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Night of the Living Turkeys

by TS Paul

“I hate holidays. Thanksgiving is just another day as far as I’m concerned. That is pretty much my opinion for all the other holidays as well. Don’t get me wrong. I love my family but the Alpha that rules our Pack is a bit of a tool. And not a good one either. The last time I tried to come home without asking he nearly killed me. Well, not him. His goons did that for him. You’re better off little dude. At least Agatha and her grandmother love you.” I looked down at Fergus while I spoke. He was just a bit unhappy that they were going home to Maine in a few minutes.

“I can’t stay here with you? Agatha let me do it last time.” Fergus hopped over an errant pencil on my desk as he trotted back and forth.

Pursing my lips, I tried to let the little guy down gently. “That was at the Academy. I’m sort of working this weekend. My boss is a real taskmaster.”

“And she will be really pissed if you spend all of it watching football and eating pizza!” 

Turning I could see Agatha, the boss in question, standing in the doorway. She smiled as she walked into the room. It was the first time in several months I’d seen her in civilian clothes. Not a suit jacket in sight. She still wore her shoulder holster and badge though. FBI regulations stated we had to have them on our bodies at all times. As a Witch, she didn’t need a gun, not really, but rules were rules. It was the same way for me. Three-inch claws could take care of most issues.

“I was just telling the little dude I was busy. He really doesn’t like turkey does he?” I asked.

Agatha snorted. “No, he doesn’t. When I was ten, he accidentally had a run in with a rogue Tom.”

I could feel my face scrunch up. “Tom?”

Agatha laughed. “Male turkeys are called ‘Toms.’ Grandmother took us to a neighbor’s farm to pick out ingredients for an upcoming Thanksgiving meal she was organizing for the Coven. While she and the farmer talked, Fergus and I explored.”

“A big farm?” I asked.

“The biggest. While grandmother has the biggest vegetable garden, Mr. Tommy raises the best chickens, turkeys, and ducks in Maine. You might say his place has a bit of a fowl smell about it.”

I shook my head. Someone has been teaching Agatha how to make really bad puns. I suspect it might be Cat. 

“Gotcha there. We poked around the barns and had a few run-ins with geese and ducks. Some of those things are mean. If a goose is mad at you for trying to pick up a couple of chicks, run. Those wings alone can break your arm. Especially if you are still a child.” Agatha sat down in the chair opposite mine.

“Fergus didn’t want to have anything to do with the geese. To him, they’re feathers with feet. He wanted to play with the goslings. He’s the one that got me in trouble with the geese, to begin with.” 

“No. Really? Fergus is a real pain in the ass sometimes.” I laughed as I said it to her.

Agatha smiled. “Yeah, well, he does it to himself. So there we are peeking into sheds and barns when Fergus falls into a goose nest. He’s yelling for help surrounded by about a dozen baby chicks. They’re all pecking at him, and he’s running around in circles inside the nest.”

“Isn’t he impervious to harm?” I could just about see it too.

“He is, but all those baby birds freaked him out. I reached into the nest and started trying to catch him. That is, of course, when Mama goose came home.” 

I winced at the picture of a mad momma goose. “Ouch.”

“Ouch is right. First, she hissed at me. I had my hands full of baby chicks and Fergus… Fergus was still running around the nest making those little balls of fluff all scream for mama! I was setting the chicks down when she charged me.” Agatha rubbed her leg as if it hurt.

“She attacked me in the legs with her beak. I tried to move away, but the goose was relentless. Beak down, charging at top speed, she kept slamming into my legs. Then came the wings. The goose would get a running start and flap right at me. Those wings hurt when they hit you!” 

I tried not to laugh at her. “Why didn’t you move? She obviously wanted you gone.”

“Fergus. He was still in the nest scaring the chicks, and I didn’t want to lose him. I managed to grab him, but the goose was still attacking me. In her rage, she couldn’t tell the difference between Fergus and one of her babies.”

“What did you do?” As stories go, this one was getting good.

Agatha smiled. “I tossed him and ran for it.”

“You tossed him?”

“Yup. Just as hard as I could. He was like Superdude for about ten seconds, and then the fun really started.” Agatha tilted her head and stared at Fergus on the table in front of me. He was standing stock still with the strangest expression on his small face.

“He landed on the back of a full grown Tom turkey.” 

“The males are those great big ones with all the feathers, right?” I asked.

Agatha nodded. “They are. Fergus landed with a plop, and the Tom took off running! He must have thought a rock hit him or something, but that turkey was running like it was the race for its life.”

“And Fergus?”

“Holding on for dear life! If he had only let go he would have been fine, but he had a mouthful of feathers and was riding it like a bucking bronco,” Agatha continued.

“Did he stay on longer than eight seconds?” I asked.

“I think so. Why?” Agatha asked.

“It’s the requirement for bronco riding. They score you after that time. Maybe Duke Berry should give his buckle to Fergus. I bet a wild turkey is wilder than a real bull.” I told her.

“Meaner too. If you think the goose was mean, you should have seen the turkey. It just added another chapter to his life. If Unicorn’s had resumes, Fergus’s would be like a phone book.”

I laughed and looked down at the Unicorn in question. “Sorry, buddy. You have to go with her this time.”

Fergus turned and swished his tail at me. Which caused me to laugh even harder. It was pretty funny when he ‘gave me the tail.’ 

“Fergus, you know Grams is making your favorite. Why are you trying to stay here?” Agatha looked over at her oldest friend.

The tiny Unicorn sniffed at the Witch and walked over to the television program guide. Using either his feet or Magick, he got the pages to turn. “Right there. It’s the Pony Play Holiday Special. Can we take a TV with us?”

Agatha dropped her head forward and started laughing. I just gave her a funny look and stared. After a moment she raised her head and spoke. “Grams doesn’t have a TV in the house. She says it rots the brain.” Looking at Fergus, she shook her head. “We can tape it for you, you know?”

