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Introduction… 

 

 

Some of you know that in America, South Carolina to be exact, there lives a bizarre girl named 

Sadie Mae Stevens. She has pecan-brown skin and fiery red hair that for the life of her will not 

dye. While she sleeps, the bulky, curly mass grows like a Kudzu vine. If she is agitated, angry, or 

decides not to cut it every morning, it will grow until it sweeps the floor and beyond—all 

because of her supercharged, toxic Dylanian blood. You see, Sadie Mae Stevens is an 

undercover alien who loves fried chicken and all things edible. 

Sadie’s mother, Christine, went to her grave unexpectedly, harboring secrets about Sadie’s 

genetics, place of birth, and under-the-sea origin. By her own admission, Christine Stevens 

ignored her legacy, denied her Daughter of the Seas Dylanian heritage, and neglected to train for 

the battles she’d have to fight. She became too caught up in trying to live like a normal human 

housewife to Henry Stevens, her husband, and Sadie’s one hundred percent, human daddy. 

One day, a creature called Lendra summons Sadie. She discovers that in addition to Dylanians 

having an arsenal of capabilities, each is born with their own forest to rule. Lendra, a gargantuan 

mountain with one beautiful amethyst eye in the center near the peak is the head honcho of 

Sadie’s forest. The mountain represents only one of the many talented odd creatures who comes 

to aid her as she rids Earth of Pigwaller monsters and big bad Tetradyne Rulers.   



1. UNUSUAL PARANORMAL GENES 

 

 

Her heart sped up as footsteps clunked against the hardwood floor. They were coming toward the 

dining room, and she had summoned them. Her anxiety rose and so did the chemicals in her 

blood. Sucking in a long breath, she backed down the heat building behind her eyes—not 

necessary for the task at hand—telling the whole truth to the Brimms, Harrah, Jalind, and Printa. 

After her battle with the Gordite Witch, Sadie had sat down with them to talk about her alienship 

and Dylanian forest. Harrah already knew that part. Their relationship blossomed when, as a 

sarcastic joke, Sadie had told Harrah about her forest and her pending battle with the Gordite 

Witch. Surprisingly, Harrah had believed the story and volunteered to fight alongside her. There, 

Harrah met Lendra, and Norris, Sadie’s arrogant, half-frog half-human, warrior trainer. Indeed, 

Harrah knew most of Sadie’s story, but not the worst part. 

The Dylanians were responsible for the Unusual Paranormal Genes, the thing that gave Harrah, 

Jalind, and Printa the ability to Change—Printa into a fierce sword girl, Jalind into a muscle-

headed strong boy, and Harrah, who stayed angry most of the time, into a ferocious slick-headed 

octopus. 

Sadie tried to quiet the bubbling in her stomach by wrapping her arms tightly around her middle. 

When Dr. Brimm hears the news, he will surely turn her into a forever lab rat—a permanent 

hamster on his wheel. Once Jalind, Printa, and Harrah knew how her people’s mating with 

humans had caused them to become freaks, would they still want to be friends with her, as she 

desperately needed them to? 

She’d already lost so much—her mother, the love of her father, and was forbidden from seeing 

her totally human brothers, Henry Jr., and baby Ryan. 

On Daufuskie Island, the Brimms had rescued them from Hanna Freeargo’s government 

laboratory. When they left the island, the Brimms bought an amazing brick home in Virginia for 

their new ragtag family. They planned to adopt Sadie, Printa, and Jalind. She knew Harrah’s 

adoption had a zero chance of coming true because long and lanky Harrah had Changed into her 

uncontrollable octopus part and had eaten Dr. Brimm’s huge tank of beloved tropical fish. 

Somehow, Sadie had to figure out how to douse Dr. Brimm’s heated anger against Harrah so she 

could stay with the rest of them. 

Sadie moved her arms from around her stomach and tightened her hands over the ornate 

cherrywood handle of the dining room chair. Suzanna Brimm was the first one to walk through 

the doorway. Sadie stared her what-ifs right into the waves rolling through Suzanna’s silky 

blonde hair.  

