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Never ride a dune buggy on a full moon. If I’d had that tidbit of advice before, my life would be completely different. I’d still be Freya Kencaid, “normal” woman. My friend John and I were out late that night cruising the dirt roads. We live in a small town. There’s not that much to do. It was either this or hang out in one of the three bars on the other end of town. Personally, I’m not a bar kind of girl.

Anyway, John was driving and I’d just cracked open a beer when he slammed on breaks.

“What is it?” I slurped foam from the top of the can. Fortunately, I hadn’t spilled any on my coat or blanket. It was butt-freezing cold and I had no desire to get wet.

“Did you see that?”

It wasn’t what he said, but the way he said it that made me pay closer attention. His eyes were wide and fixed on the road in front of us. The moon was bright, so we really didn’t need the headlights. I looked around and took another sip of beer.

“John, I don’t see anything. Are you okay?”

“Fuck.” He pulled back his hood and rubbed a hand over his freshly shaved head. “Do you believe in Bigfoot?”

I laughed. “Are you high?”

“Well, I saw something that I sure as hell can’t explain. It was big and had lots of hair.” He pulled the hood back over his head and this time wiped his eyes like he was trying to erase what he’d seen. When he put the buggy in reverse I reached over and grabbed his hand.

“What are you doing?”

“Going the fuck home. Look, you can make fun of me once we’re safe inside the house.”

He was obviously upset and I was starting to get spooked. “I’m not going to make fun of you, but the closest house is mine. And the fastest way to get there is down this road.”

I pointed to where he’d just seen “something.”

John shook his head. “Fuck this. If we’re going that way, we’re going wide open. Put that beer between your legs and hold on.”

Okay, now I was scared. John put the buggy in gear and revved the motor. I barely had time to grab hold of the bar in front of me before he took off. My hood flew back and if I hadn’t been sitting on part of the blanket it would have blown out. The wind tore through my hair and made my eyes water.

“John!”

He either couldn’t hear me above the roar of the engine and the wind, or he wasn’t listening. I was about to tell him to slow down when I saw something. A dark shadow came flying out of the woods. Everything happened so fast. I heard something scraping against metal, felt a sharp pain in my shoulder. The buggy spun around and the next thing I knew we were in the ditch.

“What was that?”

“Oh my God, are you all right?” John leaned over and pulled me to him. “You’re bleeding.”

“I am?”

Damn. My shoulder had been torn open. I couldn’t tell how bad it was without better lighting, but it hurt like hell.

Another dark shape was following closely behind the first and leapt out right in front of our headlights. This one was clearly recognizable as a man. He had long black hair and the moment he looked at me I was captured by his gaze. There was determination in his eyes, sadness, and most of all regret. I was just about to say something when his eyes flashed amber. I gasped and in the time it took me to look at John, the other man was gone.

“We’re getting out of here,” John said.

The ride home was tense and frightening. The time it took us to cover the short distance felt like hours, but it couldn’t have been more than ten minutes. John pulled up close to my back door so we would be out in the open as little as possible.

I had my key ready. When I went to jump out I finally spilled the beer. Under normal circumstances I would have laughed. It only took us a few seconds to get inside and quickly lock the door. John pushed a chair underneath the doorknob.

“What the hell?”

“They do it in movies. Shut up, I’m scared.”

We both stood there trying to catch our breath, panting like we’d just run a marathon. It was when I went to take off my coat that I remembered I’d been injured. Somehow my fear had cancelled out the pain for a short while.

“Shit.” John dropped his coat and went for the bathroom. “You still got that first aid kit?”

“In the cabinet underneath the sink.”

I winced as I removed my sweater and tried to get a better look at the cut on my shoulder. It was pretty long, but not as deep as I’d first thought. When I’d glimpsed it before, I could have sworn it was a wide gash.

John gave me an odd look when he came back in the room. I hadn’t given much thought to standing in the kitchen in my bra and jeans. I was more concerned with my injury.

“You need stitches,” John said, putting the first aid kit on the kitchen table. “Here, sit down and let me take a look.”

“You’re an EMT, can’t you just tape it up or something?”

His hands shook when he opened the kit. “I guess I can, it isn’t that wide. Stitches would be better.”

“I don’t want an ugly scar.”

“You should probably go to the emergency room anyway. I mean, what the hell was that thing? You’ve been scratched by an unknown ... creature.”

