance. But, Kevin could still hear its heavy footfalls and refused to stop chasing it.

“Kevin, Kevin it’s gone!” Tara called. “We can’t catch it!”

The two of them ran and ran, streams of moonlight guiding their path until they reached a footpath and decided to follow it wherever it led.

Eventually, even the sound of the creature’s footfalls dwindled into nothing more than the night sounds of the woods. Kevin and Tara slowed down, passing a host of tree stumps and a pile of firewood. 

They were about to stop to take a break when a flashlight’s beam struck them right in the face. Kevin panted and Tara squinted. Both froze in their steps.

“Who the hell are you, and what are you two doing on my property?” The woman’s voice was loud and angry.

When the light moved to one side, Kevin found himself staring at the wrong end of a shotgun. He put up his hands. Tara followed his lead.

“Um...” he croaked. “We’re monster hunters?”

***
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The older woman led Kevin and Tara over the fence and into her backyard. Even in the dark, with the moonlight shining down into her yard, she looked strong. Built of hearty stock. She wore a blue bandana around her head, and her raven tresses were streaked with gray. A couple of tattoos adorned her right arm. Her nose was pierced with a very small stud that glinted in the moonlight. 

“The damned thing keeps stealing my chickens. It’s gotten three of them and just won’t leave ’em be. I’m tired of it. I started taking matters into my own hands. Sheriff thinks I’m some nut job but the blood and feathers around my yard tell a different story.”

“When did this start happening?” asked Kevin.

“About six months ago. Woke up one night to the sound of something prowling around the outside of my home and my horse Nugget throwing a fit.”

“Has it left any tracks or fur or anything?” Kevin followed the woman toward an old, rambling farmhouse at the top of a hill.

“Not a lick.”

“Hmm, okay, and what do you think it is?”

“I don’t think. I know. It’s the Beast of Bray Road.”

“I know that story!” Tara insisted.

“Suppose the internet or television documentary?” Jesse asked.

“A combination of both. The Dog Man. Also known as a werewolf or loup-garou in France. Rougarou in Cajun country...”

“Probably all the same creature,” Kevin said, glancing at Tara. He wondered if she was thinking the same thing he was thinking. Portals. 

The woman nodded. The three of them stepped into the farmhouse’s kitchen, where the woman put down her shotgun. “Can I get you two some coffee?”

“That’d be nice. I’m Kevin by the way.” He took a seat at her table.

“Tara.”

“Good to meet ya. I’m Jesse. Born and raised in Elkhorn, and I’ll tell ya one thing...this ain't the first time a monster has harassed our town.” She threw some instant coffee into three cups and turned on the burner underneath the hunter-green teakettle.

“You have more stories to tell?” Kevin asked.

Jesse’s eyes widened. “You bet I do. Sugar?”

“Please,” Kevin and Tara answered at the same time. 

“So, what else have you seen around your hometown?” asked Kevin.

“Not just me. Other townies, too. Friends and family. One night several of us saw something dash across the road when we were driving home. It was a strange-looking thing. A crooked body...you know what I mean? And, red eyes. I’ll never forget those eyes.”

Kevin turned to Tara. “Sounds like that could have been a Jersey Devil.”

“Here in Wisconsin?” 

“Wouldn’t surprise me,” Jesse said. “Our lands are pretty haunted.”

“First thing we should do is set up a stakeout for this Dog Man that keeps stealing your chickens,” Kevin said. “Try to make it as unwelcomed here as possible.”

Jesse laughed a hearty belly laugh. “Good luck with that. I’ve been trying that for months.”

“This creature,” Kevin continued. “Has anyone else seen it recently?”

“Plenty of people. We’re not far from Bray Road, son. I mean, Doc Halloran nearly ran it over just last week.”

“Can you take us over there in the morning? Show us the spot?”

“You got it.” She set two steaming cups of coffee down on the table.
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