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Day One 

 By late morning, the little sleepy town of New Hamlet found itself in a state of excitement and 

interest around Prospect Avenue, in the upper-upper-middle class suburbs section. There was a U-Haul 

moving van parked in the driveway of house number 308, a stately three-story house with an attached 

garage, porch that wrapped around the façade of the house and a white picket fence bordered the 

property. The lawn seemed devoid of any trees or bushes, not even a single dandelion dared to take 

root along the walk that connected this house to the sidewalk. 

 The neighbors of Prospect Avenue edged closer towards this particular house without stepping 

into the street or treading unto each other’s properties to try and have a better look at the new arrivals. 

Only the elderly couple living across the street from the house succeeded in getting a glimpse every now 

and then: a pair of dark shapes would flit from the van into the garage door and back every few minutes, 

carrying boxes and furniture inside. 

 The elderly couple, named Hunter and Agatha Huntington, took it upon themselves to inform 

the rest of their neighborhood as much as they could about this new couple. Hunter even had his old 

pair of binoculars trained on the garage for any glimpses, relaying what he managed to see to Agatha 

which would tell the others in turn. 

 “See anything more, dear?” Agatha, a stocky woman with streaky hair of brown and silver, 

asked. She had a pair of reading glasses resting upon her chest with a string around her neck which wore 

pearl necklaces that accented a pale gray summer dress. 

 “Hold onto your horses, will ya?” Hunter replied, a balding man with a scrawny build, wearing 

dark trousers with a pair of black suspenders, and a long-sleeved white shirt. He had his binoculars 

pressed against his eyes as if straining to see every detail in that garage of house number 308. 

 “Aha! There we go! We got something, Aggie! One of them’s coming out of that door there… did 

I just hear the van being closed up? Yep, that van’s driving out—wave to the driver, dear!” Hunter hastily 

put down his binoculars to wave at the driver of the van as it turned from the driveway into the street. 

 “Oh my, look! Look! He’s waving to us!” Agatha got Hunter’s attention back to the garage to find 

a man indeed waving to them. He returned the gesture, only to find three strange things: the waving 

man was wearing a black trench coat despite the humid summer day, his hair was closely-shaven, as if 

cut to the scalp by an electric razor, and he was inside the garage while its door was closing. 

 “What in God’s name was that?” Hunter muttered to Agatha, both wearing looks of amused 

confusion. Never in their lifetime had their neighborhood experienced something out of the ordinary, 

for as long as the neighbors of Prospect Avenue could remember, any new arrival always came out of 

their house to greet the others and introduce themselves. 

 “Must be city folk, Hunter,” Agatha said, clucking her tongue and shaking her head briefly. After 

five minutes, it was apparent to the neighborhood their new neighbors weren’t coming out to meet 

them. 



 “All right up there, babe?” the man called upstairs at the foot of the stairs, still wearing his 

trench coat. He had his glasses which he wore during waking hours of every day, only taking them off as 

necessary. 

 “Yes, Travis,” a dreamy feminine voice floated downstairs in reply. 

 “Good, I’ll be up in a sec,” he spoke as he walked around the house, eyeing the windows. He had 

them curtained the moment they moved in. He wasn’t going to give them a chance to see his wife, lest 

they risk themselves being ostracized again. The last time it happened almost cost them their lives. He 

found the neighbors’ curiosity irksome, though he couldn’t truly blame them, for it was human nature. 

Even so, he wished they would mind their own business. Stepping before the living room window, he 

stared at the dark curtains as he realized it may have been a mistake to move into a small town. The 

smaller the town, the more curious the folks are wont to be. 

 He smirked slightly as he remembered the precautions they agreed to prior to moving in, 

nodding in silent agreement as they worked flawlessly. But they only worked for this particular time, 

what about beyond that? Tomorrow, next week, what?  His train of thought was interrupted by being 

wrapped around by a pair of arms that undid his trench coat. Then he felt being pressed against from 

behind. 

 “Playing hard to get?” purred his wife who licked at his right earlobe. He chuckled and faced her, 

his brown eyes gazing into her golden eyes before going into a passionate kiss, embracing her soft yet 

hard and supple form in his arms as he let her take off his trench coat. 

Day Two 

 The neighbors living next-door to house number 308 was certain they did hear growls, whines, 

ragged breathing, scratching noises, yells, and thumping throughout last night. They were, however, 

uncertain these sounds were coming from that house. They soon reasoned that the newcomers must 

have a particularly unruly dog for a pet, yet they could see no evidence of a cage, chain, doggie toys, or 

droppings in the backyard. 

 As soon as Hunter and Agatha, the neighborhood leaders of Prospect Avenue, were informed by 

these next-door neighbors, they were convinced that wildlife pests must have been prowling around. 

 “… and I’m telling you, Betty, raccoons can’t make that much ruckus to wake you and your 

family up. They’re dead silent, see, so it must be wild dogs instead,” Hunter spoke into the phone, 

having a slightly exasperated expression on his face as he listened to the indistinct sounds coming out of 

the earpiece. He rolled his eyes to Agatha sitting next to him in their living room. 

 “Right, this is the first time we’ve had something like that… uh-huh… wait a minute; you want us 

to go meet those folks ASAP about this? Come on, Betty, they’ll come out and talk to us when they’re 

finished unpacking their stuff,” now his expression was slightly apprehensive. 

 “Fine, we will do that around eleven if it pleases you. Bye-bye, Betty, tell your children we say 

‘hi’. Okay, bye,” Hunter put down the receiver with a sigh and looked to Agatha, raising both eyebrows. 

 “Both of them next-door to 308, the Carells and the Haytons, want us to go meet those new 

folks as soon as possible.” 

 “What time?” Agatha frowned, placing her teacup onto the saucer upon her lap, glancing across 

to house number 308 from their living room window. She could see the windows there were still 



curtained. 

 “Ugh, around eleven, I told Betty,” Hunter joined her in looking at the house across from theirs, 

his pale blue eyes scouring the brown-paneled three-story as if looking for more information about their 

new occupants. 

 At eleven sharp, the Huntingtons trudged across the street to step onto the sidewalk, noting the 

next-door neighbors watching their every move as they opened the picket-fence gate. 

 “Pretty sure they’re sleeping in, damn city folk…” Hunter muttered as they paused at the edge 

of the walk to 308, waiting for any sign of movement from within the house. 

 “Hush your mouth; we don’t want any trouble from them if they hear you saying that!” Agatha 

whispered as they now made their way along the walk up to the steps. 

 “Bah, we’ll find out what sort they are anyhow,” he replied dismissively as they stopped before 

the front door, Hunter rapping smartly upon the ornate stained glass-screened door. They strained to 

see anything through the blurry darkness as if hoping for a hint about these new neighbors before they 

showed up. Hunter pressed the doorbell. 

 “The mortals are coming!” Travis’ wife spoke in a hushed tone after shaking him awake, who 

grumbled at being roused so. He was so exhausted from last night. 

 “Dammit, all right, hold on, how many?” his mind was sharpening as fast as he willed it from its 

fuzzy sleepiness, trying to get a hold on what she said. 

 “Two of them,” came her reply, resuming her dreamy tone which he was so familiar with. “They 

are an old couple—how sweet—and nothing more, we can relax now.” 

 “Thank God… but what the hell are they coming here for?” Travis furrowed his brows in 

annoyance and confusion as he slipped into a pair of plaid-green lounge pants. Then the doorbell rang 

faintly below. 

 “Christ, already here? All right, coming with me?” he looked to her and then smirked at her 

silent reply, reaching out to stroke along her cheek, muzzle, and behind her ear before getting up, “you 

know what to do, then.” 

 “They must not be home, dear,” Agatha peered through the stained glass, looking a bit relieved. 

 “Who goes out on a Saturday at this time?” Hunter looked around as if looking for their car, 

then realized they had not seen what else they drove in. Did they move in without a car? 

 “Ring the doorbell again, and then we can leave.” 

 “All right—“ 

 “I’m coming, I’m coming!” a voice sounded from within the house, and Hunter thought he saw 

his wife tense up at the sound before they saw a pale shape blossom into view in the stained glass. 

 The door opened and they saw the man from yesterday, sans the trench coat. It was such a 

change they forgot to say “hi” as they took in his new appearance. He was wearing a pair of plaid-green 

lounge pants, a silver bracelet on his right wrist and a pair of thick glasses. His scalp remained close-

shaven though the most distinguishing feature that attracted their attention almost immediately were 

deep scratch marks along his shoulders, along his arms, chest, ribs, stomach, and even teeth marks on 

his shoulders and neck. 

 “Hey… what’s up?” he spoke to them curiously, apparently unaware of his own wounds. This 



broke the Huntingtons’ reverie. 

 “Oh! Er, we’re the Huntingtons! I’m Hunter and this is Agatha, my darling wife. We live across 

the street from you, and we decided to say hello and give you a Prospect Avenue welcome!” he 

managed to come off as chipper with the introduction and welcome as he could, though his gaze kept 

coming back to those wounds… 

 “Cool, thanks! Name’s Trav, pleased to meet you!” Travis took Hunter’s hand and shook it and 

then looked to Agatha, raising an eyebrow at her apparent fearful look upon him. 

 “Uh, something wrong, Agatha?” 

 “How did you get those dreadful wounds on you?” she spoke, backing away a bit. Travis blinked 

and looked down, finding the claw marks on him. 

 “Holy…” he caught himself, reminding himself he was dealing with an elderly couple and then 

chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck and head, finding some more claw marks there. “Well, guess me 

and my wife got carried away there, know what I mean?” he chuckled sheepishly at the Huntingtons 

who stared at him for a moment. Then they looked up past him to see a robed figure making its way 

down the stairs. 

 “Ah! And there’s my lovely wife!” Travis reached over to her, pulling her to his side as he 

wrapped an arm around her. She was dressed in a burqa and a hijab very much like a Muslim woman 

would, covered from head to toe in dark blue cloth, leaving her eyes visible. Though she looked 

downward, never meeting the Huntingtons’ eyes or Travis’ own. 

 “Hello Hunter and Agatha, pleased to make your acquaintance,” she spoke dreamily yet clearly. 

Hunter and Agatha looked at this covered woman with some surprise, silence filling the entrance hall for 

a few moments. 

 “So uh, want something to drink?” Travis looked to the couple. 

 “Tea will be good,” Agatha chimed in. 

 “Scotch if you got some—“ 

 “Hunter!” Agatha swatted him on the shoulder. 

 “Bah, tea it is,” Hunter replied with a smirk. 

 “Heh, you got it. I’ll make you some tea while… my wife shows you to the parlor room,” Travis 

momentarily paused on saying her name, and then covered it up with a meaningful look to her before 

finishing the sentence. He nodded to them before walking off to the kitchen. 

 His wife gestured towards the parlor room with a careful graceful sweeping gesture with her 

arm and led the way, seemingly conscious in her walking as to not show one exposed bit of her feet. The 

Huntingtons glanced at each other at this, noting that she seemed to wear high heels underneath. 