 “And just what’s this secret rendezvous with everybody all about,” Suzanna asked Sadie. She 

was dressed in her normal designer fashion, jeans and a blouse. A demure expression graced her 

lovely, pale face. Her stride remained eloquent with a ghost-like softness. Suzanna took a seat 



near Sadie. Her ocean blue eyes stared as if she sought to give her courage to say whatever she 

needed to.  

“Yeah, Sadie Mae, what’s all the mystery about needing to tell us something important?” Dr. 

Brimm said, still wearing his white lab jacket. He impatiently pulled back the chair opposite his 

wife’s, while the other three bustled in and pulled back chairs of their own. 

Printa’s narrow face and dark almond-shaped eyes immediately locked in on Sadie, seeking 

reassurance from the girl that had become a big sister to her. 

“Well, I—” From the head of the table, Sadie glanced from one to the other, grappling to find her 

first words. 

“Well, what? Come out with it, Sadie,” Jalind said, shaking his head while he spoke and causing 

that clump of sandy-blond hair to fall forward over an eye. “You should have tons of junk to say 

since you and Harrah-the-octopus just got back from chaining a zombie witch,” he said with a 

smirk. “And sending it to Planet Death. Pretty cool junk.” 

Sadie gritted her teeth at him. “I’m getting to it.” Jalind had lost the gross, obnoxious effect he 

used to have on her when they first met, but this was not the time to rush her. 

“Shut-up, muscle-head, and let Sadie tell us what she wants to say,” Harrah chimed in, defending 

Sadie as she’d been doing lately. 

“Now, Harrah, don’t start with me today you octo—” Jalind lashed back before Printa took her 

turn. 

“Guys, guys, don’t fight.” Her eyes widened as she spoke. “We’ve come through so much 

together, helping each other survive Daufuskie Island, and now the Brimms are letting us live 

with them in this wonderful home and—” 

“Printa, Printa,” Jalind and Harrah said. 

“I know, I know. No wee-bird speeches today,” Printa answered them with a whine. 

Jalind, who had sat by Printa, rubbed her back. “It’s okay, Printa, maybe one day Harrah will just 

head for the ocean and never come back.” 

“You hold your breath until that happens, muscle brain,” Harrah spouted back. 

Sadie watched Suzanna sitting with the knuckles of her right hand resting underneath her chin, 

waiting for Jalind and Harrah to finish. For the moment, Sadie didn’t mind hearing the everyday 

bickering between the two; it took the attention away from her while she rehearsed her lines. 

When Suzanna let out her soft but deadly sigh, everyone knew that her discontent centered 

around Jalind and Harrah’s constant arguments. 

Dr. Brimm sat busily drumming his fingers on the table, knowing the two understood what 

Suzanna’s sigh meant and what they should do about it. 



“Sorry for the name-calling, Harrah.” Jalind spoke his way out of hot water first. 

“Yeah, me too,” Harrah grumbled, refusing to look at Jalind while she half-handedly apologized. 

Suzanna turned to Sadie, “Let’s get on with what you want to say. The lab is calling Heathcliff, 

and the kitchen is calling me.” She gave Sadie a slight smile, another sign of encouragement. 

Sadie drew in a breath. “Okay, here it goes. I haven’t been totally honest about what I found out 

about my people, the Dylanians.” She watched as everyone stared at her, waiting to see what she 

would say next. 

Dr. Brimm sat straight in his chair “What does that mean, Sadie?” 

“I…I didn’t tell you guys what else I found out about our history, other than what Mama wrote 

in the letter she left me.” 

“Like what? What didn’t you tell us?” Dr. Brimm’s scientific side had floated to the surface, 

Suzanna and the others sat back in their chairs, knowing who would ask the questions. 

“Like, I am not, I mean that the Dylanian blood is not…that is, others might be affected by our 

bloodline,” she stammered. 

“Go, on, Sadie.” He peered at her from over the reading glasses he wore in his lab; the green in 

his eyes glistening with anticipation. 

“That is, I mean, like… We didn’t mean to cause problems for Earthlings; we totally came to 

help, not cause problems.” Sadie choked on her words and stopped talking. Tears swelled behind 

her eyes. She desperately needed acceptance and love, not hate. 