Fergus jumped up and down a couple of times. “You can?”

“Of course we can. But let me do it, OK? I’ll save it on the DVR. Tape is a bit too old school for me.” I remarked.

“Well if you have to. I’ll take my tape and leave then.” Agatha laughed.

“Can I help it if I’m a techie?” I laughed with her. “Seriously though. Do you know how long you will be gone?”

Agatha replied. “I told the director it would be three or four days. She offered to fly me up in the Lear.”

“That’s pretty cool. You’re going, right?”

“I am. It will help me to get back faster. I’m leaving Cat in charge while I’m gone, but it will just be you and her. Bill’s got a family thing in California and Ana is busy doing, well, you know. So if you run into any trouble, you will have to use the regular FBI guys as backup. Try not to kill any of them. It won’t look good on my AAR reports. Understand?” Agatha pointed out.

I snorted. “The FBI runs on paperwork. Have a good time, boss. After the year we’ve had you deserve a few days off. It should be pretty quiet around here.”

“And now you’ve jinxed it.” A new voice echoed from the doorway. 

I looked past Agatha into the smiling face of Catherine Moore. Cat to her friends. Like Agatha, she was a senior Agent and the Alpha of our Pack. “Hi, Cat.”

“As soon as she leaves, we’ll get buried in Magickal requests, and it will be all your fault for even mentioning it. Just you wait.” The blond and blue-eyed Agent commented as she stepped into the room. 

Agatha stood and gave her a big hug. “I’m only going for a couple of days. What could happen?”

“And there you go too! Bad luck is going to follow us around now. Have a safe trip, Aggy. You too Fergus. Try to stay away from the Mexican food this time.” Cat waved her hand in front of her face suggestively.

Agatha chuckled. “Beans and cheese don’t really agree with him. You two hold the fort. I’ll see you next week.”

She scooped up Fergus and left the room.

I looked down at my monitor, Fergus had somehow typed ‘Unicorns rule and cats drool’ on my keyboard when I wasn’t looking. Pointing, I told Cat, “Do you see this? I had no idea he could read.”

Cat peeked over my shoulder and smiled. “He has depths we never knew about.” 

“And farts we do,” I replied. “Poor Agatha. She gets to ride with him.”

Cat laughed and gave me a friendly nudge. I liked Cat. She has become so much more than the Alpha that kicked my ass and forced me to submit. My father and brothers asked me once if I was dating her. I remember laughing and telling them she would kill and eat me whole if I even tried that. She was one of a kind and woe be the man that approached her the wrong way.

“So, any orders part-time boss?” I asked.

“Just finish compiling the reports on the Florida mission. Did you see the local FBI report on the Pacific Northwest case?” 

I nodded. 

“Make sure you update it with all that research you did last month. The extra background is always a good thing if another one of those things pops up. Agatha added one of our special tracking codes to the file on that girl. Something is off about her. Agatha says she’s not quite what she seems to be. For now, we will watch and learn. Better that way actually.”

Scratching my head, I turned to stare at Cat. “Are you sure? We can have the local office pick her up. I thought Magick users couldn’t help the government?”

“In a way, she’s not. Only the local police which is splitting hairs. We don’t need to see her. Not yet. Better to keep her off the Council’s radar too. Just update the file.” Cat gave me a pat as she left. “I’ll be in my office if you need me.” 

It boggled my mind that one man used to do all of this alone. And a human no less. In my eyes, Jack Dalton is a god among men or at least the FBI.


<<<>>>

Things were quiet in Virginia, but little did we know that Georgia was heating up.

“What do you mean we have to cook a hundred and fifty turkeys?” 

The man asking was Peter Baker, the one and only butcher in the tiny town of Shade Pine, Georgia. 

The woman in front of him thrust a wad of paper at him. “This says you have to do it. Don’t you remember signing this last year?” 

Taking the papers, Peter quickly ruffled them. They had last year's date as well as his signature on them. “Where did you get these?”

“Your desk. They were stuffed into that top drawer you call a pen storage. Isn’t that your signature?” The woman was Dorothy Wood, the shop’s one and only full-time employee.

Peter blinked a few times at the papers in his hand. Last year. What was he doing in… He looked down at the date. September?

Thinking back he could only remember one instance he would have signed this, and it wasn’t a good thing. His biggest client last year, in September, was the local voodoo mambo. 

The wedding was the largest one in the county. Dr. Hangbo was pretty famous around here. He ran a small clinic on the very edge of the county line but was also known as a voodoo priest.

“The food was most excellent Mr. Baker. I will be having a celebration of sorts for the members of my church next year. Would you be interested in providing the meat?” Hangbo asked.

To Peter’s ears, the priest’s accent was British. No one in town knew where the small man had come from, only that it was the Empire. He didn’t sound Canadian.

“What do you need?” Peter asked.

The little man looked up at the sky for a moment. “One hundred and fifty turkeys. Cooked and ready to serve. Can you do that? I will pay you handsomely if you are able.”

Peter’s mind was going a mile a minute. How would he cook that many turkeys in time for a single order? And keep them hot. “I think I can do it. It will cost though. When would you need them?”

The small man smiled. Peter shuddered when he realized his teeth were both sharpened and gold capped. “I believe you call it Thanksgiving here in the States. I will have a contract prepared. Understand that the penalty clause will be harsh. Is this satisfactory for you?”

“I think I can do it.” Peter held out his hand to shake on it.

Hangbo only stared at him. “You must be sure, Mr. Baker. Can you do this or not? You must be very clear about things.”

Peter hesitated. Then he nodded and held out his hand again. This time the priest took it.

“Excellent.” Hangbo made a strange hand motion. One of the wedding ushers appeared next to him with a wad of paper.

“Charles here has the contract already prepared.” 