 The parlor room held a fireplace which served as the central focus of the room, having a couch 

with thick cushions and a pair of easy chairs facing the fireplace at an angle, accompanied by several 

small tables with long curved legs, some having buckets of champagne bottles with wine glasses. 

 “Well, how about that?” Hunter gestured to the champagne as they made for the couch, but 

paused at the sight of the cushions being clawed. They went for the easy chairs instead, settling into 

them as comfortably as they could in light of their most recent discovery. 

 Travis’ wife sat down upon the couch as carefully as she could, taking care of two things: not 

letting her feet or her hands show. When she had succeeded in this, she shifted her weight and relaxed 

slightly while putting her hands in her lap, looking quite demure and subservient at the same time with 



her head bowed down. 

 For a few awkward seconds, they looked at each other until Agatha broke the silence by clearing 

her throat. 

 “So um, Travis didn’t introduce you properly to us, did he?” she asked, and this got his wife to 

look up just very slightly, allowing her golden eyes to be seen with a hint of white between them for just 

a moment until silence encroached upon the room again. 

 “Please understand and don’t be offended that I cannot tell you my name, Hunter and Agatha,” 

she replied just when Agatha was about to apologize, stating her words carefully in spite of her dreamy 

tone. 

 “I… I think I understand. We understand,” Agatha said quickly, glancing to Hunter who seemed 

to be staring at Travis’ wife. “May I ask where you’re from?” she added tentatively. 

 The same length of silence enveloped the room again before Travis’ wife replied in the same 

careful yet dreamy tone. 

 “As much as I would take delight in telling you where I am from, I cannot, however. Please 

understand,” Hunter thought he could detect amusement in that voice this time, even thinking he felt it 

coming from her. He was quite keen on making eye contact with her again at this point, as if trying to 

find out more about her through that way. 

 Three things happened in rapid succession: a whistling sound abruptly pierced the reforming 

silence which startled the Huntingtons. As Hunter and Agatha glanced to the direction of the kitchen, 

Hunter momentarily made eye contact with Travis’ wife, her goldens gazing into his pale blues with a 

deep intensity in that very brief moment that left him doing a double-take, but her eyes were downward 

again, the moment passed. The whistling died down. 

 Agatha looked to Hunter, who seemed to be in a reverie of sorts, frowning slightly and then 

back to Travis’ wife. 

 “What brings you two here to our little town?” she smiled a trifle uneasily as she found herself 

in Hunter’s usual role of questioning instead of her own being the quiet demure wife. In fact, Travis’ own 

was doing that just perfectly, which was a bit disconcerting for her. 

 “Tea’s served!” Travis came into the kitchen holding a pair of saucers supporting their own 

teacups with teabag tags on their sides. “Its Lipton brand, sweetened. I apologize for that, being on such 

short notice for proper tea, you know,” he said as he handed them their tea. 

 “Oh, it’s quite alright! Thank you,” Agatha replied as she took her own. Hunter merely nodded 

upon taking his. Travis settled next to his wife on the couch, placing a hand upon her thigh, close to her 

lap. She placed her hand upon his there, stroking it slightly. He smiled at her and then to the couple. 

 “So what brings us here to New Hamlet?” he asked the question as if he was sitting with them 

the whole time, smiling easily, “well, a change of life. You know city life, always so hectic and stressful. 

Bleh. What about you two? You look like you’ve lived here all your life, right?” he grinned momentarily. 

 “Well,” Hunter started, clearing up his throat. Agatha noted he was blinking as if coming out of a 

daydream, “you’re right, we’ve lived here all our lives, just like with everybody else here. We all know 

each other quite well, looking out for each other and supporting each other…” he trailed off, resuming 

his staring at Travis’ wife for a moment before asking, “where did you two come from?” 

 “From the city, like I said. Well, from another state, actually,” Travis said after a brief moment of 

silence, chuckling softly afterwards before continuing, “from Iowa, if you’re curious.” 



 “Oh my, that’s a long way. Well, no wonder you didn’t come out and greet us all!” Agatha spoke 

with amused surprise mixed with understanding, taking a sip from her hot tea. Travis smiled widely and 

then nodded apologetically, almost sheepishly. 

 “Well yeah, we were pretty tired more or less from all the driving and the moving in,” he cleared 

his throat after replying. Agatha glanced to Hunter who seemed to barely register all the conversation 

going on, not taking a single sip from his tea. There was a pause before she looked back to the pair. 

 “I feel so bad for imposing ourselves on you two… well,” she stated in a firm matter-of-factly 

tone as she went on, “we won’t be staying past our welcome in your new house, then. Hunter, shall we 

go?” 

 “Er, yes, yes, of course. Thanks for the tea, Travis and…” he started upon replying and fell silent 

as he looked pointedly to Travis’ wife, setting down his tea upon one of the tables. 

 “Oh no, it was our pleasure! Thanks for coming over and welcoming us to Prospect Avenue, 

Hunter and Agatha!” Travis rose up quickly, reaching over to shake Hunter’s hand while his wife 

followed suit in her own careful way, merely standing there. Agatha put down her own tea and rose up, 

smiling as she hugged Travis and then made to hug his wife, who merely shrank back, taking her hands 

in her own instead, clasping them together. 

 “Come see us again if you can,” Travis’ wife spoke, making brief eye contact with Agatha and 

Hunter, prolonging the contact just a second longer with him. It would’ve been nothing had she not 

made her eye contact with Hunter subtly something. Agatha noted this smoothly as they made their way 

towards the front door. 

 As soon as Travis made sure the Huntingtons were past the picket fence, he turned to face his 

wife, smiling in amusement. Even if she was veiled in that getup, he could pick up on her own 

amusement. 

 “That was interesting. What did you do with Hunter, Guardian?” he asked her, speaking her 

name. “It looks like he’s quite taken with you, and his wife is going to bitch him out on that.” 

 “We will see. Even though they’re happy together, Hunter’s found a part of himself he thought 

he left behind upon marrying her.” 

 “So you wish to deal with him?” Travis asked in a knowing tone, expression curious yet cautious. 

 “Yes. It might turn out to be interesting for us all,” Guardian answered, reaching up to her face, 

her head now level, no longer looking downward as she proceeded to undress herself from her burqa 

and hijab. 

 “Then we must be careful, love. I don’t want us to go through a repeat of last time.” 

 “I know,” she said simply as she allowed the garment to fall off her onto the floor in a heap, a 

furry hand with black claw-like nails reaching up to caress along Travis’ cheek. 

Day Four 

 The next two days were tense for the Huntingtons as they had fought with each other the 

moment they returned from house number 308. Agatha was put off by Hunter’s strange attitude during 

their meeting and realized that he may have been giving cow eyes to Travis’ wife. She confronted 

Hunter about this, and he denied at first before giving into telling her the truth, confessing that he had 

never seen such a wife like Travis’. 



 “Maybe I should dress up and act like her, what do you think of that?” she yelled at him, her 

face livid with anger and eyes tearing up in jealousy. 

 His next reaction surprised and stung her particularly bad. 

 Hunter blinked and stared at her as if seeing her for the first time, and then shook his head, “no 

way can you pull off something like that. The getup part, sure, but the rest…” he trailed off, waving his 

hand slightly in front of him. Agatha’s mouth opened and closed like a fish a couple of times. 

 “Well, I can’t help it if I’m not Muslim like her!” she yelled before storming upstairs to their 

bedroom, ending with a slam of the door, leaving Hunter in the living room with his mixed feelings of 

guilt and regret for what he said, and particularly what he had done in their meeting with Travis and his 

wife. 

 They didn’t speak to each other for two days after that fight, Hunter feebly trying to say 

something, only to be silenced by Agatha’s frosty glares and pointedly ignoring his every other attempts. 

On the fourth day, however, Agatha seemed to show signs of relenting rather reluctantly. The phone 

rang, and Hunter answered it. 

 “Hello? Oh, hi Betty,” this got Agatha to look at him warily as if he was seeing other women, but 

this spate of vindictive jealousy passed immediately as Hunter sat down at the table across from her. 

 “No, I still haven’t called the exterminator about the growling problem at 308. It’s nothing, I’m 

telling you. Agatha and I went there two days ago, remember?” he asked pointedly, rolling his eyes at 

Agatha, making her smile slightly. 

 “Well, I suppose I can tell you why you shouldn’t be worrying about that. They’re… they’re, uh… 

into each other,” he said somewhat uncomfortably, clearing his throat afterwards. Several seconds of 

silence passed until Agatha could hear Betty’s familiar indistinct chattering through the earpiece. 

 “Right, uh-huh. Have your children asked anything? Then just tell them everything’s all right at 

308. Yeah, okay. Not a problem, we’ll see you folks later,” Hunter hung up the phone, shaking his head. 

He looked to Agatha, meeting her eyes and his expression turned meaningful mixed with sorrow. Her 

expression softened, prompting him to speak up. 

 “Look, honey, I’m sorry—“ 

 “It’s all right,” Agatha cut in, raising her hand up a bit from the table, closing her eyes for a 

moment before smiling ruefully and continuing, “we’re old and they’re young. Look at me, Hunter, I’m 

not getting beautiful by the year and I cannot fault you for ogling other younger ladies, even if they’re 

covered from head to toe.” 

 “Oh Agatha, don’t be ridiculous. Even after all these years, I still see you as the day we 

married—you’re still my girl I fell in love with and always will be,” he reached over to clasp her hands in 

his. 

 “You have no idea how happy I am to hear you say that…” she said, blinking her eyes rapidly as 

she pressed her lips into a thin smile. 

 From that point on, the Huntingtons were back on good terms with each other. Though try as 

Hunter might, he could not help but find himself fantasizing about Travis’ wife, what she looked like 

underneath the all-concealing garment, her golden eyes seemingly consuming much of his dreams. 

Day Five 



 The neighborhood of Prospect Avenue were now fully informed that the newcomers of house 

number 308 had a particularly loud and rough sex life by Betty Hayton, the neighborhood gossip. Of 

course, the families covered up this fact to their children by saying they were werewolves, this was 

helped by the occasional howls and roaring yells that pierced the nights. In no time, house number 308 

of Prospect Avenue was branded as a haunted house by the children of New Hamlet. 

 “I heard the man in the black trench coat looks for anybody weak to bring into his house and eat 

them.” 

 “Nuh-uh! He does not! My daddy told me he hunts for anybody walking during the night!” 

 “My parents keep telling me and my sister the man in the black trench looks for the tastiest 

people when he comes out of his house to feed his wife!” The children would say about Travis, the only 

one who seemed to come out of house number 308 for errands, always wearing his black trench coat no 

matter how humid or hot the day would be. They often made sure to give him a wide berth whenever 

they had to pass by him in the supermarket, the video rental store, and the town strip mall. 

 Even the older people noted the fact Travis was always out without his wife at his side, fueling 

speculation that was quickly quelled by the Huntingtons pointing out his wife was Muslim. However, the 

children were more convinced that his wife was more of a werewolf than he, unable to go outside 

without being seen by others. 

