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The sniveling little wimp thought he was alone. 

My time came, and I floated up behind his eyes and saw again. He sat at his kitchen 

table before a half finished plate of spaghetti and an old Faulkner hardback. A skinny 

yellow kitten I hadn't seen before lounged beside the book, flicking its tongue between 

splayed claws. Dave's right hand maneuvered dripping strands of pasta to his mouth. His 

left stroked the cat and turned pages. The only sounds came from the soft scratch of paper 

and the clink of his fork on the china plate. The only scent was his fear. Yet, Dave didn't 

sense me yet. I probed his thoughts and saw that the cat was supposed to calm his nerves 

while the novel took his mind off me. 

I nudged David with a mild suggestion. He looked over at the wall and blinked. I felt 

surprise in him but no suspicion. I pushed his mind gently. His glance shifted to the kitten, 

and I felt his eyebrows crinkle together. I eased off, but he didn't think of me; the game was 

still running. The kitten looked up, meowed softly, and purred. I touched Dave‟s mind 

again and whispered. His right hand slowly shifted the prongs of his fork from the eating 

position to just below the edge of his palm. His fingers closed on the handle. I pushed 

harder. He laughed once and reached for the cat. 

His left hand moved through the air in little halting jerks. Dave shook his head and 

looked away. I pushed him once more, and his fingers clamped down around the kitten's 

throat. The cat hissed and struggled, scratching at the gold-speckled Formica. Dave stood, 

scraping the chair back behind him. Excitement rose in him, setting his heart pounding. It 

urged me on. „Kill it,’ I hissed into his mind. He raised the fork above the kitten's head. I 

told him to drive it home. He shook his head. His eyes widened. 

"My God, no," he said, looking down. 

‘Kill it,’ I told him again. „You want to.’ 

The fork descended halfway and stopped. His hand tightened on the handle, 

whitening his knuckles. His heart hammered, but he'd stopped his breath. Dave raised the 

fork high overhead and drove it down hard. The steel prongs slammed into the Formica, a 



quarter inch in front of the cat's nose. He opened his left hand. The kitten scampered off. I 

laughed. Dave threw the fork at the wall and ran from the kitchen to the opposite end of the 

house. I looked through his eyes as he scanned his bedroom. 

Pale blue walls surrounded sloppy, gray plaster repairs. I'd gotten at the ceiling too, 

but he hadn't patched those holes yet. His box spring and mattress lay on the wood floor. 

He'd evidently thrown away the pieces I'd left of the bed frame. The rest of the house 

looked about the same, unless he'd done some major repairs while I was too far down to 

see. I didn't think so. He didn't have the will or resources to keep up with me. Sure, he had 

more time, but in a few minutes, I could destroy what he accomplished in as many weeks. I 

did it laughing, and I made him watch. Last time, I threw his nineteen-inch Sony through 

the wall between the dining room and kitchen. If he replaced the TV, I'll smash the new one 

through his microwave tonight. I wondered if he knew why I never broke his bedroom 

mirror. 

He cried now into his reflected image. 

"Please," he begged his god aloud, "Don't let it happen again." 

He meant me. Dave Corby's image looked out from the dusty glass, and I saw myself 

behind the shine in his eyes. He wiped the dampness from his high cheekbones and stared 

into his reflection. His eyes shown an inflamed, hangover red around deep blue irises. But 

he knew not to rely on that. Sometimes the eyes changed last. His skin was sallow and 

pocked from acne. I noticed that his face looked thinner than when I'd taken him, months 

ago. Understandable. 

Dave tilted his face closer to the glass. He swallowed and squinted, etching his worry 

lines deeper. Lank blond hair fell over his high forehead, covering the wrinkles and nearly 

hiding thin, curved eyebrows. A long  nose tapered to straight, cracked lips. Incongruously, 

sharp angular planes set the line of his jaw. Below, a hose of a neck bisected narrow, bony 

shoulders. His flat chest rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths under a damp, faded 

Colorado State University T-shirt. He waited. 

I came up. We felt each other, and he whimpered inside. The worm. Layer by layer, I 

rose within him. His blue eyes darkened to black. He stared into the mirror and tried to will 

me back. Sweat beaded his forehead and face with the effort. His heart hammered harder 

and faster in his chest. 

My heart, my chest. 