Peter took the paperwork and read the terms. He was excited by the part that read he could charge anything he liked. ‘Within reason’ is what it actually said. It was the penalty that tripped him up. “What is this part right here?”

Without actually touching the paper, Hangbo looked down at it. “Ah, the penalty. It means what it says, Mr. Baker. The penalty will be the most appropriate one available. I would advise you to meet the terms.”

“That doesn’t tell me anything. Does it mean you will bill me or something?” Peter scratched his head in thought.

“No money will be asked for if you fail. My promise you have on that, Mr. Baker.” 

“OK then. I’ll sign it.” Peter replied.

Hangbo smiled. “Excellent.” He nodded to Charles, who still stood beside him.

Charles held out a pen to Peter and offered a clipboard to sign upon.

“You first, if you please, Mr. Baker,” Hangbo asked.

Peter snatched the pen out of Charles' hand and signed quickly. As he dropped the pen, it somehow bit him. “Ouch!” 

Looking at his hand, Peter could see a small drop of blood. “That thing bit me!” He held his hand against his mouth instinctively. 

“Ah, Americans. There are times I dislike this modern world of yours. Who I can deal with, who I can curse, who I have to report to, all of that nuisance. Things were so much easier when all we had was the crossroads.” Hangbo signed the contract quickly.

“Now the deal is complete Peter. As a bonus, I will double your business. Call it a kindness if you like. Remember our deal though. One hundred and fifty turkeys. Fully cooked and ready to eat on November twenty-fifth. You have a full year on which to figure out the details. Have a nice day.” Hangbo tipped his hat and walked back toward the party. Peter tried to stop him but was prevented by Charles.

“Do we have enough in the freezer?” 

Dorothy’s question snapped Peter out of his memories. He had taken his story to the bartender at the Lazy Rest. Everyone there told him how much of an idiot he was. Peter wasn’t a big fan of history or anything non-meat or football related. How was he to know making a deal at the crossroads was a deal with the devil? Or at least one of his servants. He got drunk staggered home. A copy of the contract was on his desk in the morning.

“Check the backup freezer. I placed a big order back in July. There should be enough to cover it.” Peter mused as he kept flashing back to that day.

“How are you going to thaw them out and cook them in time?” Dorothy asked.

“Uh, what?” Peter asked.

“Thaw and cook. Like the contract says.”

Peter’s eyes got huge, and he flipped to the front of the contract. “Crap” 

Dorothy gave him a look like his mother used to and walked away.

Looking down at the paper Peter grimaced. What’s the worst he can do to me, anyway? Maybe this was a good time to get drunk.

<<<>>>

So far I hadn’t seen any sign of cursing the holiday by talking about it. Cops are funny. We are like athletes in that we get superstitious about things. The guys in the lab used to never, ever, mention Anastasia’s name out loud. It was a sure-fire way to make her appear and pile on more work. I glanced in the direction of her tiny room. It would be nice to get her back, someday.

“You just had to open your mouth didn’t you?” Cat yelled as she climbed on board the team’s bus.

“About what? Don’t tell me we have an assignment?” I asked.

“We do. It’s in Northern Georgia. How fast can we get there?” She asked.

“Where in Georgia? That is a big State.” I quickly pulled up the navigation system.

“Shady Pines. It looks like it’s sort of near Macon.” 

Punching in a few coordinates, I pulled up the maps. “Seven or eight hours. Closer to nine, but we can hit the sirens to get through most problems. What’s the case?”

“Undead Turkeys if you can believe it,” Cat answered.

“Undead what?”

<<<>>>

Sales were brisk and heavy for Baker’s Butchery the day before Thanksgiving. Peter had tried calling Dr. Hangbo, but he either wouldn’t take his call or answer the phone. He had checked with Reverend BillyBob Jenkins over at the Washed by the Blood Baptist Church, but all he said was to pray for forgiveness. Baptists weren’t all that interested in action instead of words. Peter shoved the contract back into his desk and tried to forget about it. ‘Tried’ is the word.

“Did you call that guy?” Dorothy asked as she carried yet another cooked ham to the case up front.

Peter looked up from his fish butchery. Ham was the big seller this year. Since he couldn’t cook that many turkeys, he would have to have a sale or something to move the product. Maybe for Christmas. “No. He won’t answer the phone.”

“My sister’s roommate's cousin ran afoul of that man once.” Dorothy smiled at her customer and wished them well.

“And?”

“And nothing. She said once the deal is made there is no backing out. The cousin made a deal to be famous.” Dorothy pulled out a big knife and started slicing the ham.

“What happened to him?” Peter asked.

“Who?” 

“The cousin,” Peter asked.

“What about the cousin?” Dorothy asked. Her knife was flashing under the bright store lights.

“What happened to him?” 

Dorothy stopped and carefully laid the knife down. “He died jumping off the Chattahoochee bridge.” 

Peter froze, “Hangbo killed him?” 

“Not directly. He left a note, but just about everyone in the state read or watched the report about him. Being on TV and in the newspapers is sort of like being famous.” Dorothy replied. She picked up her knife and went back to work.

Peter frowned and then shook his head. Note to self. Stay away from rivers and bridges.

“Is it OK if I leave early tonight? My mom is coming home for the weekend.” Dorothy asked. 

“Sure. I’ve got a ton of prep to do for tomorrow’s sales. Lots of folks don’t like cooking on Thanksgiving. Business is slowing a bit anyway today. Tell your momma ‘hi’ from me.” Peter told her.

“I can do that.” Dorothy finished up the ham and cleaned up. 

Peter looked out the main window into the street. Business was brisk, but not like it had been all year. Movement caught his eye, and he spotted him watching him. Dr. Hangbo and his assistant Charlie stood across the street watching the front of the store. It was too far to see, but for just a moment he thought the small man tipped his hat to Peter.

“Don’t poke the bear.” 

