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DAVID REED DROVE HOME from killing his best friend and wondered if he could ever look at the world the same.  How does one get up in the morning, brush their teeth, go to work, come home, eat dinner and watch television after having seen the things he had seen the past two days?  Both of his childhood friends had turned into wolves and tried to kill him!

The Bewlays coming after him had been bad enough, David thought, but werewolves?  David had to reconcile the thought in his mind that he now lived in a world where people turned into wolves.  And he really didn’t know if he could do it.

And there was his daughter Victoria.  She had seen it too.  At only fifteen, her entire worldview had been turned upside down.  How could he ever talk to her about mundane things again?  At the same time, how could he ever talk to her about this?  As far as David was concerned, he wanted her to forget it ever happened.  Maybe with time she would, but until then, how was he supposed to interact with her?  And the truth was, he wanted to talk to Victoria about it.  Needed to talk to her about it, because she was the only one he could talk to about it.  But now just wasn’t the time.  Maybe one day.  But not yet.

Then he thought maybe Victoria shouldn’t forget about it.  If this was the world they lived in, maybe remembering would be best.  In fact, maybe telling Alison and Jessi would be a good idea, too.  How could he let the people he loved most go about their lives without knowing the full truth?  After all, if the Bewlays, men he had known almost his entire life, why not Parker Newsome?  Why not Richard Moore?  David had no idea what was waiting for him outside this car, and if he didn’t tell his wife and daughters, and something happened to them, he would be just as much to blame, wouldn’t he?

But they won’t believe you, he thought.

I’ll show them, he decided.  Donnie’s body was still back there.

SHIT, he thought, slamming on the brakes and skidding on gravel.

The body is still back there.  In his panic, David had left Donnie Bewlay’s half transformed body lying in the dirt.  Surely the police would return to the scene.

Not tonight, he told himself.  Probably early tomorrow.  Go inside—he’d made it all the way to his driveway before his realization—make sure everyone’s okay.  Go back later and fix it, you can’t just turn around now and go back; Jessi’s probably already seen you out the window.

He pulled up to the house and got out, locked the car, then went inside, immediately wishing he hadn’t.

Voices yelling.

“That’s not fair!”  Victoria.

“Do what I said.”  Jessi.

“But it’s not fair!”  Victoria.

Christ, David thought.  Werewolves at the door and still nothing changes.

He went upstairs where he found Jessi standing in Victoria’s bedroom doorway while his daughter sat on her bed.  Victoria’s face was red.  When she saw him, he caught a glimmer of hope in her eyes, and she said, “Dad, tell mom it’s not fair that I have to be grounded for helping you.”

David looked at Victoria, then at Jessi, and asked, “What’s going on?”

“Your daughter thinks she gets off scott-free after knocking me out.  You tell her that’s not how the world works and she’s lucky to be getting off with just being grounded.”

Good God, David thought.  Really?

His initial reaction was to tell Jessi that, if not for Victoria, he would be dead, maybe all of them.  But his instincts told him that, in this case, he and Jessi needed to hold a united front.  Not that he believed she was right this time, but that had been their stance in most things involving the girls.  Alison and Victoria had to know they would never be able to play one parent against the other.

So, as much as he hated it, David had to agree with Jessi.  Luckily he didn’t have to voice it just yet; Jessi said, “You deal with her,” then turned around and walked downstairs, saying, “Dinner’s ready.  Everyone let’s eat.”

David waved Victoria to come on, then held out his arm for her to come into a hug.  He kissed the top of her head and said, “You already knew that was coming.  Still, kid, you did good.  Dangerous, but thank you.”  In the hall, he called out, “Dinner, Alison.  Let’s go.”

Alison’s bedroom door opened and his younger daughter appeared and they all three went down to eat.

Jessi had made spaghetti, a quick and effortless meal that would fill them up but not take too much thought.  He thought it might be a while before the Reeds saw any meals more complicated than this one.  He also saw a lot of take out orders and frozen pizzas in their future.  But that was fine with him.  He ate as much as he could force into his mouth, which turned out not to be that much at all.  He was still distracted by Donnie’s attack and death, and the fact he had left him lying there in the yard.  Thank God the Bewlays had lived in the middle of nowhere, even for Green Lake.  But still, he had to get back there fast.

He ate what he considered to be a respectable amount, then pushed himself back from the table and said, “That was delicious, as always.  I’m stuffed.”

Jessi looked at David’s half empty plate and frowned.  He knew what she was thinking, that she’d seen him put away two plates of the stuff in a sitting.