The smooth, gentle voice of a loving mother projected from Suzanna, “It’s okay, Sadie, just say 

it, sweetheart. Whatever it is we’ll work through it.” 

“The Unusual Paranormal Genes that Dr. Fitzgerald’s discovered in some Earth children…well, 

the genes came from us…my people, the Dylanians. We are the ones who caused the Unusual 

Paranormal Genes to be created in some children.” 

Sadie cringed as everyone quietly glared at her. 

Dr. Brimm broke the silence. “Holy Moly, I’ve won the jackpot! What you’re saying is that 

you’re the reason Jalind, Printa, and Harrah can Change?” 

Sadie glanced from one to the other before she finally said, “Yes.” And then the questions 

started, with Dr. Brimm still leading the way; his green eyes lit up even more before he asked the 

big question she dreaded. 

“Sadie, is it possible that you would consider spending some time in the laboratory with me?” 

It dawned on Sadie: this might be the perfect opportunity to save Harrah from living twenty 

miles away from them. At the moment, Dr. Brimm only allowed Harrah to come over on 



weekends and not every weekend. She could appeal to Dr. Brimm’s highly scientific nature and 

then throw Harrah into the mix—if she still had her and the others as friends. 

“As long as it doesn’t interfere with my Pigwaller hunting, and if you would consider letting 

Harrah come back to stay with us. She’s totally in control of her Change now. You should have 

seen her in the forest; she jumped on that witch and started slashing. Old dead meat fell 

everywhere.” 

Suzanna twisted her smooth face into a frown, “Sounds lovely,” she said sarcastically. 

“Sounds really gross to me,” Printa squealed. 

“I would have loved to see that sight, a slick-headed squid digging into a giant zombie.” Jalind 

laughed heartily. 

Dr. Brimm waves his hands. “Hold the dead meat conversation. I want to know, what’s 

Pigwaller hunting?” 

Sadie hesitated with her response to him; she hadn’t yet gotten the answer she sought from him. 

“Can Harrah come back to live with us?” 

The teens watched as Dr. Brimm squirmed, and then his eyes slanted over to Jalind. “Well, I 

don’t know, Jalind would you like to have Harrah living in the same house with you day in and 

day out?” 

Suzanna gasped. “Very interesting you chose Jalind to ask that question. Why don’t we ask 

Printa?” 

“Now, sweetheart, let’s let the man answer. I’m a man, he’s a man, and we see things different 

from you ladies.” 

“Oh, so Jalind’s a man now? Honestly, Heathcliff, sometimes—” Suzanna held the palm side of 

her hands upward and then leaned back into her chair. 

Jalind was the center of attention as Dr. Brimm looked to him for the answer everyone knew he 

wanted. 

Clearing his throat, Jalind answered, “It’s true that Harrah and I go at each other twenty-four-

seven. I think a lot of it is harmless, at least for me it is.” 

Sadie watched Jalind as he spoke. His answer to Dr. Brimm was shaping up in an unexpected 

way. Never would she imagine receiving help to save Harrah from him. 

Rubbing his forehead, Jalind continued. “What they did to us in that laboratory was unreal. They 

tried to kill poor little Printa, so Harrah and I had to band together, trying to save her.” He turned 

to Dr. Brimm, whose face had sunken down. “She’s got good in her, Harrah’s got good in her. I 

think you should give her another chance, Dr. Give Harrah another chance. It’s like Sadie said, 

she can control the Change better now.” 



Suzanna broke out in a light laughter as she watched the drawn-down face of her husband. 

“Well, Heathcliff, the ball has landed at your feet.” 

Dr. Brimm removed his glasses and rubbed his face. “Let’s see what Sadie has to say about this 

Pigwaller hunting. It has got to be something dynamic to go along with trusting Harrah in the 

same home with my new tropical babies.” 

Dr. Brimm squinted at Sadie Mae. “So tell me, Sadie, what’s Pigwaller Hunting?” 

“Oooh, oooh, I know the answer to that,” Harrah excitedly raised her hands in the air as if she 

were in a school classroom. 

Everyone turned to Harrah as Sadie let her take the floor. 

