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~ 1 ~

I made it back home, up the
rickety metal steps, through the door of my loft apartment, and to
the sink just in time for a case of the heaves. I'm sure a joke
could be worked out of that but I honestly didn't find it too
amusing. I didn't understand, I'd felt fine, other than a little
shook up. Now it was like I had the flu or something.

I ran the tap, rinsed my
mouth out, started to rinse out the sink, and lost it again. I
think I threw up four times before my stomach had nothing left to
give. I dug through my medicine drawer for antacids, dropped them
in a glass of fresh water and knocked it back. It seemed to help
some.

I hoped it was just nerves
and would pass soon enough. I needed to get cleaned up, Amanda was
supposed to be meeting me here in a little less than an hour. I
staggered into my bedroom, threw some clean clothes out on the bed,
started the shower, started to undress and collapsed on the floor.
I tried to get up, then passed out.

The sun seemed to have
set by the time I woke up. The whole world was painted in shades
of gray.
Like, literal ones, not plastered with covers from that trash
novel. The shower was still running. The clock on the table read
six fifty. Shit! Amanda was getting here at seven!

I rose to my hands and knees
and wobbled into the bathroom. Maybe I could pull off the "just
caught me in the shower" look. Probably not, but maybe. I reached
out to pull open the shower door and that's when I realized just
how fucked up my evening was going to be. Well, I began to realize.
Instead of the standard human hand and arm, I had a nice hairy
dog's leg.

I'd like to say that I
calmly sat down and came to grips with the situation. Or at least
that I crawled under the bed and cried. In all fairness, there was
some whining and whimpering. Then some frenzied hopping around as I
started trying to see the rest of me. I mean, how the hell does
something like this happen?

“You were haunted,” A voice
echoed inside my head. “Now relax before you hurt me.”

And who the hell was
that?

“I'm your
symbiotic spirit.
Think of me as your new best friend,” the voice said.

I love friends. I love
getting new friends. But I don't like new friends when I'm having
an old friend over. Two's company and three's a crowd, right? Of
course that was the least of my problems.

“Too bad,
bucko.” The voice was cheerful at least. “You're stuck
with me. Who's coming over?”

I couldn't believe this. I
was talking to myself and responding.

“Actually, no,” the voice
said.

“Be quiet, you!” I told it.
And on top of that I'd apparently turned into a dog.

“Wolf, actually,” the voice
said firmly.

“I said be quiet! I
need to hide somewhere. Maybe Amanda will think that I stood her
up. I can make something up. Sick parents. Hmm... could a dog's claws
handle texts?” I couldn’t believe I was talking to the voice in my
head.

“Wolf claws. And what are
texts?”

“You're actually telling me
that you don't know...” I thought at the voice. “Wait. If I turned
into a wolf, wouldn't that make me a werewolf?”

“Bingo, genius.” The
statement dripped with sarcasm.

“Dangerous. I'm dangerous.
Werewolves are dangerous! Amanda could get hurt!” If I had been
human, the words of panic would have been pouring out of my
mouth.

“I think you're
overreacting,” said the voice.

“No! I can't let myself hurt
her. I have to get out!” I looked around desperately.

The doorbell rang.

“Through the window,” I
thought. “Through the window.”

But for some reason I
couldn't move. Why couldn't I move?

“Because I'm the wolf. I
move,” said the voice.

“I could move earlier!” I
protested.

“I wasn't awake yet,” the
voice said patiently.

The doorbell rang again.
Twice.

Maybe if I didn't answer,
she would go away. Maybe she forgot to bring the key I gave her two
weeks ago.

The lock rattled, the door
opened, the clack of heels sounded on my cheap tile floor, and my
brain took off in mental loops. The wolf trotted to the doorway of
my bedroom.

“Damn,”
The voice let out a mental wolf whistle. “Hello
good looking!”

“Hey!” I tried to put
some sternness
into my voice. “That's my girlfriend you're talking about,
you mutt.”

Though I'd be the
first to admit she's worth looking at. Knockout redhead, lovely
curves, and her legs were great even without the heels. She was
standing just inside the door, looking uncertainly around my dim
apartment.

“Boy, I'll bet,” Mutt
snickered.

“Can you hear everything I
think?” I asked.

“Mostly,” Mutt said
smugly.

"Harry. Hello? Anybody
home?" Mandy called.

“Don't even think about
going out there,” I thought at him.