 Whenever Travis caught wind of these things, he was amused to no end and his wife shared his 

amusement equally, if not more. 

 “Amusing mortals! Our moving in is shaping up to be a boon for us all, Travis!” Guardian 

laughed, snuggling up with Travis in their king-sized bed, licking at his lips afterwards. 

Day Seven 

 The doorbell rang, though neither Travis nor Guardian caught it immediately as they were 

currently enamored with each other. She was riding him upon their bed, growling loudly in passion, 

gripping upon Travis’ chest. Her claw-like nails dug deeply into his flesh, drawing more blood as he 

groaned and growled in pleasure, thrusting against her every now and then as she bounced up and 

down on him. He gripped her hips as she arched her body and let go of his chest to grip at her breasts, 

her head thrown back as she was nearing climax, ready to howl. 

 The doorbell rang again and this time they heard it, pausing in their lovemaking. 

 “Oh come on…” Travis groaned in disappointment and Guardian slowly relaxed upon him. 

 “Maybe we can keep going…” she murmured, head tilted with a hopeful expression in her eyes. 

 The doorbell rang for the third time and both of them growled. 

 “Bloody persistent bastards!” Travis hissed as Guardian got off him to lie upon the bed, sighing 

softly in mixed amusement and annoyance. He got up and yelled at the top of his lungs. 

 “I’M COMING! HOLD ON!” This got a titter from Guardian and he looked at her, grinning as he 

knew what the double-meaning was before dressing up hastily into his lounge pants and then stormed 

off downstairs. 

 Hunter smirked slightly at the furious yell in reply to his third ring and could faintly hear feet 

hammering down the stairs, before the door was yanked open to see Travis in his lounge pants and 

torso clawed up. 



 “What? What is it? This better be good, man,” he muttered to Hunter, panting slightly. Hunter 

cleared his throat and allowed a moment to compose him better before saying anything. 

 “The town social is coming up tomorrow and I—I mean Agatha and I—were wondering whether 

you and your wife would like to join us there? It’d be a good chance for you two to better acquaint with 

the rest of New Hamlet…” he had a hopeful expression by the time he was done asking Travis, noting 

the trickling blood down his chest and stomach. He dimly wondered how well Travis was managing 

himself and his clothing, especially the bed sheets. Then he blinked as he thought he saw something 

white among the red. 

 “The what?” Travis blinked and then understanding overtook him, “oh yeah, the festival!” 

 “Yes, the anniversary festival. Sorry for using such an old-fashioned term… ‘Town social’!” 

Hunter chuckled and shook his head, Travis joined in briefly. 

 “Yeah, it’s cool, man. Don’t worry about it. Yeah, we’ll be over there tomorrow, all right. Want 

us to escort you and Agatha? I’d like to at least repay you two for that welcome mat you put out there 

for us last week, so…” 

 “Sure, by all means. See you two around noon?” 

 “Yeah, sure, noon it is. Thanks for the heads-up!” Travis closed the door on Hunter who was now 

turning around to go down the porch stairs. He couldn’t get his mind off what he thought he saw on 

Travis’ chest among the blood. 

 He thought he saw white fur. 

Day Eight 

 New Hamlet’s 75th anniversary festival was picking up momentum by the time Travis and 

Guardian escorted Hunter and Agatha along Prospect Avenue. Due to the town’s small size, it wasn’t 

necessary for the folk to drive to the festival; all they could do was merely walk their way across town to 

the banks of Otter River, meeting up with their family members and friends and chatting with each 

other as they trekked. 

 “… There are always rides, food, and concerts over there and when midnight falls, there’s going 

to be fireworks! That’s the best part of the festival,” Agatha said matter-of-factly to Guardian who 

listened without a peep, dressed in her all-concealing burqa and hijab reminiscent of Muslim women. As 

always, Travis wore his black trench coat, which Hunter noted with some curiosity. Maybe it worked 

extremely well in concealing the wounds all over his arms and torso… 

 “How come you always wear that thing whenever you’re out? You must be sweating like a pig!” 

 “Ha ha! Actually, not really. Don’t ask me why, because I don’t know for sure,” Travis dropped 

into a serious tone and expression upon the last sentence, ending it with a shrug as if saying who cares? 

Hunter contrasted Travis by wearing a pair of tan shorts held up by a dark leather belt along with a 

buttoned sky-blue T-shirt. Agatha wore a pink tank top with similar shorts but with a slimmer and lighter 

leather belt. Hunter was also carrying a large rolled-up blanket for the festival. 

 Ever since the day came up, Travis and Guardian were keen on working on making what she 

planned to do with Hunter succeed, and they did this slowly at first. From the moment they escorted the 

Huntingtons, Guardian made sure to be next to Hunter as much as possible without raising the ire of 

Agatha. 



 

 Hunter seemed to note this with a bit of apprehension, furtively sneaking glances at Travis’ wife 

who seemed to be always meeting his eyes and feeling half-giddy with amusement and excitement. His 

heart did somersaults whenever their eyes met briefly. It was somewhat like being back in high school 

with Agatha… 

 When they reached their destination at Otter River, they picked a spot to settle their blanket on 

and then sat down, Travis shifting his trench coat around his legs so that he could sit comfortably 

without stretching or scuffing it with his shoes which turned out to be Doc Martens. His wife sat down 

extremely carefully next to him, her knees in front of her chest. Both Hunter and Agatha noted this with 

amused expressions and shook their heads in slight pity for her as they settled down next to each other. 

 The concert was a rock-and-roll local band called The Screaming Hams who signed up to serve as 

musical entertainment for the festival, the carnival nearby serving as the rest of the festival’s 

entertainment. 

 After a while of listening to the music, Agatha murmured into Hunter’s ear before getting up to 

fetch some food. 

 “Hey babe, I’m gonna walk around and see if I can’t chat up some people or not,” Hunter heard 

Travis say to his wife and saw him kiss her upon the forehead. He realized he was left alone with her, his 

heart doing somersaults again at the very thought, the images of himself Frenching Travis’ wife out in 

the open upon his blanket springing unbidden within his mind’s eye. 

 As if on cue, he noted her scooting closer to him and he made every effort not to make any eye 

contact or make a move on her. Despite his efforts, he could feel her eyes on him, or was it his 

imagination? 

 At this point, he wondered why and how this was happening with him, a married man of fifty 

years. Why was he desiring another woman who happened to be concealed like a perverse sort of 

Christmas present, who happened to be a sexpot according to what he, Agatha, and his neighbors 

heard, who happened to be very little-known and mysterious, and most of all, her eyes, the deep and 

intense golden eyes that always seemed to bore into his own? How did he end up desiring her when he 

had a wife of his own who was quite faithful and served the role of a dutiful wife? Was it perhaps he had 

grown bored after all this time? He wondered about that on and off ever since clapping eyes upon 

Travis’ wife for the first time. 

 “The music, it is enchanting, is it not?” he heard her speak, startling him out of his reverie. 

 “What? Oh… yeah, it is,” Hunter spoke, clearing his throat significantly and chanced a glance to 

Travis’ wife, locking eyes which made him look away, feeling both disappointed and elated at the same 

time. 

 “I apologize for startling you, Hunter, but you seemed… enraptured… by the song,” she said, still 

looking at him as if studying him intently. 

 “Uh… was I? I must’ve…” he furtively glanced at her, trying his best not to meet her intense eyes 

at least directly. It was something akin to looking at the sun, without the associated pain with it. He saw 

her cock her head. 

 “Forgive me if I am forward with you, but you seem to be quite shy around me, no?” Hunter 

didn’t reply to her question at all. 

 “It is all right, you know. I don’t bite… much,” she said, and Hunter could definitely feel the 



amusement coming off her when she said that, making him feel relieved and silly at himself at the same 

time. 

 This time, Hunter had the courage to truly look at her in the eyes longer than a second. So 

inspired by his own courage, he even felt daring himself to take her hand in his. 

 But before he could act on his blooming desire, he saw Agatha winding her way around the 

blankets of other people towards their own. He quashed the desire with a slight frown and then waved 

to her cheerfully as best as he could. 

 “Got us some corn dogs and funnel cake! Want some?” Agatha offered a corn dog to Travis’ wife 

who shook her head. 

 “Thank you, but no thanks,” she replied and Agatha seemed taken aback with slight confusion, 

looking to Hunter who also wore the same expression with furrowed brows. 

 “I have eaten earlier today before we escorted you two; that is why I politely refused your 

offer.” 

 “It’s that Muslim thing of yours, right?” Hunter asked and Agatha looked at him sharply. Travis’ 

wife merely stared at him for a few moments before nodding slightly. 

 “Yes. Yes, it is,” she replied, “I apologize for not telling the both of you about this, but you must 

understand.” The Huntingtons looked at each other and then nodded to her, smiling. 

 “Well, I’m back. Did I miss anything?” Travis appeared from nearby, settling down next to his 

wife, wrapping an arm around her shoulder. 

 “Er, nope,” Hunter replied as casually as he could and changed the subject, “make any new 

friends?” Travis grinned in turn. 

 “Yeah, they kept telling me how lucky I am for some reason. This guy, David Howe, he’s a 

teacher at one of the schools, says I’m a terror among the children,” he shrugged, shaking his head. 

 “I know him, he told me that too, I think it’s something to do with you-know-who,” Hunter said 

with a slight incline of his head towards Travis’ wife. Travis laughed heartily as his wife closed her eyes 

as if she was tired. 

 “Ohh mercy!” Travis took his glasses off to wipe his eyes of tears of mirth. 

 The day wore on towards evening and the people of New Hamlet were aware of their new 

couple in their midst being with the Huntingtons, coming up to chat with the four of them, especially 

Travis and his wife as they walked on by. 

 “Oh man, remind me to ward the place when we come back, don’t want them mobbing either 

one of us when we come out,” Hunter heard Travis muttering to his wife who said nothing but stroked 

his shoulder in acknowledgment. 

 In a short time, night truly fell upon the riverbank and the crowd was gradually becoming silent 

with restless patience for the fireworks. Hunter realized he could pull off a move on Travis’ wife under 

the cover of darkness without drawing any attention. He felt thrilled with such a prospect. 

 So he screwed up his courage, and found it infinitely easier than he thought, somewhat 

surprised at the same time. Taking a deep breath as if preparing to dive off the highest diving board, he 

smoothly and stealthily moved his hand from his side towards Travis’ wife’s side, feeling along the 

blanket for her garmented hand or hip, or as he wildly hoped the thigh. 

 But what happened next surprised him even more: barely halfway across from his side, his hand 



met hers, feeling concealed fingers against his fingertips. Her hand then grasped his tentatively at first 

before tightening slowly. His heart somersaulted wildly, feeling his adrenaline pump throughout his 

body. 

 A firework streaked from the ground into the sky to burst into red showers that cascaded 

towards the ground, illuminating the crowd in captivation. 

 All except Hunter and Travis’ wife were gazing raptly upon the successive fireworks, pale blues 

and goldens staying with each other through the alternating darkness and colored illuminations until the 

fireworks were spent. 