The heat of fear flushed his face, feeding me. His mouth gaped at some flicker of a 

thought. I didn't hear it, but it must have been about what he saw in the mirror: the stiff, 

black bristles coming out on his face. He slapped a hand over the glass but didn't or couldn't 

turn away. It was all I needed. His control slipped a notch and I moved closer, pushing. 

The phone rang. 

Dave squeezed his eyes shut, but I wouldn't let him drive the bell out of his mind. He 

opened his eyes and saw my hand on the mirror. The corners of his mouth turned down, 

and his face wrinkled, drawing his eyes to slits. He snatched the hand away in a clenched 

fist and spun at the phone's fourth ring. I realized who he thought it was: a woman. So, the 



geek found himself a girlfriend since I'd last come out. I thought about putting her into the 

same state of disrepair as his house. I laughed. Dave's body shivered. 

His resolve strengthened suddenly, and I lost the edge. The hand that lifted the 

receiver was his again, but I held on at the weakest seam of his mind. He pressed the 

receiver to his ear and found his voice between us. "Hello?" he said. I listened behind him 

and let him know it and the stringy muscles in his neck tensed. I felt a delicious surge of 

power in his fear for the bitch, but I held myself back. 

"David?" 

I heard the concerned tone in her voice, and despised him for it. He opened his 

mouth. My will shut him down. 

"Something wrong, Mi Amor?" she asked into Dave's ear—our ear. "You okay?" 

He wrenched his mind away from me with a strength I hadn't seen before. I nearly 

lost him in the shock. "Fine, Marsela. I'm fine," the wimp told her. "Hey, Mari, I really 

don't—" 

"Just got off work, Davey. And what a crazy day!  ¡Què loco fue!  I just could not--

couldn‟t--believe so many people in the store. I spent half the time in and out of the 

stockroom. The department manager didn't even want me to take a break, the bitch. And 

you know I wanted to work on my psych paper; writing in English is so hard. I told her—" 

"Marsela," he said, "I guess I really don't feel so hot." 

I figured it out as the girl's voice began to fade in my mind. He wasn't any stronger; I 

was getting weaker. What the Hell? 

"Oh, Dave, mi vida. You sound like you've got something. I'll come over and make 

you dinner and a hot toddy." 

Yes, I demanded to his mind. It couldn't be him. I was with him, and nothing had 

changed. 

"No, Mari, don't—" 

"I don't mind, Mi Amor. The day was not really so bad." 

"I don't want you to catch anything. It's just a cold." 

Tell her to come. I'd show him my strength by ripping his woman to bits. 

"I'll be okay. I don't want you to come over here and get sick." 

"You probably caught it in one of your classes, Pobrecito. Did you go today?" 

"Yeah. I only had two." 

“How your Spanish test was?” 

“Easy, ‟cause you helped me study.” 

“I would help you anytime with anything, Mi Amor.” 

Sweat made the phone slick against our ear. The smells of human body odor and 

damp canine fur mixed in the room. I drove hard into him, but he found more strength than 

I could manage. I held on. Above all else, I would not lose my night. I felt the scratch of 

bristles on the receiver, like the warmth of a spring sun after a morbid winter. My claws 

dug into the phone. Plastic cracked in our hand. 

"Davey, ¿Què pasó?" 



"Nothing. I . . . I dropped the phone." 

I felt his shame at lying, even to protect her. The runt. 

Bring her here. 

"You sound worse, Davey. I think you need some TNC.” 

“TLC.” 

“¿Què?” 

Dave laughed, despite his fear. “It‟s TLC for tender loving care.” 

“Ah, yes, claro. You need some T . . . L . . . C, Colombiana style." 

“I sure do.” 

We fought in his mind, but I couldn't hold him longer than a few seconds at a time. I 

could only think of one answer, but it wasn't likely in this age, and certainly not over the 

phone. I had to find out, so I submitted and listened. I didn't have the strength for much 

more anyway. He felt the loosening and blew out a sigh. "But I'll just start with some 

aspirin and vitamin C. Okay, Mari?" he breathed in a hoarse whisper. "You are an angel, 

but I really don‟t want you to catch this; okay? ¿Por favor? I'll call you tomorrow, when I'm 

better." 

I knew the risk, but I couldn't wait another month, couldn't bear it. And if she met the 

conditions, there would be no more months. I'd have to kill her tonight. 