“Already there.” There was
an eager arrogance in his tone I did not like.

The wolf, 'we', I guess,
stepped out into the main room that served as a living dining and
relaxing room. Amanda saw it, us, as we left entered the room and
shrank back against the door with a gasped curse.

"When did he get a dog!"

“I’m not a dog. I’m a wolf!”
Mutt said, very precisely.

"Crap you're a big dog! Are
you friendly?"

“Wolf!”
Mutt sounded anything but friendly.

“Behave yourself,” I thought
sternly at him.

“I'm a wolf,” Mutt
repeated. An audible growl ripped through the room.

"Uh, not friendly then."
Mandy looked around, but kept an eye on us. "Harry? This isn't
funny anymore!"

As if I didn't know. She was
scared and I was stuck inside this dog...

“I'm a wolf!” Mutt’s growl
rattled the window panes, and I felt hackles raising.

"Shit." Mandy grabbed at the
doorknob behind her, yanked open the door and slammed it on her way
out.

Did I say earlier how fucked
up my evening was going to be? Well, I was wrong. Damn dog.

“WOLF!” Mutt howled.

My neighbor upstairs pounded
on the floor.

"Turn the TV down!
Asshole!"

I love living in an
apartment. No really. It's the people.

“I’m hungry,” Mutt said.

“I'm sorry?” I asked.

“I’m hungry,” he
repeated.

“You're hungry? Now? Maybe
you shouldn't have made me throw up earlier. I had eaten you know!
And you just drove my girlfriend out of my apartment and ruined our
date! I'm going to be lucky if she'll even talk to me again!” I
ranted. “How can you even think of food?”

“Because I'm hungry.”

“You don't give up do
you?”

“I'm hungry,” Mutt
whined.

“Well, I'm fresh out of
Kibbles and Bits. So you'll just have to deal with it,” I said.

“You don’t have food? Mutt
asked.

“That's right. No food,” I
sulked.

Mutt howled again. It was
loud, drawn out, and mournful as hell.

The ceiling shook as my
neighbor pounded on it again.

"Have you no respect?! Turn
down your damn TV!"

“I can smell food up
there.” Our eyes traveled up to the ceiling and I
suddenly realized that our hearing was so sharp that I could tell
exactly where my neighbor was standing. He walked out of the room
above us.

“Food,”
growled Mutt.

“No. That's my neighbor,” I
said. “You don't want to eat him, trust me.”

“I want FOOD!” Mutt
howled.

Before I knew what was
happening, we had slammed into the door. The flimsy thing shuddered
and lurched under our weight and I heard the molding crack. I could
feel the strain of the situation pressing down on me like a freight
train. Not to mention, I was starting to feel maddeningly
hungry.

“Wait,” I shouted. “Wait.
You, don't want to eat that guy!”

“Food!”

“He's all grease and fat and
gristle. And I know where there is better food. Trust me. Much
better food, much easier to get. Stop!”

We slammed into the door
again, but not as forcefully. I'd caught Mutt's attention.

“I need food,” Mutt
growled.

“Sit,” I put all
the sternness
into my voice I could muster and to my surprise we sank onto
our haunches.

“Where’s the food?” he
asked, panting.

I imagined myself raising an
eyebrow. “How are you with opening a fridge?”

My weeks supply of hamburger
later, we lay on our side on the cool kitchen tile and basked in
the glory of a full stomach. While Mutt was relaxed, I tried to get
a handle on the situation. Not to mention my pronouns.

My apartment was a mess.
There was a huge crack down the center of the door where it had
buckled. Bits and pieces of ground beef littered the tile where
they had fallen in Mutt’s feeding frenzy. The fridge door leaned
open a little drunkenly. Mutt had pushed against the handle with
his paw and not bothered to close it. Ungrateful bastard.

Jesus Christ on high, I
thought. I’m a goddam werewolf.

I tried to think of
everything I knew about werewolves. The panic reaction that had
been pushed aside earlier was returning. Silly thing to do really.
I mean what did I know about werewolves. They are really strong,
run in packs, have a caveman mentality and look like Taylor
Laughtner? I mean come on. Just cause it was in some crap movie
doesn’t make it true, right?

If I came out of this
skin looking like Taylor Laughtner I was going to have another
fit. After which
I would probably go rob the bastard blind. I’m an entertainer
just like he is, so he could share the wealth right? Good lord,
listen to me, I’m turning into a Communist. A communist werewolf.
Somehow that was just not funny.