I sighed. “Let’s not jump to any conclusions. The second one was clearly a man. Maybe the first one was too. All I saw was a dark shape. That could have been anything.”

John wiped the scratch with disinfectant and I screamed, “Son of a bitch! Go easy with that.”

“Do you want to get an infection?”

By the time he was finished patching me up, I’d broken out in a sweat from the pain.

“You should get that checked out tomorrow.”

“Look, I hate doctors and I hate hospitals. You’re a professional, doesn’t that count?”

He sighed and tossed his coat on the back of one of the chairs. “Do you want something for pain?”

The way he phrased the question let me know he didn’t mean ibuprofen. I also knew I didn’t have anything stronger in my house, that is if you didn’t count some vodka.

John is about five inches taller than me, but when I rose I did my best to glower at him. “You are not going outside to your truck.”

“Remember when I sprained my ankle really bad a few months ago? I didn’t finish my prescription. I’ve got some meds that might help. How much do you hurt?”

“A lot, but not enough to risk your life. Look at what this thing did unintentionally. What could it do on purpose?”

“So, you admit it was a thing.”

“It might be a thing.”

“Freya!”

“It could have easily been a psycho with a knife.”

“A big hairy psycho with a knife?” His voice was dripping with sarcasm.

I shrugged and it hurt my shoulder. “I didn’t see hair.” I paused, remembering the man that jumped out in front of us. “But those eyes. What was up with that guy’s eyes? They glowed.”

John crossed his arms and propped against the kitchen counter. “You saw a man with glowing eyes, yet question me about a big hairy creature?”

“I’m not saying you didn’t see a creature. I’m saying that I only saw a dark shape.” I took a deep breath and tried to calm down. “Do you work tomorrow?” I asked.

“Yeah, I pulled the Saturday shift. Why?”

“Can you still get to work on time if you spend the night here?”

“Sure.”

I took a step toward John and put my hand on his arm. “I don’t know what is out there, but it cut me, and you think it could be some kind of animal. I can’t let you go to your truck. I’d never forgive myself if something happened to you.”

John smiled and hugged me gently, avoiding my shoulder. We’d met at school, when we were both ten years old. After fifteen years of friendship, John was family.

“I love you too, Freya. That’s why I am insisting that you see a doctor tomorrow, as soon as the sun comes up.”

“Fine. I’ll go to Dr. Wilson, he’s open on the weekends.”

“You promise?”

“Yes. As soon as his office opens.” I hesitated for a moment before asking, “Should we call the police?”

John shrugged. “I don’t know. What would we report? I’m sure that what scratched you was an animal, but they can’t arrest it and animal control would probably never find whatever it was. Especially not with my vague description of, it looked a little like Bigfoot.”

I couldn’t help but laugh.

“I’d never live that one down,” John said.

“What about that guy with the glowing eyes?”

He laughed. “Yeah, because they’d believe that. Besides, being a weirdo in the woods isn’t exactly a crime. He didn’t do anything to us.”

I nodded.

“Get some rest,” he said softly. “Whatever is out there should be gone by morning. Then, get your ass to a doctor.”

I have a spare bedroom, but John ended up falling asleep on the couch. I took some ibuprofen with a shot of vodka and tried not to worry. Believe it or not, I fell asleep pretty quickly, but I wouldn’t exactly say that I rested. My mind was filled with crazy images. Some of it made no sense at all.

I dreamed that I got up to check on John, but instead of going toward the living room where he was, I went down the hall. I remember seeing my hand opening the back door, only it wasn’t my hand. Instead of my neat manicure, this hand had claws about an inch long.

The next thing I knew, I was running through the woods. The night air was cold against my skin and I loved it. It was the most exhilarating dream I’d ever had. With the wind in my hair and the moonlight streaming down, I felt free. I dove toward the ground, almost like a swimmer diving into a pool. When my hands/claws hit the ground, it felt natural, like it was completely normal to run on all-fours.

Next, as if I hadn’t had a strange enough night, that man showed up my dream, the gorgeous one with long black hair and golden eyes. I came to a stop in front of him and when I stood, realized I was naked. Have you ever had those dreams where you’re in a mall or somewhere else public and suddenly you’re naked? This was nothing like that. There was no shock, no, “OMG! I’m naked!” I felt no shame whatsoever. I just stood there, as if every inch of my small frame was a gift from God to be displayed with pride.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