Peter looked behind him. Dorothy was watching him, watch the man across the street. “What?”

“Half the town is scared of that man and the other half thinks it’s all hocus-pocus. Causing trouble won’t get you anywhere. I looked at that contract. It doesn’t have any specifics. Just ignore it.” Dorothy picked up her purse and scarf and strutted out the front door.

Looking out the window, Peter didn’t see the two men but sensed that they were lurking somewhere nearby. He really did intend to cook the turkeys. At least that’s what he told himself. It would all blow over in a day or so.

<<<>>>

“Turkeys. For real?” I asked Cat.

We got clearance and pulled out as fast as I could unhook the generator. Zombies were a big deal even if they were only turkeys.

“A deal was made with a Voodoo priest, and it went badly.” Cat replied.

I cocked my head to one side. “Voodoo. Isn’t that similar to Wicca in some way?”

“No. Didn’t you pay any bit of attention in Comparative Religions? I know you took the class.” 

“Uh, just pretend I might have missed a few of those lectures because I was out too late the night before with Mongo. Can you give me a hint?” I asked.

Cat gave me a disgusted look that I almost missed. She was sitting in one of the chairs behind me. “Let me guess. You and Mongo were out drinking.”

I winced. “That class was on a Monday at eight in the morning. I may have missed a couple of classes. I passed the class though.”

“Uh, huh. Mongo was such a bad influence on you. You know that, right?” Cat pointed out.

“He’s gotten a whole lot better since leaving the FBI.” 

“Just be careful. Don’t make me get all Alpha Bitch on you. Now do you want the rest of the case details or not?” Cat’s voice had a slightly commanding tone to it. I knew she meant it about the Alpha stuff. For the most part, Cat ran our little Pack as a club, but some things she was deadly serious about. Paranoid even.

“Of course I do. If this just happened how are we getting such detailed info?” I was driving the bus so even though I can multitask I need to pay a certain amount of attention on the road.

Cat blew out a breath forcefully. “The victim’s name is Peter Baker. He’s the town’s only butcher, and his brother-in-law is the sheriff.”

I couldn’t help myself, so I snorted. This got me yet another glare from Cat.

“What now?” 

“The baker is the butcher? How does that work exactly?” I asked.

Cat shook her head. “His name is Baker. His occupation is that of a Butcher. Anything else?”

I shook my head no.

There was a faint growl, and Cat continued. “The Sheriff filed a report with the GBI who called us. Baker checked out the Voodoo priest after he signed the deal but it was legal. The penalty clause for not performing the task was included in the primary document.” 

“Wait. So this guy. Named Baker. Agrees to a contract for something. There is a penalty clause. He accepts it and signs. I assume he defaulted? Why are we involved?” I asked.

“The penalty was left undefined. It said that it would be related to the job at hand. Mr. Baker claims he was tricked and that the task given him was impossible to do in the first place. The Houngan’s name is Dr. Hangbo. According to immigration, he is in the country legally, but still a British citizen.” Cat flipped pages on her tablet.

“What was the job?”

Cat looked up into my rearview mirror. “What was that?”

“The job. What was the baker supposed to do?” I asked.

“Butcher.”

“Huh?” I was hard keeping only one eye on the road.

“He’s a butcher. The name is Baker.”

“What was the guy suppose to do?” I half shouted.

“Cook a bunch of turkeys for Thanksgiving. The priest contracted him to prepare and cook one hundred and fifty turkeys for the congregation. All were to be delivered on Thanksgiving at a prearranged time. Baker never showed with the turkeys.”

“Why us though if he’s in breach of contract? You said something about zombies didn’t you?” I asked.

“I said undead. At this very moment, there are several hundred undead turkeys besieging a small town in Georgia.” 

<<<>>>

Midnight struck, and the turkeys were frozen, uncooked, and the contract was unfulfilled. The Reverend Doctor Hangbo stood across the street from Baker’s Butcher and smiled. Another contract void meant another soul to keep. The little man kicked up his heels and began to dance.

In the dark of the shop, things began to stir…

<<<>>>

Peter walked to work as was usual. He owned a truck that he used as a delivery van, but really only needed it for big deliveries. Shady Pines did not have much in the way of events which is why he was kicking himself this morning. Selling almost two hundred turkeys at the same time would have been a real bonus for the end of the year. As he rounded the corner, he saw his brother-in-law, Johnny, out in front of his store. He was sitting in his patrol car.

“Hey, Johnny! Johnny!” Peter started yelling when he was ten feet from the car.

The Sheriff looked up from his notebook and nodded toward his friend. “Pete! Don’t go inside just yet. I need to check the building out.” 

Johnny opened the car door and got out. Reaching inside he pulled out his shotgun.

Peter reared back suddenly as the gun came into view. “Whoa, Johnny! Why do you need that?”

“Mabel over at the flower shop heard strange noises coming from your storage building back there. This being Thanksgiving and all I thought it might be burglars.” The Sheriff pointed to the large steel building behind the shop.

“Johnny there’s nothing in there except a great big freezer. I keep it locked pretty tight, but we should check it out.” Peter looked around a moment then handed his keys to the Sheriff. “Why don’t you lead.”

Carefully the sheriff walked toward the shed. Peter and a couple of the other early morning townsfolk followed along behind, at a safe distance.

There was the sound of crashing and banging coming from inside the building. “You in the shed! Come out with your hands up!” 

Peter crouched down next to the building. If it was thieves, they might be armed.

Waiting a moment Johnny approached the outer door and banged on it. “This is your last chance! Come out with your hands in the air!”

Seconds that felt like minutes crawled by. Then Johnny took the key from his pocket and unlocked the door. Carefully, ever so carefully he turned the knob and opened the door.

There was a loud crash, and the door flew open with a bang! Hundreds of animated turkey carcasses poured out of the shed! Wave after naked wave of headless, featherless, formerly frozen turkeys began to invade the town!

