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Cody sat for a second and stared out at the hood of his car.  Then he backed up a few feet, put the car in Drive, and slammed on the gas, peeling away toward home and away from here.  He drove just fast enough to get there, but not so fast as to be noticed.  He didn’t swerve or change lanes.  He obeyed every red light and stop sign.

Once home, he locked the door and collapsed on the floor, shaking uncontrollably and crying.

He couldn’t leave the car parked there, anyone who saw it in the light of morning would know.  Surely there was a dent, and he knew there had to be blood.  But he couldn’t go out and clean it tonight.  What else could he do with it, though?  He had no driveway, no garage, and no back alley.

He’d just have to get back in the car and drive, somewhere he wouldn’t be seen, and, as soon as he could do it without drawing attention to himself, get the car washed.  The dent he would figure out an explanation for, but the blood, he had to get that taken care of right away.

But there was another problem.  Gas.  The needle had been just above the E, and he wondered if he’d be able to pull into a gas station without being noticed.  Even if no one else was there, don’t they have those places monitored by cameras?  But there was no way he could go anywhere until he stopped for gas.  So it looked like his perfect plan wasn’t so perfect, and he didn’t think he’d be able to do it after all.

Cody was tempted to rush out and give the hood a once over, just enough to make it passable in the light of day, but again there was that nagging doubt; if even one person happened to glance out their window and catch him, what could look more suspicious than a man washing the hood of his car in the middle of the night?  But who’s up in the middle of the night?  Who knows?  That’s the problem.

He stopped shaking and wiped the tears from his face.  He sat on the couch with his head in his hands and his eyes closed, trying to visualize his plan more fully.  He kept coming back to the idea of taking the car somewhere it wouldn’t be found, but then something else came to him.  If the car was out front all night, he had his alibi.  If he took it somewhere else and anyone asked around, he couldn’t say he’d been home all night.

Jamie’s.  His mind seized on the thought.

He could take the car to Jamie’s.  He had at least enough gas to get there, Jamie had a driveway and Cody could pull the car right up close to the house.  And Jamie would understand even if no one else did that what he’d done had been an accident.  He trusted Jamie with his life, and if he said he’d been at Jamie’s all night, who would doubt him?  So they’d gone out, got a little too drunk, and he’d passed out there.  Perfect.  He’d just call him to make sure he was home, then he’d be on his way.

First thing’s first, though.  Cody had to take a piss.

He listened to the stream hit the back of the bowl.  His eyes were closed, but he kept seeing the impact flash before him and it only took a second before he opened them and stared ahead.

Then something shoved him face first into the wall.

He caught himself, splashed piss on his shoe, then zipped his pants and turned around.  He was alone.

Lost my balance, that’s all.  Have to call Jamie now.

He stepped toward the door, out into the hall, and tripped over something.  This time he wasn’t quick enough and he went down, smashing his cheek into the hardwood floor.

“Christ!” he yelled.  “What is wrong with me?”

Cody got to his knees and shook his head.  His cheek stung.  It would swell and bruise.  Nothing like a black eye because you’re too damn stupid to walk on your own, he thought.

He stood up and headed for the phone.  He was three steps in before a sudden, intense pain shot through his leg like a knife on fire.  Cody yelped and collapsed again, clutching his calf where the pain was strongest.  His leg was wet.  He looked at his hand and saw there was blood on his palm.  “What the fuck?” he asked.

Did he do that in the car?  Did he just not feel it because he’d been in shock when he got home?

He turned his leg around to inspect it.  The jeans were torn through, and something had pierced his calf.  But what?  It was just a dent in his hood, what could have done this if he’d been inside the car?

This didn’t make sense.  He’d have to look in the car to figure this out.  Maybe when he slammed on the brake something under his seat flew forward and jabbed him?  He couldn’t say.  Hurt like a bastard though, now that he wasn’t on the floor shaking anymore.

He hopped over to the counter where he picked up the phone and dialed Jamie’s number.  He put the phone to his ear and waited, but nothing happened.  There was no ring, no dial tone, and no Jamie.

He clicked the phone off, then tried again, but with the same results.  He thought maybe the battery was dead, but he’d picked it up off the base, so it should be charged.  He followed the electric cord and saw it was still plugged in.  Then he followed the phone cord and saw his problem.  The cord was chewed in half.

“Rats?” he asked.

Then something hit him in the back of the head and Cody looked up in time to see the metal pot skid across the kitchen floor.  He looked further and saw something on the counter.  That first look and Cody knew he was hallucinating.  Standing on his kitchen counter, holding a skillet above its head was . . . something, he wasn’t sure what.  It was about the size of a baby, but skinny.  It was grey and naked, hairless.  Its head was fat, round, flat.  When it saw Cody was looking at it, it snarled and showed its teeth.  There was blood on them.  From across the room, Cody could see it had yellow eyes.  It made a noise somewhere between a growl and a hiss and hurled the skillet at Cody’s head.

“Shit!” he said and ducked just in time.  The skillet bounced off the wall and clattered across the floor making a horrible racket and coming to a halt under the kitchen table.

Cody backed away but didn’t take his eyes off the creature.  How could he?  A second ago he’d been sure he was hallucinating, but that didn’t stop him from ducking.  And that had sure sounded real enough.

The thing grabbed a ceramic plate from the sink, dried spaghetti sauce and tiny bits of pasta stuck to it, and flung it across the room.  It hit Cody dead
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