Mutt yawned and our tongue
lolled out across the floor. Gene Simmons would be jealous.

I have got to get these
pronouns figured out! Get control of the situation.

“Mutt. Is this wolf’s body
yours?”

“Yep. All two hundred pounds
of sleek awesomeness.”

“Really? Are you a real
wolf?”

“Of course.”

“Really? Where were you
before you got here?”

“I don’t really know. It was
dark. And empty. No food.”

“You were a wolf there?”

“No. I was a wolf
spirit.”

“So when I got cursed your
spirit was grafted on to mine?”

“I don’t know how it
works.”

If he was grafted into me,
then I was still me. He was the intruder. I was on my home turf. It
feels weird to think of your body as a home where people can just
walk in and leach onto you. But if that was the case then I was in
charge. My house, my rules.

“Wait a minute,” Mutt
rumbled. Literally. I could hear the growl in the room. “You’re in
charge of puny human body. I’m in charge of two hundred pounds
sleek awesomeness.”

“Bullshit. My body. My
house. My rules.”

“Wanna bet. Watch this.”
Mutt stood up, walked to the fridge and lifted his leg.

“What! Stop! No! BAD DOG!”
My useless screams echoed inside my skull. “Not on the lettuce!
Dammit!”

“Your rules, buster. Well
nuts to that.” Mutt stepped carefully in the spreading pool of
piss, making sure each paw was well coated. Then he rolled in it.
He trotted to the bathroom, leaving a trail of urine in the bedroom
carpet, and drank loudly from the toilet. The water tasted funny,
laced with chemicals.

“You think you’re tough,
huh. You think you’re a tough wolf? Well just wait and see.” I had
mentally crossed my arms.

“Yep. We’ll see.” Mutt
trotted into the bedroom, pausing between the door and the bed. My
stomach gurgled noisily.

“No. No. Don’t you dare. No.
Bad dog!” I could feel Mutt’s grin spreading across my face.

Then he puked up a pound of
ground beef and toilet water, right onto the carpet. The bile
tasted harsh and nasty in my throat and the smell was overwhelming.
Mutt pushed my nose into it for a brief moment, then jumped up onto
the bed. He turned around a few times, laid down, and then
everything blacked out.


~ 2 ~

I woke smelling of urine and
vomit. My face itched, and I scratched at it. Everything was so
fuzzy. No, literally. Normally my beard doesn’t grow that heavily
overnight. I needed a shave and a shower. My stomach gurgled as I
sat up. I needed breakfast too.

Shower. Shave. Tea.
Breakfast. In that order.

I’d had such weird dreams. I
stepped out of bed, headed for the bathroom. The carpet squished
under my feet, coated in something cold and slick. I looked down.
Not dreams and suddenly I was awake.

“I’m gonna kill that damn
dog.”

By the time I had cleaned up
Mutt’s mess and finished my morning routine, I was furious. You
ever get that slowly growing anger? It starts as a little spark,
burning like a sun, in the pit of your stomach, and slowly spreads
everywhere through your whole body. You know what I’m talking about
right? Good.

As I finished my tea and
toast - not every American male drinks coffee and eats McDonald’s
for breakfast, all right? - I considered what to do. You might find
this strange. Maybe you would be terrified. Well, let me tell you
something, after standing in front of an impatient mob of two
hundred people and telling stale jokes for canned laughs, not a
whole lot scares me anymore. Life throws lots of shit at you - some
of it harder than tomatoes - and you just get through it, right?
Right.

Killing the dog was out. As
much as I wanted to right now, pulling it off would probably kill
me too. Definite out. But I would settle for getting rid of him. I
just needed to know how. It’s not as simple as it sounds, you
know?

I mean, what do you
do? Put a want ad in the paper? WANTED: Good home for docile
symbiotic werewolf spirit. Likes raw meat and greasy neighbors.
Rambunctious, friendly, and needs space for BIG personality. Please apply
below.

Yeah, right.

And who in my crowd would
know about werewolf curses? Come on, we’re a bunch of stand up
comics. We don’t go in for the hooded rituals and human sacrifice
type stuff. I mean, that shit is seriously not funny. Unless you’re
wearing a Snuggie. Everything is funny in a Snuggie.

