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Sniff.

Currents of fragrance touched lightly.

Sniff. Sniff.

Another waft of fragrance from a different direction.

Masculine.

Sniff.

Sweat.

Sniff. Sniff.

Sweat and fatigue. Sleep curling in mists about the taste of the two. 

Yum.

Savored the essence of the breath that had entered its nostrils, as they flared outwards in anticipation.

Could feel clothing starting to rip from shoulders and back, pants shredding, shoes tearing at the toes and heel, and then they were flung off and it dropped to all fours, a huge shaggy body free at last to hunt once more.

Except it already had.

He laughed, the sound coming out like pig grunts and continued his charge.

Sniff!

To Hunt.

To Kill.

To Eat.

To howl!

The night was shattered by his blood-freezing cry for blood and meat. He couldn’t help it any longer. His delicacy was in biting distance now, unaware the frightful howls igniting the night, were not just those of dogs protesting him, but of death stalking on four legs.

Ahead of him a man walked casually, no fear of the dark whatsoever. Drew Pierce. An older man fresh off a late night job in Downey, where he was working the books to suit his employer. The man always waited until almost MidBells before leaving and then letting poor Drew have to work through the night to catch the books up.

But this time Drew had gotten ahead of t he game. Now, he could just walk home. No hurry. Casually. He had a sack of groceries clutched in his left fist. He was a gourmet. Fresh cheese from Germany. Wine from France. Meat from Italy and fresh sauces and spices from the India Isles and China.

Yes sir, he was going to have the best night meal he had had in a long time. He had just the right recipe to cook it all up.

His wife would be happy as a lark in spring, when he finished the meal and woke her up for a gourmet breakfast. His specialty, “Italia Mulan.”

The dogs began barking loudly up and down the street. He paused a moment. “That’s buggers!” He complained. “Never do that before.”

He shrugged, kept walking. “Come on now, Drew, nothing ever gets in the way of a good gourmet meal.”

A louder howl.

He felt his blood freeze for a moment, but kept talking. “Just a dog howling,” he promised himself. He reconsidered his statement. “Well, more than one.”

But he was wrong.

It was no dog.

No  hound.

No mutt out for the night to find a bone, to scare up a female.

It was...death!

He didn’t even hear its paws strike the pavement behind him before the jaws clenched his neck and pulled is head from his shoulders.

His bag fell to the pavement and partially opened.

A furry hand reached for it. 

A furry snout sniffed at it.

“Ahhhh!” The Shape Shifter sighed happily.

Not just a gourmet meal, but gourmet preparations for the meal as well.
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Watson pumped his arms as if that would help propel him faster through the seemingly endless alleys of London. The streetlights, usually so wonderful bright, except for the occasional laggard that had broken because of some hoodlum having fun, were dim for some reason.

The usual sharply contrasted shadows that would dog him as he run through the alleys were gone. Instead he ran through pools of shadow that seemed more to lurk there, like hidden beasts ready to leap out and rip your throat with sharp jagged teeth or claws.

“Holmes!” He cried out.

But to no good.

Nothing could help him.

He was alone.

Not one living soul.

He cursed to himself, where be a good constable when you need one?

He had no sooner thought that than one stepped into his path of escape.

Constable Evans.

“Watson, why are you running?” He asked in a calm voice.

“Something is pursuing me. Relentlessly.”

He bent over, gasping for air. He really should lay off the scones he ate too many of.

“But I see nothing and no one,” Constable Evans replied.

“It’s there. Look! Look!”

“Nothing.”

Watson looked up, his face flushing with anger. “How can you not see what’s been chasing me?”

But it was no longer Constable Evans, it was...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Perfection

[image: ]


Ah! He thought to himself.

He snapped his fat fingers together, and then opened his pantry, plucked out a large box of wooden matches. He set it down on the counter next to the oven. Pulled one out and smiled.

“Perfection!”

He struck the match on the rough side of the counter between him and the oven. It burst into a perfect halo of light and fire.

“I am so good!” He told himself.

He opened the oven door with his free hand and shoved the burning match into a slot at the front. The gas caught fire and flames spread like ocean waves beneath the hard metal surface of the bottom of his oven.