 At that point, they let go of their stares and hands amidst cheers and wild applause from the 

rest of the crowd. Hunter joined in smoothly, not caring if Travis’ wife also joined in or not. 

Day Nine 

 Hunter stared up at the ceiling from the bed, unable to sleep as Agatha dozed fitfully next to 

him. He wore a wide-eyed expression as he replayed yesterday’s events from noon to midnight, focusing 

mostly on Travis’ wife, especially meeting her eyes, taking her hand in his and holding on until the end of 

the fireworks. He felt a fluttering in his chest which reminded him of his high school days when he was 

chasing after Agatha and ultimately getting her for himself. He smiled in amusement in retrospect at 

having to deal with the competition that happened to be between him and Agatha. The days of endless 

wondering whether she truly reciprocated the feelings he had for her with him and not the other boys, 

and numerous plans on winning her heart and making the others look bad. In the end, the situation took 

care of itself when the others took her for granted and he was there for her when she was in need of 

comfort. It was then she truly realized he was the one for her. 

 But now, fifty years later, he found himself back in that same situation with Travis’ wife. Except 

it was no longer high school, but a life of routine and maintained appearances with a certain element of 

danger. Perhaps it was the danger of being discovered that made it so exciting. He looked over to his left 

side and read the clock, the red LEDs showed 1:31 A.M. He blinked and looked back up to the ceiling, 

resuming his introspective thoughts. 

 Hunter finally came to a reasonable conclusion, the danger of what he was doing with Travis’ 

wife was indeed exciting, but the truth is he really was attracted to her: her strange but amusing way of 

making sure every inch of herself but the eyes were concealed at all times, her dreamy voice, the way 

she made sure not to offend anyone, the apparent desire she shared with him, her air of mystery, and 

most of all, her eyes. 

 He fell asleep smiling as the mental image of her golden eyes took over his mind’s eye. 

 “Wake up, Hunter.” 

 He stirred slightly in his sleep, shifting his body to a more comfortable position. Then he felt 

something warm and soothing all over his body which made his sleepy mind wake up a little more, 

sharpening. 

 “Wake up, Hunter,” the voice said and this time Hunter thought he could recognize it. It held a 

dreamy tone with a hint of clarity there. Furrowing his brows, he opened his eyes and blinked a few 

times before rubbing the sleep out of them. 

 It was then he saw her. 



 She was right there, sitting next to Hunter on the edge of the bed with that all-concealing burqa 

and hijab which left her eyes to general view despite having her head bowed as usual. Hunter was 

speechless as he stared at her. 

 “Hello there, my love,” she spoke to him in a whisper and caressed his cheek gently with a 

concealed hand. He felt warmth and open affection coming from her through that touch which made 

him close his eyes halfway through and nuzzled against it. Amusement replaced that feeling briefly. 

 Hunter drew his hand free from under the covers to reach towards her cheek to return the 

caress. She carefully leaned towards his hand and pressed her cheek against it, her other hand grasping 

it gently as if to keep it there. He could see her eyes slowly close a moment later, telling that she was 

savoring his touch as he did with hers. 

 “What are you doing here?” he mumbled once he fully took stock of his surroundings at last, 

chancing a glance to his right. Agatha wasn’t there and the curtained windows had an unearthly golden 

glow shining through them, as if the sunrise was happening right now. 

 “Shh,” she put a finger onto his lips, pressing against them slightly before placing her whole 

hand upon his right shoulder. “Let us enjoy each other, my love…” 

 He watched her slowly get on top of him in that same careful way, both hands on his shoulders. 

He felt her grip on them as she finally got herself fully on top of him. His heart beat faster the moment 

he felt her concealed body press and settle upon his own under the covers. He could not feel anything 

better than that, picking up on her supple breasts through all the intervening fabric against his chest, her 

firm stomach against his own, and her hips seemingly pressing against his as if wanting. 

 The moment she brought her face close to kiss him, he woke up trying to kiss back uncaring of 

her burqa, feeling that fleeting touch of her body against his and trying to hold onto that feeling as long 

as possible. He blinked a few times and looked around himself, finding Agatha sleeping to his right. He 

noted the windows beyond held the same golden glow through its curtains, though they held none of 

the unearthliness as before. It was really sunrise after all. 

 However, he felt himself hard down there and he smirked as it was no doubt the result of that 

dream. It felt so real, as if it had happened for sure. Giving into his primal desire after a moment’s 

uncertainty, he reached down and stroked himself slowly at first. 

 Several minutes later, the quickening motions woke up Agatha and when she saw what was 

going on with Hunter, she smiled. 

 “Somebody’s horny today,” her remark snapped him out of his reverie, opening his eyes to look 

at her. 

 “Don’t worry, I can finish what you started,” she went on, grinning now. 

 While she happily serviced him, Hunter was glad he was privy to his own thoughts and 

increasingly lurid fantasies of her as they whiled away the golden sunrise. 

Day Ten 

 “I dare you to run over to his front door, light up this bag of dog poop, ring the doorbell and run 

like hell,” a snotty kid named Jarvis challenged his friend, Jake. Jake fearfully glanced along the walk of 

house number 308 to the front door. He gulped. 

 “Well? It’s a dare, are you gonna do it or not?” 



 “Uhhh… what about Amanda?” Jake looked to their other friend, a girl in pigtails whose face 

paled. She backed away from them, shaking her head. 

 “No! No, I’m a girl, girls don’t do these things! You have to do it, Jake, it’s a dare!” Amanda 

retorted with her hands askance. 

 “Huh, says you! Becky’s done a cherry bomb in the teachers’ bathroom and got away with it! So-

so I double-dare you!” Jake shot back, grinning in a sort of desperate way. Jarvis and Amanda gasped, 

looking at each other. 

 “It’s a double-dare, Amanda,” Jarvis said officiously, now plying the sack of dog poop into her 

hands, laughing. She dropped it like a hot potato, stepping backwards once more as it made a splat on 

the cement. 

 “Hey! That took me a while to collect enough for one bag!” Jarvis picked it up, inspecting it. 

 “If it’s that valuable to you, Jarvis, then I TRIPLE-DARE you!” Jake oohed at that, looking at them 

with an awestruck look. Never in their lives had a triple-dare been turned down. It was considered as the 

ultimate dare. As if attesting to its power, Jarvis’ mouth opened and closed like a fish a few times, 

nervously looking to house number 308, took a deep breath and screwed up his courage. 

 “All right, I’ll do it!” he spoke in what he thought was a brave voice. 

 “Who’s doing what?” 

 The sudden voice made the three kids jump and turned around to face the owner of the new 

voice. It could not have been worse for what they saw was like their lives had definitely ended. 

 It was the man in the black trench coat, walking towards them with his hands behind him. 

 Sheer terror gripped the kids’ expressions, causing Jarvis to drop the bag of dog poop, splatting 

once more. A dark spot blossomed upon Jake’s pants to spread around between his legs, and Amanda 

looked dangerously close to fainting. 

 “Well now, talk about a three-course meal tonight!” he spoke with a gleeful grin, bringing his 

hands from behind to rub together in apparent delight. This was the final straw as it galvanized the trio 

into action with a start. 

 They screamed and bolted away as fast as they could, hearing laughter echoing towards them 

from the man in the black trench coat. 

 “Hah, that’ll teach the little bastards a lesson!” Travis grinned, chuckling and then looked to the 

bag of dog poop thoughtfully. He wondered if the kids were going to treat him as an object of their 

pranks or leave him be in respectful terrified silence from this point on. He was taking a stroll around the 

town when he had spied them loitering around in front of his property on his way back, and took the 

chance to expound on their silly legends about him and his wife personally. His wife was going to enjoy 

what transpired for sure. 

 Movement from across the street alerted him from his thoughts and he jerked his head to see 

Hunter making his way towards him. He smirked and waited on the old man to get to him, greeting him 

with a wave. 

 “You know, their parents are not going to like what you’ve done. They’ll be calling you up and 

probably the police,” Hunter said as soon as he got to Travis, admonishing with a small smile. 

 “Bah, not my fault, ya know, so screw them,” Travis replied with a dismissive wave and went on, 



“so what’s new?” Hunter frowned at this and reluctantly broached the subject he had been planning 

and hoping for a chance to get it done. Why was this starting to feel like high school all over again…? 

 “Well, if you don’t mind, Agatha and I want to do something with you and your wife. I think a 

camping trip is perfect for us to know each other better, don’t you think? I mean—that is if your wife 

doesn’t mind, I don’t want to offend her… sensibilities, if you know what I mean.” 

 “How so?” Travis blinked and furrowed his brows. Hunter apparently took it as a sign of anger as 

he was quick to explain. 

 “I mean, she’s Muslim, right? With her clothes and all, what if her religion doesn’t allow her to 

go camping with us? You’ll have to pardon our ignorance…” 

 “Oh! That’s no problem at all! That should be quite interesting, as a matter of fact. But you’ll 

have to mind me leaving you guys all alone without me, since I just got a job a ways from here,” he 

replied with a chuckle. Hunter’s heart leapt at the possibility of finding himself quite alone with Travis’ 

wife… 

 “A job? What do you mean?” 

 “I got a job at Cyberdyne Systems, it’s highly classified, so I can’t tell you what I do there, you 

know what I mean? Anyway, I’ll have to leave you guys from time to time depending on my workload, 

but other than that, I’ll be there with you throughout.” 

 “Oh, sure. So it’s a plan? We start on this weekend to the next weekend, if that’s okay.” 

 “A whole week? Sweet, sounds good. You guys lead the way and we’ll be there!” Travis said 

cheerfully and Hunter smiled in relief and turned back towards his house across the street. 

Day Fourteen 

 In the days leading up to Friday, all of Prospect Avenue as well as perhaps the rest of New 

Hamlet were abuzz about the news of the new couple planning on camping with the Huntingtons, duly 

informed by Betty Hayton. There were mixed reactions ranging from approval to indifference to 

apprehension, particularly from the children. 

 The children strongly believed the man in the black trench coat and his wife were set on 

devouring the Huntingtons during their camping trip, or worse, made into new werewolves. Naturally, 

their parents dismissed this very notion as ludicrous and bade them to forget all this silliness about the 

couple. 

 The folks regarded Travis’ new job with interest, as they were aware of Cyberdyne Systems, the 

computer factory, residing several miles away from New Hamlet off of Highway 51. They concluded by 

assuming his classified job was no more than making computer chips just like any other computer 

factory elsewhere in the United States. 

 Agatha was perhaps a little more surprised than the others as she apparently wasn’t part of the 

decision Hunter made to offer a camping trip with Travis and his wife. 

 “All I’m saying is, since we were going camping anyway, I just thought it’d be nice to give them a 

chance to experience more of what New Hamlet has to offer,” Hunter said when asked on this subject 

by his wife. 

 “Well, all right, you have a fair point. It is lovely at this time of year, so it’ll be a shame if they 

didn’t take up on your offer. You like them, don’t you?” she asked him, smiling. Hunter looked at her for 



a moment before replying, to make sure she wasn’t wising up to what he had in mind. 