<<<>>>

“Seriously?” I started laughing and gave the steering wheel a good whack.

“As a heart attack, which is what those turkeys just about gave that sheriff. He called the mayor who called the Georgia Bureau of Investigation, who called us. It’s a holiday. We got it by default.” Cat replied.

“What are we supposed to do about dead turkeys? Can’t they just shoot them?” 

Cat stood up and carefully moved to the passenger side of the bus cockpit. “With what? They’re dead already. Just so you know, they did try that. All it got them was zombie parts running around.”

“How do parts run…” I never got to finish that one. Cat’s glare would peel paint.

“OK. Got it. No jokes. What does the Director suggest?” I asked.

Cat smiled. “You may make senior Agent one day after all. The Director suggested we find the priest. He’s the one that obviously cursed the Baker. He’s the center of this mess.”

“I thought he was a butcher?”

The glare came back, and she ignored me until we reached the Georgia State line.

Cat took several phone calls and at least one fax when I stopped for diesel. That was one bad thing about our rigs. They were very thirsty. 

“I’ve got a bit of new information.” Cat stated.

“What’s changed?” Carefully I eased the big rig out of the truck stop and back onto the state highway.

“They arrested Dr. Hangbo. Turns out he’s a religious ambassador attached to the British Embassy in Washington.” 

“Uh, oh.” I frowned. “Trouble.”

“Yes. Really big trouble. Because of the holiday, State is letting us handle it. Please, please, please be on your best behavior and don’t get me fired. I like the FBI.”

“Would I do that?” I asked.

“You might.” 

Shady Pines was the next exit off the main state highway. It looked pretty quiet. Sort of a Bayberry town. When we approached the town center, the madness started to show.

“Would you look at that! There really are turkeys!” 

“You didn’t believe me?” Cat asked.

“No, but…” I stopped talking. Better to not poke the big scary Alpha. I turned my attention back to the town. Headless turkeys were everywhere! They were banging on buildings and chasing townspeople. Someone must have spotted our bus because I could see and hear a police car coming toward us.

“That’s interesting. Do you see that, Chuck?” Cat pointed.

I followed her finger. As the Sheriff’s car ran over the animated carcasses, they would spring back into shape and move on. Flattening them didn’t do anything.

“You’re right. I will need to get one into the lab.” I was a forensic specialist. But I could do some of the lab work necessary for this job. Both Anastasia and I had to. Many times it took too long to send it out when we needed the information directly. Our small lab on the bus could handle anything short of an epidemic. 

“Catching one shouldn’t be all that hard.” Cat nodded. “Concentrate on capture and analysis. Be sure to process any and all parts of the crime scene once the Sheriff tells us where it is. I’ll interview the Baker and priest. Let’s get to work.”

I couldn’t help myself. At almost a whisper I said the word, “butcher.” 

Cat’s head whipped around and glared at me, again. “I know that!”

Hitting the button, she stepped off the bus heading straight for the patrol car. Several turkeys tried to crash into her, but channeling her anger, she kicked them away.

Quickly I grabbed a set of overalls and some gloves. As a Were I’m immune to many things, but intentionally exposing myself to necromantic energy of some kind wasn’t a good idea. 

“Time to catch a turkey,” I said to myself stepping outside.

<<<>>>

“Sheriff Walker? I’m Agent Catherine Moore. My partner and I are with the Magical Division of the FBI. It looks like you called us just in time.” Cat held out her hand and her credentials to the man.

“It is.” Johnny glanced at Cat’s ID and took her hand. “We can’t figure what the hell to do with these... things.” 

Cat nodded at him. “I understand. Let’s dig into it, shall we? My companion will investigate the crime scene and the turkeys themselves. Can you introduce me to Mr. Baker and show me the contract?”

“We’ve got that priest in lockup. Do you want to see him too?” Johnny opened the car door for Cat.

“That is a separate issue.” Cat took a deep breath. “The State Department has ordered me to release Dr. Hangbo. The doctor is part of the ambassadorial staff for the British Embassy. He has diplomatic immunity and cannot be held by us for any form of prosecution.”

Sheriff Johnny slammed on the brakes of the car hitting several turkeys in the process. “What! He’s the one that caused all of this!” 

“Maybe. Possibly. The moment I see him, I must release him from your jail. Those are the orders I’ve been given from on high.” Cat pointed upward. “However, we aren’t at your office right now. I was to hold off on that as long as I can. Let me talk to Hangbo last.”

“I don’t like it, but I guess I understand it. Those GBI boys can’t appeal it?” Johnny asked.

“Unfortunately not. National politics can be a problem for law enforcement. But we need reciprocal laws. What if the problem was reversed? You or I could be in this situation in another country. Don’t worry. I’ll interview him first.” Cat replied.

Johnny stopped the car outside a row of buildings. “Peter Baker’s butcher shop is over there. He’s got a storage building in the back. That’s where most of these things came from.”

“Most?” Cat asked.

“It’s Thanksgiving. He had a bunch of turkeys for sale in the shop. They turned too. I guess we should be happy these aren’t cows or pigs.” He opened the car door hitting a turkey as he got out.

Cat peered into the window. She could see a short, rotund man staring back at her.

“Come’on inside we can talk to Peter.” The Sheriff held the door open. He kicked several turkeys out of the way in the process.

The lights were off in the store, but Cat could see who she assumed was Peter standing by the window. “Mr. Baker? I’m Agent Moore from the FBI.”

Peter looked at her and spoke. “Hello.”

“Pete, she’s here to talk about that Voodoo man. Can you show her that contract you signed?” Johnny asked.

“Sure.” Peter walked past both of them and into the darkened rear of the store. Suddenly the lights came on in the business. “Excuse the appearance of this. I was drunk.” He passed a rumpled and torn pack of paper to Cat.

Cat pointed towards one of the tables set up in the front. “May I?”