Harrah looked over at Jalind and gave him a ‘thank you’ nod before continuing. “First thing, 

Pigwallers are monsters who escaped from way down underneath the sea. They came up to Earth 

and disguised themselves as humans so they can do bad things to us. Sadie told me they like to 

act like they are children.” 

“Oh, no. The poor children.” Printa’s eyes misted over as she looked at Sadie. 

With her knuckles still supporting her chin, Suzanna spoke to Printa. “Calm down, honey,” she 

said to Printa, “I believe Harrah said that the monsters like to disguise themselves as children, 

not that they are children, right, Sadie?” 

“Yes, ma’am, that’s right, Harrah got it right.” 

Dr. Brimm had cradled his thumb and index underneath his chin. “Conceivably, since the 

Unusual Paranormal Genes have a Dylanian origin, Jalind, Printa and Harrah would be of value 

to you in chasing down these monsters and helping you with their capture, correct?” 

“I guess, I’ve always worked alone,” Sadie said. 

“I’m sure you could use some help from your new friends along with a genius scientist and his 

beautiful wife there to document the entire event, right Sadie?” 

“I don’t know, Dr. Brimm, I hunt a lot. Jalind, Harrah and Printa are humans, they can’t keep up. 

Plus, I’d have to ask Lendra.” 

Dr. Brimm’s eyes bulged. “Lendra, Lendra, the mountain creature from your forest?” 

“Yes, sir.” Sadie used this opportunity to seal the Harrah deal. “Harrah can tell you all about 

Lendra and my trainer, Norris, who looks like a human frog. They liked her a lot.” 

“Really,” Dr. Brimm shifted in his chair. “Perhaps I can pick up residual particles from Harrah’s 

contact with your creatures, especially since the Unusual Paranormal Genes is directly related to 

your Dylanian heritage.” 

“So, can Harrah stay with us?” Sadie held her breath. 

“Please,” Printa said. 



“I want to go Pigwaller hunting; as a matter of fact, we’ll all go. And Harrah, you have to 

undergo testing. And Sadie…you’ll have to undergo…quite a bit of testing, agreed?” 

“Yes, sir, agreed,” Harrah and Sadie said. 

****** 

In the end, the teens took the news well. The Dylanians falling in love with humans caused 

generations of misfit children able to Change their bodies into unbelievable forms. 

After Jalind’s teasing of her, ‘Awe man! Sadie, you messed us up,’ and Harrah’s, ‘You little 

sneak,’ comment, Sadie breathed easily. Then, Printa gave her a hug and a kiss on the cheek. 

Aside from having to put up with Dr. Brimm’s mad scientist appetite for keeping her in the 

laboratory too long, she’d made it nicely through her cover-up.  

Squeezing her eyes closed, Sadie imagined sitting on Huntington Beach in her birthplace of 

South Carolina. Her mother and two brothers, Henry Jr., and her youngest brother Ryan would 

all be there with her. She desperately missed them. 

Suzanna had sent a letter to Sadie’s daddy and her step-mother, Astra, asking that Sadie be 

allowed to visit her brothers. Sadie feared the worst of responses because Astra hated her. The 

wicked woman had hooked-up with her daddy, Henry Sr., after the brutal death of her mother, 

Christine. Sadie had given her the name, evil stepmother. 

In her downstairs bedroom, she rolled to her side, remembering the island and the letter her 

mother had left for her. It explained everything: how her mother’s death looked like a suicide on 

Earth when actually Christine Stevens was fighting a battle inside her forest, one she’d been 

unprepared to win. 

On the night she died, she’d lost her battle with the Gordanian witch who had challenged her 

weeks earlier—the same Gordanian Sadie took down—the Gordite Witch. Her mother’s death 

left Sadie to fill her vacated Dylanian legacy of keeping Dylan and Earth balanced. The 

Dylanians were Earth’s Keepers and Sadie was far too young for such a burden. 

She closed her eyes, overtaken by thoughts of her mother’s brutal death, desertion by her father 

and barred by her stepmother from ever seeing her brothers. 