 “They’re okay once you get used to them, seems sociable, don’t you think?” he did his best to 

be as off-hand as possible, shrugging a little. 

 “Yes, they’re decent folk as far as I can tell. I think it’ll be a good chance for us to get to know 

them better.” 

 “Exactly what I had in mind, my dear Aggie!” Hunter chuckled and Agatha joined in. He was 

pleased to see her going the way he wanted her to: thinking one way, unsuspecting of anything else. 

 He was definitely going to take his chances, after all. 

 Upon Friday, Travis and Guardian were ready to follow the Huntingtons into the Dark Forest, a 

vast stretch of wood aptly named for the perpetual shade they provided just beyond the Otter River. It 

was part wildlife preserve and part campground, spanning at least a hundred miles in all. The 

campground itself took up at a quarter of the place, an effort to have man coexist with nature for at 

least short periods of time, especially in the warmer months of the year. 

 The moment Travis and Guardian followed the Huntingtons’ loaded station wagon in their blue 

Oldsmobile with its windows tinted to the highest legal limit of blackness; they set to discussing 

precautions, always keen on making sure history wouldn’t repeat itself. 

 When they got to their campsite, Travis got out of the car first, walking around to open the 

passenger door and reached in. He helped his wife out of the car onto her feet carefully with such 

tenderness and dignity that gave the Huntingtons the impression he was being chauvinistic. He and 

Hunter then went to setting up their tents while their wives stood by watching them work. 

 “If you don’t mind me asking, why does Travis always wear that trench coat?” Agatha asked 

delicately to Guardian, who looked at her indirectly from her bowed head. She didn’t immediately 

respond, making Agatha wonder if she had asked a very sensitive question. 

 “It is because he loves trench coats, simple as that,” she spoke at last, seemed to say something 

more and then fell silent. 

 “Oh, I thought it was part of… being Muslim,” Agatha replied. She immediately felt something 

akin to laughter threatening to break free from inside of her, and she was certain that was coming from 

Guardian. 

 “Oh no, not at all,” Guardian shook her head slightly and then faced Agatha fully. “I wish to tell 

you something and you are free to tell your husband of this if you wish.” 

 “What is it?” Agatha frowned slightly. 

 “I have to take my meals inside the tent at all times, while the rest of you eat outside around the 

fire. I am forbidden to show even my mouth when it comes to food, this is the true reason why I 

abstained from eating with you people at the anniversary party.” 

 She could see that Agatha was beginning to understand and nod. 

 “But of course, that’s… quite understandable! Hunter and I want nothing more for you two to 

enjoy yourselves with us here and of course, we will honor your request,” Agatha replied with a smile 

and made to put a hand on Guardian’s arm, but thought better of it, withdrawing it. 

 “Thank you, Agatha. I am glad you understand. We will do our best to make the most of our stay 

here with you and Hunter.” 



 The men had finished setting up their campsite, Hunter and Agatha’s tent was closer to the 

campfire while Travis and his wife’s tent was farther away, tucked into a nook and three of its sides 

surrounded by underbrush. Hunter and Agatha’s tent was a simple domed one while Travis and his 

wife’s had three “chambers,” which was really three domes overlapping each other at the center. 

 “That’s a big one!” Hunter pointed out and Travis grinned. 

 “Yep, more space for the romping, a-yup!” this caused Agatha to look at Travis with a shocked 

expression bordering on disgust. Travis merely grinned wider and shrugged innocently. “What?” 

 Hunter and Agatha shook their heads before resuming unpacking their things from the station 

wagon. 

Day Fifteen 

 Hunter was trying to revive the campfire to full strength in order to cook breakfast to no avail. 

He yawned loudly and shook his head afterwards, blinking a few times. Both he and Agatha didn’t sleep 

very well last night no thanks to Travis and his wife’s “romping,” as Travis succinctly stated yesterday. He 

frowned at something that gave both he and his wife pause: the definite dog-like sounds coming from 

their tent. Was Travis’ wife capable of passing for a real dog with those sounds or were the children onto 

something? 

 “Can’t get the fire started, dear?” Agatha sat next to him, interrupting his thoughts. 

 “I should get some more wood,” Hunter replied, sighing softly. 

 “It’s a good thing we got up early enough. Got all morning to get the fire started,” she chuckled. 

“I think by the time its back up, it’ll be lunchtime!” Hunter harrumphed at that, got up and then walked 

off to the stockpile of firewood at the ranger’s station. Agatha settled comfortably upon her place at the 

picnic table, and like Hunter, yawned but held up her hand to cover her mouth. 

 The sound of a zipper zipping alerted her to Travis and his wife’s tent, seeing the front flap being 

opened. Travis came out first and nodded to her before turning around to help his wife out. She couldn’t 

help but notice that Travis seemed as tired as she and Hunter. 

 “Sleep well last night?” Agatha called out to them, suppressing a smile. 

 “You could say that, what about you?” Travis replied with a grin as they made their way to 

Agatha at the table. Travis’ wife sat down across from Agatha slowly and carefully, but Travis didn’t join 

them. 

 “All right there, babe?” he asked his wife, putting a hand upon her shoulder the moment she 

settled in. 

 “Yes, thank you, love,” she replied quietly. Travis kissed upon the top of her head with a smile 

and then nodded to Agatha. 

 “Sorry, girls, but duty calls. I should be back around early evening, like five or six o’clock. 

Whenever,” he shrugged. 

 “You have to go to work now?” Agatha asked, slightly surprised. 

 “Yep. I wanted to stick around some more, but at least we got all week, right? I’ll see you later!” 

he walked off to his car, black trench coat flowing behind him like a cape in his brisk pace. 

 “Where’s Hunter?” his wife asked Agatha no sooner than when Travis drove out of sight, her 

golden eyes barely seen from underneath her bowed head. 



 “He’s gone to pick up more firewood for the fire here,” Agatha replied and Travis’ wife merely 

nodded her acknowledgement. Silence fell between them amidst the birdsong throughout the campsite 

and Agatha found herself feeling awkward, glancing to Travis’ wife who seemed to be sitting there in 

deep contemplation, the way she had her head bowed down. 

 “Thinking of something?” she blurted out loud and then caught herself, adding quickly, “oh, I’m 

sorry—“ 

 “It’s quite all right, Agatha,” Travis’ wife spoke, and Agatha could feel amusement coming from 

her, as if that question was funny. “And yes, I always think of something. Many things, like… we all do,” 

she went on, seemingly catching herself from saying something with something else smoothly. 

 “Mind telling me some of these things?” Agatha pressed, anxious to know more about Travis’ 

wife. She was so mysterious to her, perhaps that was why Hunter was giving her cow eyes when they 

first met… 

 “Perhaps at a later time,” Travis’ wife spoke after a length of silence, choosing her words 

carefully despite her dreamy tone. 

 “Well, can you at least tell me what your name is?” Agatha did her best not to come off as 

pleading, as she couldn’t take the mystery any longer. Travis’ wife shifted in her seat slightly at that. 

 “As much as I want to tell you what my name is, I doubt you’d believe me anyway,” she replied 

almost quickly with a hint of amusement. Was she joking around? Agatha couldn’t tell for sure. 

 “Why wouldn’t I believe you?” her brows furrowed deeply in confusion. At that moment, she 

felt waves of amusement wash over her, making her feel like wanting to laugh, but only for that 

moment. The feeling died down as quickly as it began. She looked at Travis’ wife hard, narrowing her 

eyes. 

 “You’re joking, aren’t you?” 

 “Why would I be joking about something as serious as a name?” This left Agatha exasperated, 

concluding that Travis’ wife was really joking. 

 “I’m back!” Hunter’s voice startled Agatha and she turned around to see her husband walking 

towards them with several logs in his arms. 

 “Oh, here, let me help you, dear!” she got up from the picnic table to hurry towards Hunter and 

helped him carry the logs to the fireplace. Hunter groaned and massaged his lower back after putting 

them down. 

 “Ohh, where’s Travis?” he asked as he sat down next to Travis’ wife along the plank seat of the 

picnic table, the closest to the fireplace. 

 “He’s at work, just left after you went to get some more firewood, in fact,” she replied. 

 “Is that so? Did he say what time he’s coming back?” Agatha noted a strange expression on 

Hunter’s face when he asked that question. 

 “Around five or six o’clock this evening.” 

 “A full workday, I see,” Hunter murmured and wiped sweat off his brow, glancing to the logs. 

“Well, I should take a shower after I put some into the fireplace. Sweating like a pig here.” 

 “Don’t work too hard, dear. I’m going ahead for my shower now. What about you?” Agatha 

asked Travis’ wife who shook her head slightly. 

 “No thank you, I’m quite clean today,” her remark got the couple to stare at her suspiciously, 

looking at one another as if asking: how can she be clean after last night? 



 “Well… if you say so,” Agatha said after a short length of awkward silence that seemed to be full 

of the strange feeling of amusement and went to their tent to gather her things for the shower. Hunter 

set to loading three logs into the fireplace and tried to stoke the dying ashes to heat up the wood. 

 As soon as Agatha walked out of sight towards the showers, Hunter took his chance to be right 

next to Travis’ wife as innocently as possible, sighing and wiping his brow with the back of his hand. 

 “Whew! It’s gonna be a hot one today, don’t you think?” he looked to her, seeing her look back 

at him as much as possible from her bowed head. 

 “Yes, very much so,” she spoke as she sidled up next to him so that she brushed against him. 

This made Hunter’s body thrill with excitement. When he made sure she wasn’t looking at him, he took 

the chance to smell her. To his surprise, she smelled like earth, like freshly dug-up black dirt. He was so 

surprised and confused, he smelled her again. He picked up on the same smell, plus something else he 

couldn’t quite put a finger on… 

 “You know,” she spoke, startling Hunter into thinking he was caught sniffing her. “We are quite 

alone with each other for at least a few minutes.” This made him swallow nervously, his heart beating 

against his chest he thought it might explode. 

 What happened next didn’t make it any better, or any worse. She placed a covered hand upon 

his thigh and began to stroke along it slowly towards between his legs. It was such a gentle and perhaps 

tentative stroke that left Hunter wondering if she was as nervous as he was. He grasped her hand before 

it could go any farther up his thigh, and placed it upon her own. He swallowed again. 

 “What about your husband?” He muttered as he fought against the urge to return the favor by 

stroking along her thigh. She looked at him slightly and leaned in towards his ear. 

 “What he doesn’t know can’t hurt us,” she whispered huskily, and Hunter blinked, frozen in 

indecision. 

 “And what your wife doesn’t know can’t hurt us either,” that added statement seemed to form 

his indecision into a sort of resolve that solidified within his heart, a sliver of understanding shined in his 

mind. Travis’ wife nodded to him and it occurred to him that she must’ve seen what went on in him on 

his face. 

 “We will wait until the time is right, do you understand me?” she went on, asking Hunter as she 

sidled away from him, her hands upon her lap. He blinked and then nodded, clearing his throat. 