"Okay, Mi Macho fuerte, if that is—if that‟s—what you want. But I don't think I'll 

catch anything." 

Dave settled himself down onto the mattress. The springs creaked. He lowered his 

head, and all I saw was the floor. 

"It is about last night; no?" she asked. "I am so sorry, Davey. I . . . I just need more 

time. Okay? Es mi cultura. Tal vez, somos tontas. I only been here one year, and we‟re not 

used to—" 

"No, Marsela. It's not that at all. I should be apologizing for coming on so strong. I 

just . . . I'm not in a hurry. Really. I'm just sick. Why don't you go out with some of your 

friends? Angie, maybe. Okay, Mar?" 

"It is not because I don't want to be alone, Dave. I want to be with you. And you don't 

have to apologize. I don‟t want to wait anymore either. Next time, tomorrow night, I will . . 

. " 

The truth flashed on me in the middle of their silly love talk: the bitch was a virgin. 

And she loved the worm. Damn. It was the only thing I couldn't get around. Silver and 

drowning could kill a host, but I used them to steal new bodies when the hunt closed in. I 

considered the only thing that could weaken me, even drive me from my living host: a 

virgin's love. The only way around that was to tear this little bitch's heart out. I had to get 

Dave to lead me to her tonight, before he learned of her power. 

I took the risk and let him go. He had to know it at once, feel me fade until I felt 

nothing again. Controlled nothing. I lost the smell of his fear and our sweat. My sight 

filmed over to gray. His shouting mind faded to a whisper. I drifted down until I was sure 

he thought himself alone, thought he'd won. 



Dave stood and crossed the bedroom to the mirror, dragging the phone cord along. 

His thin face glowed with sweat. He leaned close but couldn't find me in his eyes. The blue 

irises reflected only a relief he didn't seem to trust. He probed his face with a long fingered, 

bony hand. I saw but couldn't feel the touch. Temptation itched all over, but I waited. He 

looked, tilting his head about. Finally, a smile stretched slowly across his face. I listened 

from deep inside his mind, and I felt fear for the first time in two centuries. 

"Davey? You still there?" 

"Huh? Oh, yeah, Mari. Sure." 

"I will—I‟ll see if Angela is still home, Hon. You sound like you need some sleep. 

Just call me tomorrow, okay? Dream with the angels, Mi Amor. Te Amo mucho." 

Dave's hand went out tentatively to the surface of the mirror. He turned and moved to 

the window. A flick of his wrist snapped the shade up. He gazed out. I imagined the stupid, 

giddy look on his upturned face. Understandable. I'd never let him go at my phase of the 

moon before. 

"Okay, Mari, but tell you what. You could maybe try me later tonight. If I'm better—" 

Her relief came across the line in a squeal. "Yeah. I'll try calling in a couple hours, 

Davey, but only if you feel better. Oh, you American men are so nice, so amable, so 

romantic; and I have the best one for me. Love me?" 

David spared the glowing full moon a last glance and went back to the mirror. "Of 

course, Mari, mi belleza. I love you like crazy," he whispered back. He flipped hair off one 

ear and held it close to the mirror to see. I left him alone, hoping I knew him well enough. 

"Marsela, mi Amor," he began and hesitated, evaluating some thought I was too deep 

to hear. I didn't rise, dared not push him. I knew he didn't sense me, for I felt nothing. I 

trusted in the power of the moonlight to allow me to take him back before dawn, but I still 

shook with worry. I hid it from him, though, along with everything else. He looked in the 

mirror again, and I knew the freedom he must have felt. 

"Yeah, Davey?" she said. 

"If you and Angela are doing something mellow, a movie and dinner or something, 

tell me where, and maybe I'll meet you later." 

David's voice was light and frail. The worm. I wanted to have his Marsela before 

either of them realized her power. There were theaters and restaurants all over town. I had 

to know where. 

"Davey, I would love it. I'll wear that beautiful blue sweater you gave me, just in 

case. And I think so that Angela will want to see a movie." 

Which one? I didn't give a damn about her blue fucking sweater. And I couldn't make 

him ask, couldn't let him know I was listening for it. 

"And the other present I gave you. Take that along too." 

"What? Oh. Fort Collins just is not so bad. I mean—" 

"It won't hurt to put it in your purse; okay?" 