I needed to find somebody
who knew about these things. Or someone who knew how to find
someone who knew about these things. I didn’t think walking down
the street asking random strangers would really work to well. Hey
mister, you look all tatted up, you don’t by chance practice dark
arts and curses do you? I was starting to think I was mad just
thinking about it.

And speaking of mad, I
needed to call Amanda. Maybe get her flowers and a card or
something. She was probably pretty pissed about last night. Hell, I
was pretty pissed about last night. Somebody should get me a card!
I glanced at my calendar out of force of habit and groaned. I had a
gig at Tony’s at ten P.M. I needed the money but I hated Tony’s.
Cheap drunks full of hot wings and cheap beer who all think they’re
funnier than the professional.

Hopefully I didn’t get all
furry tonight too. Shouldn’t that coincide with the full moon or
something? Where do you even find out about moon phases? I groaned
and put my head in my hands.

It was going to be a busy
day. I took a pair of Tylenol and made another cup of tea.

I checked the coffee
canister, just on the off chance the werewolf curse brought some
kind of monetary bonus, but the half dozen or so twenties were all
mine. I definitely couldn’t skip out on Tony’s. I needed a plan.
More than that I needed a sorcerer or magician or warlock or a geek or
something. Geeks. I knew where to find them. There was a hobby shop
down on 8th Ave.

It was already eight and my
head was still killing me. No wonder those werewolf guys in the
movie always look so haggard. I mean, who wouldn’t feel like crap
when your head feels like Paul Bunyan mistook it for a tree? Still,
I dragged myself up and to the door, with the intention of getting
down to catch the bus, but the vertical crack in the paneling and
the way the door sagged stopped me in my tracks.

Shit.

I’m not a carpenter. And my
landlord was going to freak out when he saw this. I needed to get
it fixed, first thing and...

I forced myself to stop and
took a deep breath. Then I went and got a notepad and started
making a list. Life was getting way to complicated way to fast.

Find geeks and ask about
werewolves.

Fix door.
Somehow. Duct
tape?

Card and flowers for
Amanda.

Shopping: Ground beef.
Kibble. Paper Towels. Carpet cleaner.

Make more money at
Tony’s.

It all sounds so much easier
when you write it down. Have you ever experienced that? You make a
to do list and feel that glow of accomplishment rising in you. It’s
like your chores are nearly complete all ready. And since it won’t
really take that much more to get them done, you can take a little
break on the couch, and maybe your headache will get better.

Yeah. I got that glow. I
murdered it ruthlessly. Once I hit the couch, I was done for the
day and there was no way that was going work. I went down to the
bus stop. The door stuck a bit and I think the crack might have
grown a little when I forced it open. But first the hobby shop on
8th Ave.

I walked down the three
flights of stairs, and nearly jumped out of my skin when a voice
behind me said hello. My head throbbed. Way too much chirp in her
voice. It was my neighbor from underneath checking her mail. I
guessed she was in her late twenties, wore glasses and neat
clothes, and I think I heard she was a librarian or something. I
mumbled something of a vaguely polite nature and tried to scoot
past, but she neatly stepped in front of me.

“Lot of noise up there
last night. Mandy come over again?” She winked conspiratorially.

“Uh,” I was the very
wavelength of eloquence.

“It’s all right, you know.
You guys quieted down by eleven and I’m not complaining. You
weren’t bothering me.”

“Oh. Uh. I’m glad.” I tried
a smile. It felt funny though.

“It must be nice.” She
adjusted her glasses. “To have someone, I mean. I don’t have
anyone.”

“Aw, I’m sorry. That must be
kind of like having it rubbed in your face, huh? I’m sorry.”

“Maybe a bit, but like I
said, I don’t mind.” She brushed a strand of hair back, “Though I
wouldn’t mind knowing how a girl has to feel to howl like
that.”

I stared. She couldn’t
possibly be suggesting...

She flushed a little and
tittered.

“Oh me, listen to what I’m
saying! I can’t imagine what got into me.”

“It’s ok. Don’t worry about
it.”

“I’ll just be going and let
you get on with your day Harry.” Her blush deepened, “By the way,
your cologne smells amazing.”

“Oh, thanks.”

She brushed by me and
headed up the stairs, leaving me flatfooted by the mailboxes. My
headache was now worse than ever and I was trying to figure out if
the pain was making me delirious or if I really had just been
propositioned by my neighbor. I decided it must be the headache.
She must not have been fully awake and accidentally let one of her
fantasies slip. Though the cologne comment was a little weird. I hadn’t
put any on. I started for the door.