 The rest of the day had Hunter doing his best to calm his nerves from the morning’s event and 

took Travis’ wife’s advice to heart quite literally. He’d be not only keeping his distance from her but 

rather attentive to his own wife as to pass the time to wait for the “right time”. 

 When Travis returned from his job around 5:30 P.M., he bear-hugged his wife in greeting, 

growling and laughing, she also joined in. The Huntingtons were surprised in the way she reciprocated 

the entire greeting with him, punctuating with a brief full-body grind against him. This left Hunter 

envious of Travis and longing for his wife to do the same thing to himself. 

 “Hey guys! Got a meal cooking or what?” Travis joined the couple, grinning as he sat down with 

them at the picnic table. He glanced at the campfire and saw nothing added to it and his face fell, 

“apparently not.” 

 “No worries, Agatha and I were just about to break out the deer ribs when you came back,” 



Hunter replied, a slow grin of pride coming upon his face as he noted Travis’ look of surprise. 

 “Deer ribs? Babe, do my ears deceive me?” he glanced to his wife with a disbelieving expression 

who shook her head in reply. 

 “They told me earlier today, love, so it’s something I’ve been looking forward to the whole 

time.” 

 “Nice! You guys are the best!” Travis grinned at the Huntingtons who merely grinned in turn. 

 The cooking took at least two and a half hours, in which the camping party used the downtime 

to swap stories of their camp pastimes when it came to cooking, what they used to do back then. Of 

particular interest to Travis and his wife were the hunts Hunter used to do during his younger camping 

days in this very location. They exchanged glances with each other every now and then throughout his 

tale, giving the Huntingtons fleeting impressions they were up to something, having an idea or two. 

 “We should do that sometime, you know,” Travis spoke up offhandedly after they got the ribs 

fully cooked and parceled out to everyone. His wife took her portion into their tent to eat by herself. 

 “What?” Hunter was startled out of looking towards Travis’ and his wife’s tent back to Travis, 

having a feigned look of innocence. 

 “I said we should do the hunt sometime this week, you know,” Travis repeated, rephrasing the 

statement for clarity. “For old time’s sake, right?” he added the question quickly. 

 “That’s a mighty tempting offer, my friend, but I didn’t bring my rifle with us and I don’t think 

you did, either.” 

 “That’s true, but what’s stopping us from going back to New Hamlet and pick up our stuff and 

back here? Hell, we could do that tomorrow if you want,” Travis said with a smile at first and at the end 

had a look of suggestion. 

 “Do you really have a gun? No offense, but you don’t look like a hunter to me,” Hunter furrowed 

his brows as he scrutinized the man, sizing him up as if making sure. Sure enough, Travis didn’t look like 

a hunter according to his own expectations. Travis smiled in reply. 

 “True again, Hunter. However, I’ve picked up some skills in woodcraft, so that’s a start, right? I 

know how to handle a gun, from pistols to shotguns to rifles. Especially sniper rifles, really good at those 

babies,” he grinned and then went serious. “I don’t have a gun of my own or a permit, unfortunately. I 

was meaning to get one, but… you know. Life got in the way,” he ended with a wry smile, shrugging and 

then ate his meal with relish. 

 “You mean you got married with your wife, right?” Agatha spoke and Travis nodded, chewing on 

a mouthful as he was unable to voice an affirmative. 

 “It’s not too late to get those two things, you know.” 

 “Well, yeah, but the permit takes at least a month or less once you get it underway. So it’s kind 

of a pain in the ass waiting for it so you can get the guns you want,” he said after swallowing. 

 “Good things often take time,” Agatha’s reply got him to laugh after a moment or two of 

thinking about it, grinning. 

 “Oh, how very true, especially when it’s worth the wait, indeed,” Travis’ expression slowly 

changed from knowing merriment to a brooding one. This, however, changed quickly to a cheerful one 

as he looked to the couple, smiling. “So how about it? A hunt in the woods sometime this week?” 

 “Hold up here, Travis. How did you learn to shoot pistols, shotguns and rifles?” Hunter 



interjected, holding up a hand. 

 “Oh, target shooting,” Travis said matter-of-factly with a nod. Hunter blinked at that and had a 

considering look. They continued to eat their meals in silence for a couple of minutes. 

 “All right, deer season doesn’t start in two months, so the most we can do right now is scout out 

the grounds tomorrow. A lot has changed since the last time I hunted ‘round these parts, so a little 

refresher wouldn’t hurt. Plus it’ll be of great help for you too,” Hunter said at last as soon as he finished 

his meal. 

 “Good suggestion. Also, that’s plenty of time to get me that permit and a gun of choice,” Travis 

said after chugging down his drink. 

 “Exactly. Which gun are you getting?” 

 “I don’t know, man. A lot of appealing choices out there these days now, know what I mean? 

I’ve had my eye on those Barrett M82s and M60s for a while, though,” Travis grinned. 

 “Uh, aren’t those military rifles?” Hunter blinked and Agatha had a concerned look. 

 “Bingo. They only hold sentimental value to me, mind you. But seriously, any decent hunting 

rifle with a scope is good enough for me.” Hunter seemed to consider Travis’ words and then nodded 

after a length of time. 

 “Well, all right, then. It’s a plan.” 

 “Excellent, I look forward to this,” Travis smiled and finished off his meal. 

Day Sixteen 

 The preceding night was quiet and the Huntingtons were grateful to have a peaceful rest 

compared to last night’s. When morning came, however, Hunter had a surprise in store during 

breakfast. 

 “What do you mean you’re coming with us?” the food in his mouth started to taste like ash the 

moment Travis’ wife informed him and Agatha. This was the last thing he wanted to deal with, the 

sexual tension on a scouting trip. Plus, wouldn’t it make Agatha suspicious? 

 “Are you sure you can get around in the forest okay in your clothing?” Agatha spoke up as if 

confirming his thoughts. The strange wave of amusement washed over them as Travis’ wife took several 

moments to answer. 

 “Yes, I am quite sure I can get around in my getup. Thank you for your concern, Agatha,” she 

replied politely with a hint of amusement in her dreamy voice. Agatha didn’t seem to buy it. 

 “Well, if you say so…” she trailed off with a very dubious expression. “And I suppose I’ll be here 

all by my lonesome,” she added with a disappointed look. 

 “Don’t worry, babe, we’ll be back in a jiffy. Should be no more than thirty minutes given the size 

of the forest, right?” Travis looked to Hunter. 

 “Actually, it’s pretty big; it’d take all day to traverse it all. So ‘thirty minutes’ of scouting for deer 

trails will not get us very far,” Hunter said with a smirk and Travis raised an eyebrow. 

 “Okay, so a couple of hours, then?” 

 “Something like that,” Hunter replied vaguely with a shrug and looked to Agatha, feeling a bit 

sorry for her having to be alone for that long. 

 “You’re gonna be all right without us, Aggie?” 



 “Yes, dear. I can manage on my own,” she smiled at him. He smiled back and gave her a 

reassuring squeeze around the shoulders. He looked to Travis’ wife with furrowed brows. 

 “Are you sure you want to come with us?” 

 “Yes, Hunter. You can blame Travis for making me want to explore the forest with you and him. 

You see, he has regaled me with his tales of exploration when he was but a youth,” she replied with 

growing amusement coming from her. Travis grinned and shrugged apologetically. 

 “What can I say? I had a pretty exciting life as a kid, how I miss those days…” he sighed 

reminiscently. Hunter merely nodded in resignation and focused on wolfing down the rest of his 

breakfast with a stoic determination. He just wanted to get it over with as soon as possible, knowing it 

was bad luck to bring a woman on a man’s trip. 

 The next surprise in store for Hunter came in the form of Travis and his wife’s ability to get 

around the thick underbrush relatively easy in spite of their clothing. He was amazed at how she was 

able to navigate among the plants with the careful movements she always used. At this point, his 

misgivings started to fade, but slowly. 

 “No deer trails so far, Hunter. We should be able to find them if we split up to cover more 

ground,” Travis suggested as they paused after fifteen minutes of fruitless searching. 

 “It’s easy to get lost in here, Travis,” Hunter cautioned, not trusting in Travis’ self-proclaimed 

woodcraft. 

 “No shit, Hunter. Only newbies get lost, not us. This is actually an impressive forest; notice how 

firm the ground is. Even the plants are thick enough to keep us from leaving footprints behind. As thick 

as this undergrowth is, they don’t stay parted long enough to leave a reliable trail for us to backtrack 

through. There’s no saplings or low branches for us to break to mark where we went either, so the most 

we can do, however, is cut some plants down and gouge some bark at set intervals,” he explained, 

pointing at the various mentioned features. Hunter noticed he had a blade in his hand, a folding knife. 

 “Don’t forget landmarks too, love,” Travis’ wife spoke up, gesturing to a large burly oak tree 

nearby that seemed to be a living buttressed column holding up the dark green canopy among many 

others. 

 “Ah yes, landmarks too. If you can remember those too, then you’re pretty much impossible to 

get yourself lost in these kinds of woods. Thanks, babe,” he added with a kiss upon her forehead. 

 “All right, point well-taken. We’ll split up from here and meet again at that tree in two hours,” 

Hunter relented, but with relief. Perhaps he’d enjoy some solitude… 

 “Sweet, I gotta take a leak, though. You guys go ahead,” Travis remarked as he made his way 

towards the burly oak, his back to them as he parted his trench coat open at the same time. 

 “Lovely…” Hunter replied with a grimace and looked to Travis’ wife, meeting her downcast eyes 

and felt her amusement at this flutter within him. His heart did a small leap at this contact and he willed 

himself to break it and take his own way through the forest. 

 Approximately ten minutes later, Hunter was finished marking where he went by ripping up 

leaves of cocklebur. He didn’t need a knife or a machete as his Cub/Eagle Scout training taught him how 

to rely on his own two hands, something he took pride in ever since. He had come across a particularly 

bare patch of ground and he noticed something on them that looked like prints. 



 Kneeling down to inspect closer, he saw they were indeed paw prints. Placing his fingers into the 

indentations in the soil, he could tell they were rear paw prints as there were no sign of front paw prints 

that accompanied them. His brows furrowed as he registered the spacing and the pacing of the prints. 

The spacing was a little spread out than normal, and the pacing… 

 He got up and walked along the prints slowly, measuring the pacing against his own. The prints’ 

paces were half as long as his own and he suddenly realized the size of them. Kneeling down again, he 

placed a hand next to one of the prints and noted they were approximately fist-sized as he made a fist 

and held it over for comparison. 

 “Damn, that’s a massive animal…” he muttered to himself as he stood up again. He focused on 

one other thing that had been bugging him in the back of his mind since he noticed it: where are its front 

paws? As if in reply at the heels of that question, the memory of walking alongside the prints seemed to 

answer it with a disturbing clarity. 

 “What the hell?” he said a bit louder than before as if in disbelief, refusing to accept it and yet 

the sheer clarity compelled him to accept it at the same time. A walking animal? Bullshit. He looked 

around the prints to see if there were signs of something else to suggest it was a hoax. After walking 

around the patch of bare ground for five minutes, he couldn’t see anything that lent support to the 

suggestion. 