“Of course. Make yourself at home.” Peter replied.

Sitting at the table, Cat smoothed out the paper of the contract. “Why did you agree to this, Mr. Baker?”

“Call me Peter or Pete, everyone else does. Money. I catered a wedding for Dr. Hangbo. He approached me with that offer during the event. At the time it sounded like a good idea.” Peter replied.

“What was wrong with it?” Cat asked as she quickly read the terms.

“The part about having them all available at the same time. For an operation like mine, it’s impossible. How do you cook over a hundred turkeys at the same time?” Peter almost whined.

“You must have thought you could do it. You did sign it.” 

“I’m an idiot, and a drunk is what I am. I guess I thought he wasn’t serious. This is all my fault. I shouldn’t have even ordered all these birds.” Peter remarked.

“Hmmm. At some point, you must have thought it was possible. You ordered them. Sheriff? Has Dr. Hangbo written contracts with other citizens around here lately?” she asked.

“Not to my knowledge. He does a pretty good sermon down at the Crossroads Church though. Voodoo’s not my thing, but he puts on a good show.” Johnny answered.

“Crossroads? The church is called Crossroads?”

Peter looked at Cat. “Yes. It’s always been called that. Why?”

Cat tapped her fingers against her lips in thought. “The crossroads are synonymous with the paranormal. They are betwixt and between the realms of what is and what can be. If you look at popular culture, you will find references to meeting the devil at the crossroads and bargaining with him. You had to have heard Daniel Charlie’s Georgia Devil song. Or Johnson Robert’s Lost Hitchhiker song. Both of them chronicle meeting the devil on his own terms and making a deal. Dr. Hangbo is a living person. I doubt he’s the devil, but this contract is a close second to those other ones. What did you get out of this, Peter?” 

Peter jerked back. “Me? What do you mean?”

“This is a religious document in many ways. It represents a bargain sealed between two people. Didn’t you wonder why there was no pay scale included? It offered you something. Something you wanted or desired greatly. The penalty is related to what you desired the most. Do you even know what that is?” Cat looked at the butcher.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about. It’s a catering contract. That’s all it is.”

Cat looked at the Sheriff. “Did anything happen to Mr. Baker here last year? Something good maybe?”

Sheriff Johnny cocked his head and stared at Peter. “His business got better.”

“Did it? I can have the tax records pulled if you like.”

Peter put his hand up on top of his head. “Fine. Fine. So I lied about meeting Hangbo. That doesn’t mean anything. I never asked for this.”

“There is knowing, and there is asking. Were you aware of whom you were dealing with when you catered the wedding?” Cat asked.

Peter shook his head no, but his eyes told a different story. Cat and Johnny only stared at him.

“OK, yes. I knew. Nobody goes to the butcher anymore. My business was down, and I was getting desperate. I joined a group of business owners for one of those strategy retreat things. Turns out there’s this motorcycle dealer way out in the middle of nowhere. He makes a deal and turns his whole business around suddenly.” 

“So you did it too?” Johnny asked.

“Yes.”

Cat glanced at Baker. She asked. “Did the motorcycle man tell you the penalty?”

“Not his. He said the task would be something crazy, but it was totally worth it and no matter what I had to do, to do it completely.” Peter moaned.

“Interesting. Hold on a minute let me see if my companion has anything to add to this.” Cat called me on her phone.

“Hi, Cat. I investigated one of the corpses with the equipment we brought. It’s necromantic energy of some kind that’s keeping them animated. They don’t breathe or require sustenance to live. As far as I can tell cooking them is the only way to get them to stop running. They shrug everything else off.” I told her.

“We’ve figured out a few things as to the why of it. It’s the how that’s the issue.” Cat filled me in on the Crossroads story.

“I’ll get digging into the legends. Do you need me to process the butcher shop?” I asked her.

“No. I’ll bring you the contract. We need to have as much background as possible on this.” Cat hung up the phone and looked at the sheriff.

“I need to give this to my partner. Is there anything at all you can tell me about the Crossroads church? Anything you think I should know?”

“Voodoo’s not my thing. But like I said before, I’ve been inside the place. They loan it out to other denominations when there’s a need. They’re quiet and usually keep a low profile around here.” Johnny looked pointedly at Peter.

Looking between the two men Cat could sense tension and maybe even some derision. It wasn’t her problem. The turkeys were. “Can you drive me back to the bus? I need to give this to Agent Winthrop.” Cat held up the contract.

Both law officers ignored the butcher and walked to the car. The turkeys were thick near the butcher shop.

The entire ride back the sheriff was driving over and crushing the crazy birds. 

“You know that does nothing, right?” Cat asked.

“It gets my mad out. Peter is family, and he still lied about this mess.” Johnny stated.

“Money does funny things to people. My boss would tell you to find the cause find the effect. This right here is the cause.” Cat held up the crumpled contract.

“If he had fulfilled it, we might never have known. It’s illegal in this country to spell masses of people like this. The worst we can do to Hangbo is deport him. I need options.”

<<<>>>

The first thing I did was smooth it out and scan the paperwork. It was hard to believe I actually held a real Crossroads contract in my hand. I’ve seen both the movies associated with this sort of thing. The one about the kid with the guitar is my favorite. He at least got out of his contract. This, however, wasn’t a musical challenge. 

“Cat the terms are a bit goofy,” I called her to confirm a few things.

“Like what?”

“The turkeys are to all be cooked and ready to serve on Thanksgiving. What it doesn’t say is who to serve or even where to serve. Is the town having a big get together somewhere?” I asked.

Cat looked at Johnny. They were sitting in his office watching the turkeys run by. “Sheriff, can you answer that?”

“Nothing around here.”

“Chalk that up to another question for Hangbo. Anything else Chuck?” Cat asked.