"Okay, for you I'll take the—" 



"Great. I love you. Now which tear-jerker am I going to have to watch tonight, if I 

make it at all?" 

“What means tear-jerk?” 

“That‟s a movie where . . . ” 

I listened to his stupid explanations, listened to her tell him where to come, listened to 

their damn loving small talk. And when he hung up and relaxed his guard, I came out in a 

frenzy and seized him. 

* * *  

    The howl vibrated through me like an orgasm. I breathed the wind flowing off the 

foothills, felt it ripple through the stiff strands of my fur. David was a whimpering little 

entity somewhere inside my head now. I decided to let him watch through my eyes for 

awhile. I took off running at an easy pace down Prospect. The street stretched out dark and 

bumpy. I kept to the shoulder and felt the bite of gravel on the pads of my paws. A rabbit 

bolted silently, thirty yards to my right, by the grade school. I caught its scent right after the 

breeze shifted. The physical hunger it stirred felt good in me. It felt alive.  

I flexed the muscles in my chest and shoulders, noting the added weight and 

thickness generated by the so-called curse. It is not a curse, but a power, and one that has 

grown stronger of late in this Colorado town. Yes, I have felt a dark power in this town that 

will not be defeated by the likes of a frightened worm and his simple, virgin bitch. Surely 

the Master's doing, it was a welcome power, somehow allied with that of the moon, which I 

felt even as I ran through the night. 

The full moon glowed down from a cluttered playground of flickering stars. Its power 

lightened the charcoal sky with a pale sheen. I stopped in the black shadow of a drooping 

tree to feel the air. I flapped my tongue over my muzzle and tasted the cold of an 

approaching hailstorm: I sniffed the air and guessed another two days. Squirrels overhead 

in the trees must have sensed me then, as I did them. I heard the clicking rustle as they 

scampered to the highest branches. They leaped off to further trees, never coming closer to 

the ground. I chuckled and started to run on but came up short when I heard the engine. 

The deep rumble rose from a mile off, long before I caught the scent. I let David 

know what I wanted. He begged me not to. ‘Then stop me,’ I challenged him. The sound 

grew louder. 

A motorcycle. 

The rider shot through the lights on Taft Hill Avenue, and I crouched in the tree's 

shadow. It took all I had to keep my tongue in my mouth and wait. David tried to contain 

me like he'd done at the house. I just laughed. The night was mine now. All he could do 

was watch and nag. The white beam of the headlamp cut a quick trail along the black 

ribbon, and the approaching motor hitched and caught at a higher gear. The bike sounded 

big, a seven-fifty or better. It closed, and I saw the motorcycle outline behind the light. It 

had low handlebars and no fairing.  The bike was older, so the rider wasn't tilted way 

forward. Perfect. 



He must have been doing sixty when I stuck an arm out and slammed my paw into 

his visor. My claws shattered the Plexiglas, and his head came off in my hand. The bike 

roared on for a few yards, then veered all over the street. I smelled blood on the air almost 

immediately. The sweet smell filled my head and rolled into my stomach. Thick gobs of 

blood, caught in the wind, spurted back over the rider's collar. Finally, the motorcycle hit 

the shoulder and tipped, spitting gravel into the air. The headless body flopped off into the 

grass beyond the shoulder. It spasmed a bit and lay still. The engine coughed and died. I 

crouched against the tree and scanned the row of houses. A couple of curtains shifted and a 

light came on, but that was about all. Within a minute, the light blacked out. The curtains 

fell back. With no screams or sound of impact, I didn't expect much more. Perfect. 

I hefted the guy's head: kind of heavy with the helmet and all. I didn't really have to 

grip it; the impact buried my fingers in his face like into a bowling ball with warm 

strawberry preserves in the holes. I lapped at the blood oozing through my forearm fur. It 

tasted as thick and sweet as it smelled. I sniffed hard at the wet tear where his neck used to 

be, and a warm tingle fluttered across my shoulders. My groin tightened. I let go a long 

howl. Breathless, I glanced around, but silence had returned to the dark street. 

Nothing moved. No new lights appeared in the few houses spaced along the opposite 

side of the street. They were set too far back to matter. My attention returned to the weight 

in my hand. I shook the Bell helmet off. It clunked to the street, and a short wave of dark 

hair fell to my forearm. The rider's face looked young but too bashed in to see his 

expression. I wondered if he saw me at the last second. I licked at the blood again, and my 

hunger bubbled up. I tossed the head aside and walked over to the body, to the meat. 