 So he was left with but one choice: find the animal in question. Using the claw marks in front of 

the prints as a guide, he followed along them past the bare patch of ground, being forced to stay on his 

current bearing as the thick underbrush beyond prevented any more signs to help guide him. Hunter 

soon came into a clearing with a fallen log to the side, and he sat on it, wiping the sweat off his brow. 

 “Tired, Hunter?” a dreamy voice sounded, startling him. 

 “Who’s—“ he stopped once he realized who and as if to confirm this, he saw Travis’ wife 

materialize through the underbrush. His heart did several flip-flops, the impending situation becoming 

all too clear in a split second. 

 “Calm down, silly,” she murmured softly as she made her way across the clearing to sit next to 

Hunter on the log, sitting down demurely and seemingly chaste due to the all-concealing garment. 

 “H-have you been following me?” Hunter stammered slightly despite the slight amusement 

coming from her. The amusement grew a little more at that. 

 “I think we merely ran into each other,” she said smoothly, giving him a tiny shrug of 

indifference. 

 “Uh, I found some strange paw prints back there. They seem to lead to here,” he said, trying to 

keep it casual, though he had the impression it wasn’t going to stay that way long enough for his liking. 

 “Strange paw prints? Do tell.” 

 “Well, I think it’s best if I showed you them…” Hunter faltered as the impression grew stronger 

in his mind. Even he felt more inclined to spend more time with her like this and hopefully then some. 

His mouth went dry and he licked his lips, briefly deciding whether to make good on this opportunity or 

not. He made the choice by reaching for her face covering, but she shrank back from it. This made 

Hunter pause in mid-reach. 

 “Do you truly desire me, Hunter?” It took Hunter a moment to process what she asked. Wasn’t 

it obvious from the start? From the moment they met? 

 “Yes, I do,” he replied, letting his hand rest upon the log between them. His eyes searched hers, 



as if looking for an affirmation. But they seemed to bore into his own as if examining his soul despite her 

bowed-down head. Even Hunter had to wonder whether she was brought up to keep such a posture for 

long periods of time or not. 

 “No matter what I look like?” she spoke again and Hunter blinked at the question. For a fleeting 

moment, he imagined that Travis’ wife was either a goddess of beauty or ugly as sin. 

 “Er, you’re talking to an old man with fifty years experience of love under his belt. I think by 

now, appearances have little meaning,” he replied with a small smile. He couldn’t help but find at least 

two things in what he said happened to become untrue in a matter of weeks. Travis’ wife regarded him 

with a careful and calculating look in her eyes, and then the wave of amusement slowly grew in intensity 

until it was cut off seconds later. 

 “Is that so? I wonder about that, truly,” she spoke softly with barely contained mirth in her 

voice. Hunter found himself feeling affronted by what she said. Before he could say anything, she 

continued. 

 “Be that as it may, my husband fell in love with me regardless of what I looked like and he is 

decades younger than you, so to speak,” she inclined with a small tilt of her head, as if those last three 

words were an afterthought. Hunter could only blink in reply. Silence rolled in between them, stretching 

out into seconds, then a minute. 

 “Well, good for him, if he can fall in love with you no matter what you look like, then I should be 

able to,” he said at long last, fidgeting a little in his seat. He resisted the urge to glance around, instead 

keeping eye contact with her, which she returned in cool silence for several more moments. 

 Then she broke the eye contact by looking away, murmuring something under her breath 

Hunter couldn’t hear. 

 “What’s that?” his prompting made her look back at him, which he felt slight amusement mixed 

with sadness and a hopeful longing at the same time. Her golden eyes seemed to punctuate this feeling 

by capitalizing on the longing aspect. 

 “I said I don’t think you are ready to see what I look like.” 

 “And I said that appearances have little meaning, didn’t I?” Hunter retorted with a touch of 

vehemence in his voice, causing Travis’ wife to look up just slightly. He grasped her by the shoulders 

when she didn’t say anything immediately, causing her to tense up for a moment. 

 “Travis’ wife, whoever your real name is; I don’t care what you might look like underneath that 

clothing. I just want you for who and what you are. Hell, maybe even more than your husband does,” he 

said with conviction, having a small surge of adrenaline when he dared to say the last sentence in her 

face. It was a risky move, all right. 

 What happened next surprised him: instead of an expected slap to the face, he felt growing 

amusement and admiration coming from her, her eyes meeting his that seemed to echo these feelings. 

 “Thank you, Hunter. Give me some time to consider and I will let you know,” she spoke softly 

and Hunter let his hands slide down from her shoulders in relief. She carefully put a hand upon his cheek 

to caress it gently along his jaw line. 

 “In the meantime, I think we can continue to enjoy each other’s company in other ways. Don’t 

you agree, Hunter?” she asked, leaning her face in towards his, so that only an inch remained between 

them. His heart quickened at the possibilities she presented to him, it was as if these dreams with her 

were going to be true… 



 As if making up his mind for him, she took one of his hands in hers slowly and carefully. In that 

same manner, she brought it up to her chest and pressed it against one of her breasts. He blinked at this 

and slowly squeezed it as if wanting to confirm it was really real. 

 “Mm,” she purred and arched her back against this, pressing herself against his hand at the 

same time. She closed her eyes as well, and then opened them moments later, letting her hand off his 

own. 

 “Now do you understand?” she said softly. Hunter merely nodded and reluctantly let go of her 

breast. As his hand went back down to his side, he was seized with the temptation to stroke her thigh, 

but that passed just as it happened. She got up slowly and carefully, and Hunter joined her, looking 

around a bit nervously as if Travis or anyone walked in on them. 

 Thankfully, there was no one and the two walked together out of the clearing back into the 

dense underbrush. When they eventually reached the patch of bare ground, Hunter neglected to point 

out the anomalous paw prints as he was feeling daring. After a quick glance around to ensure they were 

alone in this part of woods, he slapped Travis’ wife’s butt. This elicited a gasp and then a giggle from her 

before she walked ahead of him in a slightly faster pace as if to avoid being slapped in the rear again 

from Hunter. 

 Grinning, he made to grab at her butt but paused as he noticed fresher paw prints in her wake. 

He slowed down to a stop and inspected them closer as she went onward and then out of sight once the 

underbrush swallowed her. He frowned at this new development and looked up to see that he was 

alone. 

 “Travis’ wife?” he called out a bit nervously and looked around some more. “Travis?” he called 

out again and mentally cursed the lack of ambient sound in the forest. Not one bird or cricket in vicinity. 

Not even the wind breezed through, since the Dark Forest was so dense. 

 He shook his head and decided that the animal must’ve doubled back and Travis’ wife merely 

walked over them coincidentally. He looked back to the prints and he could see his own footprints at the 

edge of the bare ground. But he couldn’t see any women’s footprints along his own. He was quite sure 

she didn’t walk on the covered ground around the bare patch, since it was large enough for three people 

to walk through it side-by-side comfortably. 

 Unable to come up with any rational explanation, Hunter grumbled to himself and then moved 

on to get back to his own path. He was losing interest in looking for deer trails as he kept thinking about 

these paw prints. He just couldn’t shake off the possibility that Travis’ wife created them. 

 He came to a stop the moment his mind wandered towards the fearful rumors of the children 

suggesting that Travis and his wife were werewolves. He laughed uneasily, wanting to push it out of his 

mind. But the connection between the rumors and the paw prints proved impossible to be pushed out 

of his head. Anxiety tinged with fear slowly crept over Hunter in the form of hairs on the back of his neck 

standing up. Brushing them down, he pushed onward with a renewed determination to ignore the 

ominous signs, mentally telling himself that it was some kind of an elaborate hoax over and over in a 

mantra. 

 “Over here, Hunter!” Travis’ voice startled him out of his single-minded reverie, looking around. 

He found himself past the burly oak and noticed Travis waving him over. 

 “What’s the matter, dude? Get lost or something?” Travis grinned as Hunter made his way back 



to the tree. 

 “No, I was… preoccupied,” he replied as he suppressed the renewed stab of uncertainty and fear 

towards Travis. 

 “What happened?” Travis became curious. 

 “I’ll tell you all when we’re back at the campsite,” Hunter said dismissively and glanced around. 

“Where’s your wife? She, uh, should be back here by now.” 

 “We’re kind of early, Hunter, chill,” he said with a small chuckle, gesturing for Hunter to cool 

down. “She’ll be here,” he said with a certainty, nodding his head once and then leaned against the tree 

to cross his arms. Silence enveloped the both of them for a few moments until Travis broke it. 

 “Find any deer trails?” 

 “No… what about you?” 

 “Not really,” Travis said with a shrug. “Beautiful place, though.” 

 “Yes, it is.” 

 They lapsed into silence for several minutes until Travis’ wife came into sight, wending her way 

around some bushy plants towards them. She seemed to make no indication about the encounter 

between her and Hunter earlier, walking over to Travis and embraced him tightly. They exchanged soft 

murmurs until he looked up to Hunter. 

 “Ready to go?” Hunter replied with a nod and they made their way back to the campsite. 

 “Find anything?” Agatha greeted them once they arrived, putting down a novel onto her lap. 

She was reclining in one of the four lounge chairs she set out earlier around the campfire. 

 “I found something,” Hunter said as he sat down at the picnic table, taking off his hiking boots. 

Travis and his wife settled upon a chair close to the campfire with her sitting upon his lap. Hunter could 

see she was shifting around in his lap, noting this with wry amusement. 

 “What is it, then?” Agatha asked him, looking at him the whole time, obviously missing the 

event between Travis and his wife. Hunter saw Travis caress his wife’s lower stomach and waist, almost 

threatening to stroke her thighs the whole time. Even she was into it, reaching back to stroke along the 

side of his head with a hand. Her eyes met Hunter’s and he could feel merriment washing over him, 

coupled with a forming passion. He was certain that she was teasing him with this display they were 

doing to each other. 

 “Hunter?” Agatha snapped him out of his reverie, causing him to look back at her. 

 “Oh, sorry,” he muttered and straightened himself in his seat before clearing his throat 

significantly. Agatha remained looking at him, missing the cue to look at Travis and his wife. 

 “Well, I saw a set of strange footprints,” he explained his find, purposefully using the word 

“footprints” instead of “paw prints” to see if this got any reaction from Travis and his wife. When neither 

one of them made any indication as they kept petting each other, he went on. 

 “They looked like the animal was walking on its hind legs the whole time…” still no reaction from 

the amorous couple, even Travis was now stroking along her thighs. “… and I think it’s some kind of a 

wolf or something from the looks of them,” Hunter finished. To his approval, they slowly ceased their 

petting to look at him expectantly. 

 “A walking wolf?” Agatha said doubtfully, “are you sure you read them right?” 

 “Yes, Agatha, I’m sure I read them right. I had to inspect them over and over!” he retorted, 



affronted. To his surprise, Agatha laughed and even Travis and his wife joined in a second later. 

 “A walking wolf, yeah right!” Travis remarked, shaking his head with a grin. “Good one, Hunter. 