Astra Monteux had wrapped those big hips so tightly around her daddy until he’d turned his back 

on her. He’d called Sadie broken like her mother and then sent her away to Daufuskie Island to 

supposedly have ‘The Curse’ removed from her by Hanna Freeargo. Hanna turned out to be a 

government agent that had paid her dad ten thousand dollars for the rights to experiment on her. 

“I’m not cursed, Daddy, Astra’s the one who’s cursed. And she’s a Pigwaller in disguise, even if 

she passed the Fuzzy Raton test,” Sadie grumbled. 

Right in the middle of her anguish, Sadie heard the familiar, annoying, and sometimes 

comforting voice of Lendra. “Come on, Lendra. Don’t you think any respectable one-eyed 

mountain should be asleep at this hour? What’s the rhyme you have for me to solve now?” 



 

“Listen to my voice without my use of agitating rhymes.” 

 

“Really, that’s a first I think.” 

 

“Since your chaining of the Gordite Witch, your worthwhile contribution to Dylan has 

increased. You are now a champion and as such you can walk fully into the legacy vacated by 

your mother, Christine Stevens’ death. As your mentor and guide, you have brought honor to me 

and your forest creatures. We are very proud to make-up your Dylanian forest. You are what 

Earth would call a superhero. Excellent, Sadie Mae Stevens. Excellent.” 

 

“Aaaah, thanks, Lendra, I think. Do you know it’s three in the morning, Earth time? Did I 

mention that?” 

Sadie wondered if other Dylanians had rude mentor mountains like Lendra. What if she’d been 

sound asleep and not tossing? Since she’d never met another Dylanian, she didn’t have an 

answer to her question about Lendra. It tickles her to just make-up her own perception of the 

mountain—a big mama mountain had dropped a baby Lendra upside down, and it landed on its 

peak—hadn’t been right since. 

 

“Listen once more,” Lendra started up again. “As the head of your forest, I am informing you 

that your forest creatures also bear the brain-pain inflicted upon you by the one you call evil 

stepmother. They are disgruntled and wish to come for her to put her to death. I am charged with 

maintaining the peace in your forest; it is unwise for your creatures to sacrifice themselves by 

attempting a trans-portal to Earth. They would not survive, and for what—to soothe your 

shattered feelings by exacting revenge on evil stepmother?” 

 

“I’ve only seen one of my forest creatures and that’s Norris. I can’t believe they won’t show 

themselves to me but would risk dying for me in an Earth trans-portal. That’s crazy, man. Tell 

them all to chill. I can handle evil stepmother…I mean Astra?” Sadie sat up and rubbed her eyes. 

A lump gathered in her throat, touched by their gesture of love toward her. She had to admit, 

coming for Astra wasn’t a terrible idea. 

Since Dr. Brimm’s testing of her in his lab, her ability to sense the connection between her and 

the forest had improved. Maybe because she’d started to understand his genius explanation of 

what he saw on her brain-wave testing. No doubt, Sadie knew her powers were escalating. The 

nightly growth of her fire-red hair had gotten ridiculous. 



She guessed becoming Dr. Brimm’s lab rat hadn’t been all bad, long hours, no pay, no extra 

chocolate chip cookies but the benefit lay in her finding out how she was put together. This 

would perhaps teach her better control of her powers. 

Sadie loved the Brimms, even though Dr. Brimm’s lab hours with her were ridiculously long. 

The Brimms were the Southern Region Directors of the Shiloh Company, the organization 

established to protect children and adolescents proven to have the Unusual Paranormal Genes. 

Whether a child was found on the street or rescued from a government experimentation facility 

like the one Sadie, Jalind, Printa, and Harrah had been rescued from on Daufuskie Island, the 

Brimms did not discriminate or fail to help a child, no matter where they were from. 

When children came to the Shiloh Company, Dr. Brimm tested their genes and then he and 

Suzanna made the decision on the appropriate rescue action. Every child taken in under this 

organization was told about the late and noted Nobel Prize winning scientist, Dr. Reynaud 

Fitzgerald whose years of research discovered the protocol to classify the Unusual Genes. Dr. 

Fitzgerald launched this underground effort to protect children like Jalind, Printa, and Harrah. 

Too bad the Dylanians had caused this gene 