“Not directly. This is Voodoo we’re dealing with, but it’s similar to some of the African religions. They have crossroad deities associated with trickster Gods. Could this all be some sort of stunt?” I asked.

“If it’s a stunt, why here and now? That is what we are looking for.” Cat speculated. “Dig into the mythology a bit. Check the Orishas and entities associated with crossroads as well. It’s time to talk to the priest.” 

<<<>>>

“Doctor Hangbo. My name is Agent Catherine Moore of the FBI. I’d like to speak to you about the contract you made with Peter Baker. Will you speak to me?” Cat held out her hand.

The small man took it. But he held on for just a moment. He turned to her and smiled. She could see that his teeth were gold capped and sharpened.

“It is a pleasure to meet one such as yourself, Agent Moore. This is an auspicious occasion, to say the least.” Hangbo stated.

“Auspicious. Why?” Cat replied.

“Someone of your strength and power isn’t found in small places like this. It takes an event to bring you here.” 

Cat froze. She cocked her head to one side. “Are you saying all of this was for me? You wanted Magical crimes here?”

“Did I? You flatter me, Agent Moore. Why would I do something like that?” Hangbo looked surprised.

The priest waved his hands all around. “This is nothing. A party trick. Real power is seductive and strong. A fearsome beast such as yourself would know that.” Hangbo pursed his lips. “Consider this an introductory offer.”

“An offer for what?” Cat asked.

The man started to laugh. “Why for your services my dear. I, and those I represent wish to acquire you. Your co-worker as well if he wishes. Pain and heartbreak are coming. They are only the tip of the iceberg. Now is your chance to step aside, to take a small vacation from pain.” 

Cat pulled her hand back and sat down at the table in shock. To do this much to only get her here…

“Is it a bargain then?” Hangbo asked. 

Cat looked at the outstretched hand and flinched. “No bargains or agreements.”

Pushing her chair back she stood up. “I need to confer with the Sheriff and my people. The State Department wants you to know you may leave here at any time due to your diplomatic status.”

Hangbo rolled his head back and forth watching Cat the entire time. “Do you wish me to leave, Agent Moore?”

Cat stared for a moment before answering. “No. I don’t.”

“Then I will abide. If you need more persuasion, let it be known that both the Baron and Brigitte would welcome you into the fold and value your beast. You are a rare creature that would be valued by the brethren.” The little man smiled showing his teeth.

Slowly Cat backed out of the room closing the door behind her. Sheriff Johnny intercepted her. 

“What the hell was that?” He asked.

Cat shook her head. “I’m not sure. He was hinting at something.”

“Did he just try to recruit you?” 

Closing her eyes, Cat ran back through the conversation in her head. She opened her eyes. “Yes. This whole event was a ploy to bring me here. Hold on, I need to make a call.” 

<<<>>>

“Chuck. Check the contract, what does it say about cooking the turkeys?” Cat asked.

I pulled up the scan on the big monitor. “Just that they need to be cooked and ready to serve.”

“Serve. Does it say to whom or how? Peter Baker thought it meant to serve the whole dinner, sides and all. It was one of his reasons for not attempting it. But what if it wasn’t?” Cat stated.

Staring at the contract, I replied. “What do you mean?”

“There are other definitions of serve. Pull up a dictionary and check for me please.” Cat asked.

Quickly I logged into the internet and did as she asked. “It’s a nautical term for tying a rope, used in tennis, giving food and drink, the military uses it when describing operating a gun.”

“None of those work. Dig deeper. Look at archaic or little-used definitions.” Cat directed.

“Uh, used in playing a trick? Does that work?” I told her.

“Bingo. If we use that meaning, the contract says the turkeys have to be cooked as a trick. We have to cook the turkeys to stop this.” Cat replied.

“How? There aren't enough ovens in this town to do that. Doesn’t cooking a turkey take hours?” I tried to imagine finding ovens.

“We just have to cook them, not eat them. Start building a bonfire. We’re about to burn some turkeys.” 

<<<>>>

Cat turned to Sheriff Johnny. “Can you help organize that? We need to start fires right now. We just have to cook them.”

“Center of town, there is an empty square. I’m calling the fire chief right now.” Johnny whipped out his cell phone as he yelled for his one and only deputy.

Nodding, Cat looked down at her phone. She dialed a number and waited.

“Catherine?” A woman’s voice asked.

“Yes, Director Mills. I’m here.” Cat replied.

“Do you have a solution to the problem?” 

“We do. It was a trick by an unknown party to recruit both Chuck and me away from the team. The turkeys need only be cooked to stop the rampage. Chuck and local law enforcement are organizing that now.” Cat reported.

“I see. Why does the British Government want you and Charles?” Director Mills asked.

“He may represent Britain on paper, but I have doubts they are aware of his activities here.” 

“What did he say exactly?” Director Mills asked.

“That pain and suffering are coming. Only the tip of the iceberg is what he said. He offered me a contract. I refused to make any sort of deal and didn’t touch him or anything belonging to him. I was extra careful.” 

“If possible, ask him to clarify that a bit. It jives with what the clairvoyant team has been seeing, but it would be nice to know more details. I assume you are planning to stay within the FBI, Agent Moore?” Mills asked.

Cat answered. “I’m staying. This is my team, and these are my friends. Do I need to call Agatha and inform her of this mission?” 

“I’ll take care of it. You can give her the after-action report when she gets back. Keep me in the loop. Good work so far Agent Moore.” The Director hung up.

Cat stared at her phone for a moment and repeated the words, clairvoyant team?

<<<>>>

“I swear this has ruined Thanksgiving for me for years.” 

The bag I was dragging was filled with squirming, kicking, and jumping turkeys. It might not be so bad if they were still alive, but the sheer sight of naked half prepared turkey carcasses was a real turn off. Especially if you used to like the taste of turkey! 