“Just think about it Harry.
Ok?”

I turned and waved, she was
halfway up the stairwell, and tried not to appear like I was
running for the door. That last comment pretty much told me it was
not my headache and the thought somewhat scared me. I was very
happy with Amanda and I am not the kind of guy to run around on my
girl. I mean, I’m not a dog. Well, most of the time, you know what
I mean. I waited on the sidewalk for the bus and tried not to think
about it.

So of course I did. Don’t
think about the purple elephant, right?

If I was single, I would
have definitely been interested. She was cute and her eyes sparkled
with life. The tidy skirts and blouses she wore were generally in
sensible colors with the occasional vivid scarf or hat or other
accessory. It made her seem classy and reliable. And she knew how
to pick out clothes that accented her figure. She was definitely
very cute.

Of course, Amanda was all
those things and a little bit more, if you know what I mean?
Nothing was going to happen, anyway, I told myself sternly, so
there was no use in thinking about it. Like I don’t have enough
trouble, sprouting fur and howling at the moon. I needed to focus
on taking care of that.

The bus pulled up to
the sidewalk with the sigh and creak of air brakes. The side doors swung wide
open, releasing a stream of warmth into the cool November air. I
stepped onboard and sat near the front, squeezing next to a rotund
lady dressed in a business suit the size of a circus tent. She
wheezed every few minutes and I tried to ignore her.

I thought I might be
putting to much faith in geeks. I mean, I’m sure they’d be happy to
talk to me, but what would they really know. Still. I read comics
in high school
and had a part time job manning the desk at The Speckled
Dragon, and man, there are some creepy people that wander through.
Not being judgmental or anything, if you want to come
off as a creep that sucks blood and sacrifices small animals in
your Satanic rituals, hell, do your thing man. But I’m still going
to say its fucking creepy.

I was jerked back to the
present by a meaty tap on my arm. It was the lady next to me,
leering at me in a most unsettling fashion.

“Hey handsome.” She winked,
“What kind of trouble are you getting into today?”

“Hey.” I tried to smile,
“Nothing special. Just headed down to 8th street.”

“I’m going to 4th,” she
volunteered. “I’m the receptionist for Wang, Chang, and Alfred at
law. Look me up at lunch and I’ll be all the trouble you need.”

“Uh.” I tried to think of
something polite to say to that.

“This is my stop.” She
batted her eyelashes at me, “Just look me up,
handsome.”

She took a few steps away,
then whirled back and inhaled deeply and sighed.

“You smell so good I could
just eat you up,” she grinned, gave me another wink, and lumbered
off the bus.

I sat in shock. The bus
doors cranked shut. The man sitting behind me leaned forward and
put his hand on my shoulder. The light, friendly touch, not the
heavy, you’re-coming-with-me-boy grab.

“Did you know that broad?”
He asked.

“No. Never seen her before
in my life.” I said.

“Well, it looked like she
wanted to remedy that!”

I groaned and put my head in
my hands.

“You ok, buddy?” He was all
concern.

“Yeah. I’m fine. Just having
one of those days.”

He laughed, clapped me
on the shoulder, and leaned back against his seat to give me my
space. Space. In a city of hundreds of thousands of people,
shoe-horned into a few dozen square miles, space is a joke. No one has
space and if they do manage to get it, they have forgotten what to
do with it and fill it up with crap and then start complaining that
they don’t have any space anymore.

My stop came up before more
women could proposition me, though I noticed a fair number of
appraising looks, smiles, and eyelash fluttering as I walked off
the bus. Eerie. Normally that kind of attention would make any guy
feel pretty good about himself, but after everything that had
happened since last night, it was sending chills up my spine. I
mean, I’m not going to say that I was ugly or anything but I’m not
that good-looking. No one is THAT good looking. There had to be
something else going on.

I kept my eye out for
stalking harpies as I walked down 8th to the hobby shop, but I only
received the standard glances of people, men and women, noting
my presence
and then dismissing it. That was much more normal and I began
to relax. The sign in front of the shop read “Eric’s Emporium of
Esoteric Errata”. The shop door was hung with bells
that jingled as I opened it and stepped inside.