  

My stomach was full after a time, but David's crying told me he knew it didn't matter. 

He bitched about the biker all the way to Old Town. His pleas were more snarls than the 

usual whimpers. I wondered if he knew, wondered if he could read me whether I wanted 

him to or not. He obviously knew I was going for Marsela. I thought of shutting him down 

as usual, but I wanted him to see. There was nothing he could do; she was the problem. 

David cried and screamed inside me, trying to fight. His love for the girl wormed about 

inside me like the gas from a bad meal. 

I let the wimp sense me ignore him, not even having to struggle. The theater lay up 

ahead a block on College Avenue. I hid in an alley across the street. I knew David would 

point them out to me when the movie ended; all I had to do was wait until his nagging rose 

to a squeal. 

After a time, the bright theater lobby filled with people. The glass doors swung out 

before the first of them, and I watched. My mouth opened, and my hanging tongue began to 

drip. I ran it over my nose and muzzle. There were so many of them. I would not lose my 

time here because of some chaste little twit. My shoulders twitched. I pushed further into 

the shadows and felt rough, unyielding brick scrape my side. I leaned my hand lightly 

against a drainpipe, and it felt cold on the webbing between my fingers. I caught the sharp 

odors of urine, garbage and small, dirty animals. Somewhere behind me a cat crooned 



softly. I watched the theater. More people came out, most of them laughing stupidly. Blue 

sweaters seemed to be in vogue. After the third one and no reaction from David, I began to 

worry. I knew he could see them, thought he could. 

Finally two women, one quite pretty and the other plain, turned left out of the theater 

and headed south on College. Both had dark eyes and long, dark hair. Their features and 

mode of dress seemed familiar, and memory stirred. Of course, I remembered: España, the 

long ago years of the Inquisition. The bitch‟s words were in the language. That explained 

much: the sappy love for the wimp, the virginity, the power. Perhaps I would kill them 

both. David cried out, thrashed inside me. The plain one in the blue sweater looked about 

his speed; her long, limp, mousy hair went well with the zits. Her pretty friend's voice 

seemed to carry most of their conversation. David saw my attention focus on them, and he 

yelled through my head. His snarls degenerated to whimpering. He might suspect, but I 

figured he didn't know a damn thing. I left him up, close enough to watch. 

‘Leave her alone, please,’ he cried from the bottom of my mind. ‘She can't hurt you. 

They can’t hurt you.’ 

Sniveling little idiot. My heart pounded louder. They walked, laughed and pointed at 

something in a store window they passed. I watched their progress from the alley until they 

stopped for the light at the corner.  

College Avenue was crowded with cruising teenagers, as usual, and brightly lit. I 

looked up. A ribbon of star-speckled black sky peeped between the top ridges of adjacent 

buildings. The brick felt rough enough, so I hooked my claws into the mortar and 

scrambled the three flights to the roof. I crept to the edge of the cold tar surface and 

scanned below. The two women crossed the street at an easy trot. I watched them talk and 

laugh. They gazed about everywhere but up. My mouth watered, but a nagging worry 

ticked away at the back of my mind. They were speaking the language of España, and those 

women have much power. I decided to approach them carefully to see how much strength 

Marsela's power would cost me. Certainly she had nowhere near enough to stop me killing 

her. My kind have killed and fed on many of them, then and now. I trailed my tongue over 

my muzzle, smoothing the fur. It took all I had to hold back. I listened inward, and David 

fed me with his pleading. 

I could see from the distance that Marsela was wimpier than even David. Bony legs, 

no tits: no wonder David didn't want in her pants. But I'd let him watch me chew her guts 

out. Using rooftops and alleys, I followed the women easily; sometimes I even circled 

whole blocks. Once I crept close enough to catch Marsela's scent. She met the conditions 

all right, though I wondered how bad it could get. Her natural scent made me a bit light-

headed, but hardly powerless. I found I couldn't scale walls until I let her get a block ahead, 

but that didn't matter. I wouldn't need to scale a wall to kill her. David's strength alone 

would suffice. And I would have at least that. She didn't loosen my hold on him by any 

degree. Not alone. Not without that cursed metal. In case he hadn't considered that, I let 

him know. He would help me; he would be my instrument. If the strength I had close to 



Marsela was only enough to strangle her, the bruises I left on her throat would be from his 

hands. I looked up as the women turned left toward Remington. 