We had a sort of production line going. The volunteer fire department had organized a good old fashioned fire pit right in the center of town. They grabbed a huge stack of railroad ties from somewhere and build a squared off circle. Filling it with wood, paper, and tires was also their job. 

“Why the tires?” I asked.

Fire Chief Hogg tossed another steel-belted radial onto the blaze and smiled at me. “They burn quick, fast, and are extremely hard to put out. I’ve got my boys coming with a truckload of sand. That’s about the only thing that will work to stop it. We have to keep the kids and others back a bit too. This stuff is toxic to breathe.”

“It is? I can remember burning tires as a kid. We didn’t pay too much attention to it then.” I told him.

The Chief nodded. “Some of the older recipes for rubber weren’t as dangerous as the new ones. Better to be safe than sorry. Go ahead and start tossing them in.” 

Opening the bags we all started tossing turkeys into the fire. I doubted the smell was going to get any better.

<<<>>>

“You found a solution. I’m impressed.” The Reverend Doctor Hangbo smiled as Cat entered the interrogation room again.

“It’s my job. Why do you want to recruit me?” She asked.

“To save you. Doom is coming for you all. Why not save yourself now rather than later?” Dr. Hangbo smiled.

“What doom? Can you describe it?” 

Hangbo laughed. “You cannot change your fate by simply asking about it. Seeing the future is a task best left to the Gods.” He tilted his head to the right and began rubbing his hands. “Hints and portents. They go well together, Agent Moore.”

“That doesn’t tell me anything. What’s your game?” Cat asked.

“Game. Life is not a game. Answer me this. Is it better to die in heaven than burn in hell? That is all I have to say to you, Agent Moore. If you would be so kind as to tell my limo, I am ready?” The small man stood and walked around the table.

“Limo? What limo?” Cat said that as the sheriff stepped into the room.

“Did you call for a limo? One just pulled up outside.”

Doctor Hangbo stepped between the two law enforcement officers. “It has been interesting, to say the least. Have a good day to you. You can find me at the Crossroads if you change your mind, Agent Moore.” 

“Can’t we just arrest him?” The sheriff asked.

“No. You can try again, but I suspect he will sue you this time.” Cat informed him. She watched as Hangbo climbed into the stretch limo parked out front.

“What was that bit about heaven and hell?”

“It’s from Milton’s book Paradise Lost. He paraphrased it. The original story is about a man’s descent into Hell. I’m still mulling over how Hangbo used it.” She replied.

Cat walked past the sheriff to stand by the big plate glass window in the front office. She had a perfect view of the turkey roast. “You might think about changing the name of the town to Turkey’s End.”

“Funny. My wife has a ham with all the sides cooking at home. You and your partner are welcome to join us. It is a time for giving thanks after all.” Sheriff Johnny replied.

“Chuck and I would love that. He’s a big eater so be warned. Turkey used to be my favorite, but I think ham is going to be now.”

<<<>>>

“Do you think she will join us?” The tall man asked.

Doctor Hangbo stepped out of the limo into the center of the crossroads. He pulled out a straw hat and place it upon his head. “Not at the moment. The future holds many secrets. For now, Catherine Moore will abide.”

“How will it end, do you know?

Hangbo pulled out a cane from thin air and leaned on it. “In fire and blood. I was telling the truth to her. A doom is upon this world. It is coming, and nothing they can do will stop it. Better to save what you can now before it’s too late.”

Both men walked toward a shimmering portal that appeared in the center of the road. One man with a straw hat, the other in a top hat.
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Author Notes

Night of the Living Turkeys was fun to write. Chuck and Cat (Catherine Moore) are undeveloped characters in the Federal Witch universe. Their personalities and character traits are slowly coming to light. There are six more books to go in the series and I have much to share about the characters. I think together they make a good team. 

I was at the grocery store when the idea for this came to me. In my mind’s eye I could see all the frozen turkeys jumping out of the cooler section and chasing the shoppers out of the store! Aren’t holidays fun? 

Coming soon in the Federal Witch Universe are several books. Invisible Elder, Book 6 of the main series, is almost complete. Look for it at the end of November or the first part of December (2017). My co-writer Taki Drake has Book 2 of the Standard of Honor series on its way soon. She also is finishing up Book 3 of the Familiar Magic series. Joining us this winter is author Bradford Bates. There was a taste of his work inside the first holiday special, Tales from the Pumpkin Patch. His main character gets her own series very soon. Look for a couple more cookbooks and a collection of Fergus tales repackaged for the holidays. Unicorns are Short is the name of that one.

It has been a wonderful year in 2017 and I have big plans for 2018. Lots of new and exciting adventures await us. It’s going to be so much fun.

As always, you can look for updates by checking my Facebook page, website, or Amazon Author page. 
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Author Introduction – TS Paul

I’m now into my second year as a published author. With over 25 works under my belt already my pace is relentless. Writing was never a goal of mine growing up. I really did fall into this accidentally. My wife and family knew of my love of books and urged me to try writing. It wasn’t until an author i befriended gave me a short push off a long pier that i really gave it a go. And what a go that was!

Athena Lee and Agatha Blackmore have given way to over 50 short stories. I write a lot. The future is in books and I’m in it for the long haul. Keep your eyes peeled for new and exciting things coming from me this year. Don’t forget to check the Blog every week for a new Wilson or Fergus story.

I welcome comments and questions on my blog. Follow me on Facebook  or visit my Amazon author page. I have an author page with BookBub too.

I’m excited, are you?
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Space Cadets  - Coming Soon Late 2017

Short Story Collections

Wilson’s War
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Box Sets

The Federal Witch: The Collected Works, Book 1

Chronicles of Athena Lee Book 1-3

Chronicles of Athena Lee Book 4-6

Chronicles of Athena Lee Book 7-9 plus the prequel

Athena Lee Chronicles (10 Book Series)

Standalone or tie-ins

The Tide: The Multiverse Wave

The Lost Pilot
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