“Wonderful!” He cried out in satisfaction.

With a huge smile lighting his pudgy face, and dancing in his eyes, he did a small mincing dance step with his chubby legs, and then turned to his work counter and the meat that lay sectioned nicely there.

He touched the first piece. 

Tongue.

The second.

Foot.

Kidneys.

Stomach.

Thigh.

Breast.

He popped the eyes into the jar he kept for delicacies. He kissed the jar. “Snack before bedtime,” he promised himself.

His s mile vanished as quickly as it had come. His ears pricked up. Though chubby they had a kind of pointed shape to them at their tips. 

His nose seemed to flatten as he next sniffed the air.

Something was near.

He smiled.

And not just something.

A dog.

A cat.

A squirrel.

A bat fluttering above the chimney.

None of those snacks.

This one was far more nourishing and satisfying. It had just two feet and it was walking quite close to his home. 

In the dark.

During the night.

He regained his smile. “Perfection, you are the mother of my life.”

He pinched his own cheek to remind himself how cute he was. His stomach gurgled as he did so.

“Mmmm!” 

He had thought to let this one pass, but his stomach reminded him that his larder was growing thin again. He needed fresh meat. And even if not for the next day or two, then for the next week.

He was a gourmet. He never went without eating. And there was always a way he could keep his appetite under control.

He made a low growing sound in his throat and chuckled. The laughter sounding more like a dog’s laugh or a wolf’s than a human’s at that moment.

His eyes narrowed.

The scent was stronger.

Nearer.

Tasty.

Oh so...

He couldn’t bear the temptation any more. Not one to pass up the opportunity for something fresh. A new delicacy, he turned away from his kitchen counter, flung off the chef’s frock he had been wearing and then tore down his pants, ripped off his shirt.

At the same time as he was taking his clothes off, he began making urgent grunting sounds, like a pig in heat.

He didn’t care.

“Food!” He exclaimed hungrily.

The last of his clothing fell to the kitchen floor even as he was jerking open the rear door of the home, and dashing out into the street, his shoulders hunching closer, neck extending, jaw thrusting outwards, nose enlarging and legs shortening.

He didn’t even howl this time.

Maybe later.

Maybe.

Right now he was in a frenzy of heat.

A gourmet of the highest kind. He knew a specialty was in the making as he leaped from his rear porch, now fully transformed. His shape shifted from human to his alter ego and night traveling form...a  werewolf.

He landed lightly on his furry paws, sniffed the air again and took off in the correct direction.

Nothing was going to stop him from having the best gourmet meal ever ever ever.

As he ran, dogs up and down the street began to howl and bark.

He laughed to himself.

The music of the night.

He was tempted to let out his own unusual and loud howl, but the pray was too close. And his meal had to be perfect!
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Watson moaned in his sleep. He did that a lot lately. And it was probably a good thing he hadn't married Mrs. Hudson yet, for if he had, she surely would be even more a grouchy bear than he felt as he punched his pillows, trying to get them into some kind of shape that his sweaty face and hair could stand once more.

But finally, he gave up.

He sat up on his bed and once more contemplated the dread he had been feeling of late. A dread that quickened his heart, accelerated it dangerously, making him fear that perhaps he was about to have a heart attack. But he wasn't. It was something else. Something far more insidious and dark. Painful.

The vision he had received.

It had struck about two weeks ago when he and Holmes were investigating this rather peculiar kind of track that led from the scene of a brutal murder and robbery. One Sir Robert Wentfellow had been struck down in his sleep, his throat slashed. Not by a knife. But by teeth. Teeth sharp enough to not only sever his jugular vein, but the spine of his neck as well.

"Werewolf." Holmes had uttered to the amazement of Watson.

Watson had shaken his head in dismay. "Vampires, werewolves, dark wizards. When will all this rubbish stop happening?"

Holmes had given him a patient smile. "When the rain stops forever and the sun never shines, and then the plight of mice and men shall


















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SHERLOCK HOLMES

- .
b i
n o

r

r
[

JOHN PIRILO





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