It was dim, with the
faint haze of incense smoke hovering near the ceiling. The
storefront windows were not black out, but they had been hung with
heavy drapes, blocking a lot of the noise and most of the light
from the street outside. The air was cool, the smell of incense was
intense, and a speaker system somewhere was murmuring epic strains
of orchestral music. Maybe Lord of the Rings, but it sounded off,
like someone
had remixed the soundtrack.

The floor space was crowded
with shelves buried in books, trinkets, and other oddities. Several
locked glass cases secured vibrantly colored sculptures, mostly of
unrealistically proportioned women being held captive by
mythological beasts. At least, I assumed they were being held
captive. Maybe they wanted to be there. In a place like that, who
can say?

There were weapons of
all kinds. Swords, axes, a weird looking club with a spiky metal
ball end, and other things I couldn’t even begin to describe. They
all had a waxy luster to them, and looked very menacing and dangerous just
hanging on the walls.

The counter was another
locked glass casement, filled to the brim with horrific little
figurines arranged in battle ranks. There was an old fashioned cash
register on top of it, and some boxes filled with cards and packs
of dice. A heavy tapestry hung on the wall just behind the
register, depicting some kind of battle in muted, heavy colors.
It’s twin hung on the exact opposite side of the room. In the space
cleared for customers to place potential purchases, a five by seven
card had been taped to the top of the glass.

FOR ASSISTANCE, RING
BELL.

I glanced around, but
there didn’t seem to be anyone in the place besides me. I looked
back at the card, read it again, and looked around the
counter top. The
bell was one of those little hand chimes, that sits on the table
and you tap the piston on the top with your finger. I looked around
again. No one.

So I shrugged and smacked
the bell. It rang once, clear and sweet and completely out of
place. I felt an immediate surge of friendliness to the little
thing.

Nothing else happened.

I rang it again. It chimed.
Nothing happened.

“What a weird place,” I
muttered and turned to leave.

“Welcome to Eric’s
Emporium.” A deep male voice boomed behind me and I nearly jumped
out of my skin.

“Purveyors of the finest and
most exotic items in all the realm of Boston.”

I turned and sure enough,
there was a tall man standing behind the counter. He had loose
blonde hair hanging past his shoulders, a heavy face, and was
dressed in black jeans and a black t-shirt. The t-shirt said was
emblazoned in yellow letters “Surrender the virgins and I’ll let
you live.”

He let me stare for a minute
and then intoned: “How can we be of service today?”

“You were hiding behind the
counter?” It was the only place I could think of that he might have
appeared from so suddenly.

“It’s a glass counter man.
You can see through it man. That totally would never work.” He
relaxed the moment he heard the skepticism in my voice, his eyelids
half closed, and he started absently scratching himself.

“Then how do you appear out
of thin air like that?”

“Trade secret, man. I can’t
tell you. Old David Copperfield throws a fit whenever people give
away trade secrets. Bad juju, man.”

“David... you mean the real
David Copperfield? The magician?”

“Yeah, man.”

“He owns this place?” I
could have sworn the famous magician lived in Florida or something.
Not Boston.

“No, man. Eric owns the
Emporium, man. Hence Eric’s Emporium.” The man shook his head at
me, “But Mr. Copperfield knows, man. If you give away secrets. He
knows man.”

“And comes and gets you like
the boogeyman? Right.”

The man made a shushing
motion with his finger.

“Right.” It was my turn to
shake my head. “Are you Eric?”

“Yeah man. I’m Eric.” The
guy grinned at me. He needed to see a dentist or three.

I peered closer at him,
despite the wickedly disgusting teeth. “Bullshit.”

The man threw his head back
and laughed. It was a deep booming laugh, more in tune with his
initial greeting than his stoner persona. He laughed until he could
not breath, pounding his fist on the counter, tears streaming down
his face. Made me feel silly as hell, and the urge to slap the guy
a few times began to rise within me.

Finally he got his breath
back and was able to speak. “You should have seen your face.” He
broke off into another series of chortles. “Like you were about to
catch me in some kind of grand lie!”

I frowned and turned to go,
before I got myself arrested for assault.

“Wait, wait.” The man
who might be Eric but I no longer cared called, “I’m sorry. I was
practicing my role
playing. You must not be a gamer.”

“No, I’m not.” His voice had
lost the stoner note and the deep announcer intonation and was now
somewhere pleasantly normal so I turned around and went back to the
counter.