“I know,” he said.  “Just not as hungry as I wish I was.  Sorry, babe.”

Jessi  shrugged, then shook her head and leaned back in her chair.  None of them were hungry, it seemed.  The girls had barely touched their plates, either.

“Can you clean up?” Jessi asked.  “I think I’m gonna go take a long bath.”

David nodded and watched Jessi disappear up the stairs.  He scraped the plates and dumped the leftover down the garbage disposal, then went out into the living room and listened to the silence.  The window where Mick had broken into the house had been covered with a sheet of plastic, and it rattled in the wind, but other than that, there was nothing.

The girls were upstairs, Jessi was upstairs.

He needed to get out of the house, but he didn’t think he’d have time to do what needed done before Jessi was finished with her bath.  He went up to Victoria’s room and knocked on the door.  When she asked, “What?” David opened the door and leaned in.  “I’m gonna run to the hardware store, that plastic on the window is tearing free from the wind.  If you’re mother gets out before I get back, let her know, okay?”

Without looking at him, Victoria shrugged.

Man, she’s really pissed, David thought.

But Jessi wasn’t entirely wrong, and he’d have to make his daughter see that.  Later.  First, though ...

He grabbed his keys and wallet, then gave the plastic a good tug in the corner to loosen it up around the staples.  He’d have to make sure he bought a new roll of plastic before he came home, an expensive, top quality roll.

Before he left, he went out to the garage and grabbed a shovel, then went back in through the house with it, out the front door, and tossed it into the back seat.

* * *
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BACK AT THE BEWLAY trailer, David looked at the disfigured remains of Donnie.  He still couldn’t believe what he had left behind.  When Mick attacked, he’d come as the wolf, so David didn’t have to see the transformation.  And now, having seen the beginning of it, he never wanted to see it again.  But here it was, stuck in the middle forever.  When Mick died, the wolf had reverted back to Mick, but the same hadn’t happened for Donnie and David wondered why.  The wolf’s bloody head lolled to the side with its tongue hanging out of its mouth.  Its eyes were partly open and David was afraid to approach it in case it leapt back to life.

He could see places underneath the clothes were the body had began to bulge as the monster underneath came to the surface.  The hands were frozen in gnarled arthritic-looking claws, covered in blood from Donnie tearing at his skin to let the beast loose.  And partially encasing that beast’s head was the split version of Donnie Bewlay, each eye gazing in a different direction as the wolf forced its way into the world.  Or tried to.  But David had taken care of that.

He wondered what an autopsy might reveal.  More wolf under Donnie’s flesh?  This could be a huge scientific discovery, one that might offer some pretty handsome rewards, and part of David wanted to capitalize on that.  The other part wanted to make it go away and get back to his regular boring life.  That part, the part that was more concerned that his daughters grow up as normally as possible, won out.

“Fuck, man,” David said.  “Don, what did you two get into?  And why in the holy hell did it make you come after me?  I think that’s the part I’m having the hardest time with right now.  Werewolves or whatever, you guys came after me, man.  I was your best friend.  What the hell?”

He shook his head and tried to decide how to do this thing.  He settled on grabbing Donnie by the ankles, then dragging him into the woods.  He stopped when he found a flat spot big enough to hold a body.  He dropped the corpse and went back out for the shovel, then returned, fearing for a brief moment that it was a ruse and Donnie had been waiting for David to leave before finishing his transformation and mauling him to death.  But when he got back, everything was as he’d left it.

He went to work immediately, digging with all the power he had, trying to get this done and get out of here before he was caught.

It wasn’t going to be a deep grave, but he didn’t want to make it too shallow, either.  Who knew what was living in these woods that might try to dig him up?

The work tore at his back and his legs felt they were going to give out thirty minutes in.  His arms turned to rubber after forty-five minutes.  Then his stomach began to cramp.  God, the movies made this look so much easier.  He grunted with the effort and his back was a sheet of sweat.  But the stench coming off him was nothing compared to that coming out of the hole.  Donnie smelled like he’d been dead for weeks and the waves of it caressing David’s face as he huffed and puffed with the exertion threatened to keep him from ever eating anything with an expiration date again.  

It was getting late, he could feel it.  He needed to get home before Jessi started to worry or wonder.  He might just have to lie about the plastic, say he couldn’t find what he was looking for.  Maybe even a “second trip,” to Wal-Mart, thinking he might get lucky there.  But there was no way he was going to have time to actually go and find plastic this late.

When he’d finally managed to make a hole big enough for
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