‘Please!’ 

"Shut up," I said to him. "I've had enough of you." 

The trapped entity, David, cried and squirmed inside me like a blistering worm on a 

hot street. I shoved him down until I got closer. I let the two women hear me a half block 

away. 

Marsela's friend, Angie I guess, hooked a thumb toward me and peeped back over a 

shoulder. Marsela looked. I'm sure my ears, bent canine legs and the rest weren't visible in 

the dark. All they could have seen was a man approaching them through the shadows. I 

moved into the light of the moon to give them a little more to work with. Marsela's face 

went chalk white. Angie screamed. 

The rest was easy. I felt the growl roll into my throat. Marsela mumbled something 

about a mad dog; she didn't know the half of it. I caught her eyes in mine and felt dizzy. I 

shook my head, and the worst of the spin cleared. No matter. Angie took a couple of steps 

back, but I don't think she was aware of it. She just stared at me and screamed. The smell of 

fear coming off them wired me like a heavy dose of caffeine. Angie tried another step and 

backed herself into a wall. She stood there, beautiful, her face crumpled in fear. Dark hair 

spilled over her shoulders and down her back and shimmered in the moonlight. She was 

bony too, but her breasts were heavy and her hips, round.  

I turned her way and Angie put an arm across her chest and tried to press herself 

closer to the wall. Her lower lip trembled. Her jeans darkened suddenly at the crotch. I 

shifted, boxing her in, not worried about David's bitch over by the curb. Marsela stood over 

a hundred yards from the nearest busy street and only eight or so feet from me. She wasn't 

going anywhere I couldn't reach. I stepped closer to Angie. I was having a hard time 

breathing, so I thought I'd test my strength: anything to turn off the damn siren in Angie's 

mouth. 

Angie's bony hands came up to her throat. My groin felt hot; my fingertips shook. 

David begged me to stop. Marsela shifted about behind me and whispered a plea to leave 

her friend alone: “No le mates a mi amiga, por favor.” I chuckled inside. Angie held her 

arm up, the small white palm toward me. Useless. The lined, damp skin looked waxed-

paper thin. I shot an arm out and drove my claws through her sweater and into the soft flesh 

of her breasts. Her frail hands clamped around my wrist, trying to pull my fingers out of her 

chest. 

‘Don't kill her. I'll do anything,’ he said into my head. 

"There's nothing I want from you, wimp," I snarled at David. I got a vision of the 

microwave I'd trashed in his kitchen and wanted to laugh. Marsela screamed then, loudly 

and long. 

I drove Angie against the wall and got my shoulder into it. She started to spasm when 

my claws brushed through her ribcage. Thick blood spurted out around my fingers and up 

my arm and oozed into my fur. I dug deeper, probing everything soft and wet beneath. The 



girl's eyes glazed and her face went slack. Her small hands froze on my wrist, and then fell 

away. 

"¡Dejela, Pendejo!" Marsela yelled behind me. I heard the buzz of a zipper and her 

hand rummaging. 

I closed my hand in Angie's chest and pulled. The smell of blood thickened behind a 

low, wet tearing. Her ribs cracked together into a handful and came away in a slippery 

bunch. I heard the shot as Angie's body slipped to the concrete. I turned and saw Marsela 

level a cocked automatic at my chest. 

The ribs and meat from Angie's chest fell from my hand. I vaguely remembered 

something about their phone call: a present Dave gave her. And I'd let it get by me. I moved 

slowly to my left; I wanted to get out of the light, spoil her aim. Marsela kept the trembling 

muzzle trained on me the whole way. I stopped in the shadows and growled low. Marsela 

circled toward a clear path to the street. If David knew the conditions, I was as good as 

finished. If he didn't, Marsela's weapon wouldn't matter. I had to get closer to find out. I 

took a step and Marsela closed her other hand around the checkered grip. I maneuvered her 

back into a parked car and edged closer. 

"Whatever you are, I will shoot. Voy a matarte. Please now stop." 

I took another two steps and she pulled the trigger. Red flame boomed from the 

muzzle and chips of brick exploded from the wall over my right shoulder. I felt the nausea 

and the rise of my hackles then, but it didn't matter; she couldn't aim the damn thing. But 

Dave knew, and I cursed him. Only silver produced the nausea I felt. 