“Well sorry if you
thought I was messing with you. I’m Eric.” Eric grinned, “We have a
big play through coming up tomorrow and I’m introducing an NPC who
was a surfer in California before the Apocalypse hit.”

“An NPC?”

“Oh right. Non-player
character.” Eric grinned. “It’s a character who the other
players... you really don’t care do you?”

“Not really.” I found my
grin for the first time in the building. “What I care about is
werewolves.”

“You mean like White Wolf?”
Eric started to get excited again, “Man, that game is sick! But
wait. You said you weren’t a gamer?”

“That’s right.” I nodded, “I
was hoping someone here or someone you know could tell me about
werewolves.”

Eric looked at me a little
oddly. “What for? Are you a research student or an author or
something?”

“Something.” I nodded.

“Like what?” Eric leaned
over the counter, peering speculatively at me. It suddenly struck
me that he was a much bigger guy than I’d first thought. Easily six
two. “You’re not one of those dopey kids who come in here moaning
about vampires. But you look familiar. Why is that?”

“I don’t know, maybe you
bought my trademarked toilet paper. Has my face printed on every
sheet for every shit.”

It took Eric all of a split
second to get past “trademarked toilet paper” and then he started
laughing again.

“I know. You’re that stand
up comedian guy.”

Ah. I wonder if every artist
has the same reaction from their public. They don’t even know my
name!

“Harry.” I said. I tried to
smile “Harry Fitz. But ‘That-Stand-Up-Comedian-Guy’ works too.”

“I’ll bet the Bond
introduction really gets the ladies,” Eric chuckled. “Are you
working on a line of jokes about werewolves? Cause I know some
people who would be really interested!”

“Yeah? That’s cool. I’m just
trying to learn as much about them as I can.”

“Well.” Eric walked around
the corner and started into the maze of shelves. “We have lots of
books detailing all the classic mythology about them. That should
be perfect for what your doing. Say, you know why the werewolf
chased after the stripper?”

He asked the question
while handing me a book. The cover had a horde of
be-furred and
vicious looking monsters bearing down on a busty girl in chainmail
armor that was way to small. I shook my head.

“Because she was one bad
kitty!” Eric burst into another spasm of laughter. I put the
fragmented pieces together and chuckled a little as well.

Eric knew his store like the
back of his hand and by the time we were through the first two sets
of shelves my arms were straining to hold the stack of books he had
handed me. I explained that there was no way I’d be able to buy
them all and asked if it was ok if I browsed through them some in
the store. He pointed me to the back corner, where a few comfy
chairs were set up.

“Go make with the funnies
already.” He chuckled and went back to the counter.

So I spent the next few
hours browsing through the stack of books and realized I would have
been just as well off surfing the internet. Though let me tell you,
if I’m ever doing stand up at a geek convention, I’ve got a
pocketful of comic gold now. The books were full of information
that would be useful and relevant in the fantasy worlds they
described but gave me very little knowledge about werewolves.

“I need a book about the
fantasy world I’m in.” I muttered to myself while reading about how
the transformation from human to wolf worked. It had not felt like
that at all. The books were pure fiction. Of course, to be fair,
that’s what the folks writing them thought too. The truest common
denominator among them was that they all clearly did not actually
believe in werewolves. Which helped me about as much as a kick in
the shin.


~ 3 ~

After a few hours of useless
research my stomach started growling and I gave the books back and
left the store. While several people had drifted through the store,
none of them had appeared to be masters of arcane knowledge. Too
many pimples and not enough menace.

Besides, I had more to
do than research and I couldn’t put it off forever. No matter how
much I was not looking forward to apologizing and explaining everything
to Mandy. I mean, just how is THAT supposed to go.

Sorry for standing you up on
our date night. I was preoccupied with turning into a giant wolf
and keeping it from eating you or worse. Oh, and the dog ate my
homework.

Right. Because that would go
over well.

I grabbed a sandwich
from a convenience store. You know, one of those
prepackaged ones where they slap two slices of mystery meat and a
slab of lard between two pieces of cardboard and call it a ham and
cheese sandwich.
Way overpriced and nasty but it was convenient and made my stomach quiet
down.

I knew of a street vendor on
the way to Amanda’s building where I could get a bouquet of
flowers. If it was my lucky day, he might even have a funny card or
two. If I wanted to get her a card too. I wasn’t sure. Flowers AND
a card might be too much.

You know, you goof
something minor up and you apologize.
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