One true shot and I'd lose the night, lose David, lose everything. I'd never been exiled 

from a live host, and I didn't think the Master would allow me another possession after such 

a failure. But she couldn't aim. I leaped and, too late, saw Marsela lower the barrel to 

compensate. Her next round caught me high in the left shoulder. I landed hard and Marsela 

started backing up the street. 

I waited for the pull away from David. Nothing happened. The bullets were plain 

lead. I sensed silver somewhere, but not in the automatic. I sprang up and leaped after 

Marsela but I forgot how weak she'd made me. My legs almost flipped out from under me. I 

looked down and cursed. They were bent the wrong way—the human way. 

I checked my hands and my stomach fisted into a knot. The pads on my palms had 

thinned and the webbing between my fingers was nearly gone. Black fur still covered the 

backs, but my claws looked shorter. I didn't know if it was her proximity or my panic, but I 

couldn't get a breath. I sprinted toward Marsela. She held her ground and got off two more 

rounds, loud in the thin night air. Both caught me in the chest, stinging, burning, but I didn't 

lose a step. She tried to back away and tripped. I leaped, fell short and slammed my forearm 

into her shin. I felt the bone in her leg shatter with her scream and heard the weapon clatter 

off into the darkness. I rose up over her and brought my claws down to her face. 

She blocked me with her forearms and a searing pain tore into my palms. I smelled 

burning fur and heard my skin sizzle. I screamed and rolled off her. We both looked at her 



wrists: at the shiny bracelets on her wrists. I felt a pull away from David and fought it off in 

a rising panic. 

But I couldn't fight off the nausea or the weakness. The breeze swirling through my 

fur felt colder. I pushed up to my knees and moved closer. All I needed was David's 

strength to strangle her. I could get around the bracelets. No problem. Marsela's leg lay at a 

strange angle, her face white as new paper. She backed to a sitting position and whimpered, 

dragging her broken leg along. Her hand found her open purse and pulled it in front of her. 

She stared at me. Her jaw fell. "Dios mio. ¡David!  Eres David." 

No!  I ran my tongue over my face. My muzzle felt shorter and the fur thinner, but 

nothing else. He couldn't stop me, couldn't push me back down. I growled at her, hard and 

low. 

"I want him back, demonio. Entiende, you animal. Monstruosidad. I want him back, 

pendejo maldito." 

"The wimp is mine," I snarled at her. 

"No," she said, crying. "He is not. He is my man, and you cannot have him...” 

 The broken little bitch and the cowering little wimp. What is mine is mine. They can 

do nothing. A growl escaped me, and I savored the moment before the kill. 

 “Fight him, Davey. You are a man, a strong man, muy fuerte; fight him. Please, for 

me. I am here for you; I will help you always . . . . Te amo." 

Thin strands of hair stuck to her forehead in sweat. Black mascara trickled wet down 

her cheeks. And this twit had weakened me?  I laughed. She was weaker than I, and the 

game was over. I'd grab one of her arms in each of my hands and tear her face off with my 

teeth. Fuck the bracelets. I moved in. 

I heard a yell, ‘Behind you!’ 

I spun around to a length of empty street. It was only David; damn him. My rage 

bubbled. I turned back to the bitch and sprang with what strength I had left. I didn't see the 

shiny letter opener in time, and she drove it into my neck. Burning pain ripped through me. 

He‟d bought her the time, the wimp. My frying skin sounded like the buzzing of huge 

insects. I tried to pull the thing out, but my strength vanished in an instant. I felt the tug, 

hard and away from David. The sound of Marsela's crying faded in my ears. I tried to hold 

on, but I had nothing left with which to fight. 

As I was pulled out and away, I saw my face again, saw damp tufts of fur fall loose 

from my chest, exposing David's pink skin, protruding ribs, tiny dark nipples, freckles, 

veins. My long, fanged muzzle shrank in on itself, and dropped bits of damp fur onto the 

cracked, gray pavement. Tiny bubbles of blood trickled from David's lips. He tried to 

mumble something. The wimp was free.  

 My last sight, before my return to the Master's pit, was of Marsela dragging herself 

over to David's shivering form and lifting his head into her lap. 

 

Finis 

 