I’ll be sure to remember this for years to come!” Agatha laughed some more and finally glanced over to 

them, which Hunter noted smugly, to become a bit surprised at seeing them like this. She blinked and 

looked back to Hunter who merely raised an eyebrow in response. The jovial atmosphere slowly 

changed into awkwardness, mostly on Agatha’s part as she couldn’t get over her surprise until Hunter 

broke the ice. 

 “Did you enjoy your book?” she looked at him blankly until she recovered her train of thought. 

 “Oh…! Yes, yes I did. I was only a quarter through when you guys came in.” 

 “Good,” Hunter replied with a smile and soon, the awkward atmosphere melted into an 

amicable one for the rest of the day. 

 

 As Hunter and Agatha listened to the passionate sounds coming from the other tent while they 

lay in their own tent at night time, Hunter was finding himself embroiled in two emotions that seemed 

to fight for dominance: wanting to go over there and take Travis’ wife as his own, and go over there and 

scream at them to keep it down. Jealousy and annoyance. 

 “They certainly love to go at it with each other, don’t they?” Agatha remarked with a small 

smile. 

 “Mm-hmm,” Hunter replied, her remark seeming to make up which prevailing emotion for him: 

annoyance.  He was about to make good on his desire when Agatha stroked his chest, making him look 

at her, seeing that she had a suggestive look on her face. 

 “I’m sure two can play at that game, don’t you think?” she smiled at him, her eyes searching his. 

What she had in mind seemed to remedy his annoyance, and the longer he considered it, it made sense. 

So for a reply, he grinned and took her in his arms to kiss her. She returned the kiss, building it up slowly 

into a passionate one. 

 They took their time with each other, taking it slow and gentle. When it was in full swing, Hunter 

found himself imagining Agatha to be Travis’ wife and this prompted him to be a bit more passionate 

towards climax, truly wishing that he had her in his arms instead of his own wife. 

Day Nineteen 

 The next two days found Hunter vacillating between increasing lust towards Travis’ wife and 

increasing exasperation at how opportunities for the two to “enjoy each other’s company in other 

ways,” as she put it were scarce. As it turned out, Travis apparently didn’t need to work for the next two 

days and seemingly focused much of his free time with his wife to Hunter’s annoyance. As if to add 

insult to injury, even Agatha seemed keen to copy their affections by spending as much time as she 

could with Hunter. At first, he was glad of the renewed passion, but he still wanted Travis’ wife badly 

despite imagining Agatha as her during the next two nights. 

 At last, relief came to Hunter upon the third day in the form of Agatha needing to go to the 

grocery store to replenish some of their pantry and Travis having to go to work. 

 “I know today’s the second-to-last day of our camping week, but I thought we could celebrate 

our last night here with our new neighbors,” Agatha replied with a grin to Hunter’s question when he 



pointed out it was the second-to-last day of the week. He raised an eyebrow and then nodded, knowing 

better than to question further given his wife’s look. 

 As soon as Agatha left, leaving Hunter alone with Travis’ wife, he went towards her immediately 

around the campfire, as they happened to be sitting across from each other. He had a strong urge to pull 

back the burqa from her head and French her, as he could barely keep it in his pants the last two days 

despite Agatha giving it to him. He wanted Travis’ wife badly, he had to have her now. 

 When he acted upon this urge, reaching over towards her face, she grabbed it quickly before it 

could touch her face. This surprised Hunter, given her reaction speed and the vise-like grip she had on 

his hand. But that grip slackened almost immediately to a gentle one as he picked up a wave of 

amusement coming from her. 

 “Your desire for me is quite impressive, Hunter. But did I not tell you that I needed time to 

consider about us?” 

 “You’re right, I’m sorry…” Hunter replied after a pause, but she shook her head and let go of his 

hand. 

 “Pull up a seat next to me, my love. I want us to enjoy each other as much as we can with the 

chance given to us today,” she murmured and Hunter blinked before hastening to act accordingly. As he 

went to get a chair, she shifted in her seat and smoothed out her robe along her thighs. When Hunter 

sat next to her, he took a deep breath, which prompted her to look at him from her bowed head. 

 “Relax, Hunter. Here, let me help you,” Travis’ wife offered as she reached over their chair arms 

to stroke along Hunter’s thigh, going at it firmly as if massaging him down there. It produced the desired 

effect on Hunter, and he sighed softly, spreading his legs out wider and reclining slightly. He closed his 

eyes at her touch and in a moment picked up on a wave of amusement coming through him. 

 Two minutes later, he felt her rubbing her fingers against his hard member through the fabric of 

his jeans. Opening his eyes, he wondered whether to whip it out for her to jerk him off out in the open 

or not. Then common sense hit him: they were alone, so why not? Hunter unzipped his pants, 

prompting a brief wave of amusement as soon as his phallus came into view. 

 “My, getting into it, aren’t we?” Travis’ wife spoke softly, her golden eyes seemingly smiling. She 

then took him into her hand and began jerking him off slowly and carefully at first. With a bit of 

encouragement from Hunter, she was now doing it naturally after a minute or two. 

 After what seemed to be an eternity, which was really ten minutes later, Hunter reached his 

climax, gripping the arms of his chair as he moaned loudly, closing his eyes tightly. Moments later, he 

looked down to see Travis’ wife let go of him, seeing her hand covered with cum. 

 “Mm, looks tasty. If you will excuse me, love,” she got up carefully from her chair and walked off 

to her tent to get inside. Hunter furrowed his brows at this point until he realized she must be licking his 

cum from her hand inside. He smirked at that and zipped up his pants, sighing softly as he recounted the 

experience. She seemed to be a natural at jerking him off past the first minute, seemingly acting 

whether to go faster or slower, tighter or looser on his whims during that time, becoming more intense 

towards the end. It was as if she could read his desires without needing him to direct her… 

 Then a random thought jarred his mind back to reality: she probably did the same thing with her 

husband all the time. This made him frown in slight disgust, until her coming out of the tent interrupted 

his musings. She walked towards him and he could notice that her hand was as clean as before jerking 

him off. 



 “How was it?” Hunter smirked as she sat next down next to him carefully. 

 “Tasty, just as it looked,” was her reply accompanied with a chuckle. This made him smirk even 

more, and wondered whether to ask her if she did the same thing with her husband or not. 

 “Have you… done the same thing with Travis?” he reasoned, as long as they were on the 

subject. 

 Her reply was quite immediate, a wave of amusement came from her that seemed to last for 

thirty seconds. Hunter marveled at this feeling, and then she spoke at last. 

 “Yes, but only occasionally, as we prefer… full-on contact, as it is.” 

 “Nothing wrong with changing it up every now and then, I suppose,” Hunter remarked. 

 “No, not at all,” she looked at him, a softer wave of amusement mixed with affection emanating 

from her, causing Hunter to look into her eyes, becoming enraptured with her more and more. He found 

himself leaning in to kiss her, but caught himself. 

 “I suppose you wouldn’t mind me returning the favor?” he said smoothly to cover his temporary 

lapse of remembering, marveling at himself doing such a feat at the same time. 

 “Mm, by all means, love,” she purred and sunk in a little lower into her chair, spreading her legs 

wider as much as her garment would allow for Hunter to do so. He swallowed as he proceeded to stroke 

along one of her thighs closest to him. He could feel it being warm, firm yet soft through the fabric of 

her hijab. He’d take his time by massaging her thigh, especially her inner thigh as he worked his way up 

to between her legs, feeling more warmth along the way. He wished that her garment was out of the 

way, since it was similar to a dress, only less loose than a normal one. 

 Travis’ wife suddenly gasped and sat up, grabbing Hunter’s hand a moment later to jerk it off 

her leg. Perplexed, he made to ask her what was wrong just when he could hear gravel crunching under 

tires. His eyes widened as he realized Agatha must be coming back from the store. 

 He got up and pulled his chair away from Travis’ wife who was straightening up in her seat and 

restoring her demure posture. They just finished completing their innocent looks when the station 

wagon crept into view. Hunter whistled in relief and waved to Agatha once she pulled to a stop. 

 “Hey Aggie! Back so soon?” he got up to walk over to the station wagon to help Agatha with her 

grocery bags, also doing this to calm his nerves from the very close call. He chanced a glance towards 

Travis’ wife who was merely watching them from her seat. He then looked into the bags and furrowed 

his brows in surprise, blinking. 

 “What is this? Margaritas?” he looked to Agatha, the surprise on his face becoming bemused. 

She only giggled and took the bags from him to set on the picnic table. 

 “I only thought we might make the most of our last night here with some of these, see where it 

takes us to,” she grinned and put the contents out of the bag. Hunter could see two bottles of margarita, 

a one-pound bag of ice, four plastic cups with wide brims, a tub of margarita salt, and… 

 “Straws? Who’s going to drink alcohol with straws, Aggie?” Hunter noted her glance to his left 

and he looked to find Travis’ wife right next to him, surprising him momentarily. 

 “Oh… right. Er, sorry about that,” he began but she silenced him with a wave of amusement 

before she shook her head. 

 “Don’t be sorry, Hunter,” she said dreamily, and then looked to Agatha. “Thank you for your 

consideration on my behalf. May I test these out in the privacy of my husband and mine tent?” she went 

on, gesturing to the package of straws. Agatha hesitated and then nodded. She took the package in her 



covered hand and walked off towards her tent. 

 Several minutes later, Travis’ wife came back out and handed the package of straws to Agatha 

and shook her head sadly. 

 “It works, but rather awkwardly. So I must decline this, Agatha. I am truly sorry if this has 

offended you.” Hunter could not see anything wrong with the straws, because as far as he could tell, she 

could do it by slipping one underneath her burqa without risking her mouth being seen. Agatha merely 

blinked a few times as she took the straws from Travis’ wife, as if struggling to explain something, 

thought better of it and nodded. 

 “Well, all right, if you say so. And no offense,” she smiled as best as she could, despite the 

disappointed expression on her face. Travis’ wife placed a hand upon hers carefully and gently at this 

point. 

 “Not to worry, Agatha, but there are two bottles, yes? One for you and Hunter and one for 

Travis and I,” she pointed out and then glanced to Hunter as she continued. “I am certain we will be 

celebrating our last night here in the company of our… husbands in our own tents thanks to your 

generosity,” she finished with looking at Agatha now. This seemed to appease Agatha more and Hunter 

smirked at the suggestion Travis’ wife put out, wondering whether she was teasing him or making him 

jealous, or both. 

 Evening came around and Travis was pleasantly surprised at the celebration Agatha had put up 

together with the help of Hunter and his wife upon his return from work. Fajitas and margaritas were 

prepared shortly, and as soon as the fajitas were ready to be eaten, Travis and his wife took their plates 

and glasses into their tent. Travis grinned at them before the tent flap was zipped shut, obscuring the 

inside view. Hunter and Agatha looked at each other before chuckling and clinked their glasses in a 

toast. 

 “To us, Agatha,” he said before taking a sip. 

 “To us, Hunter,” she replied with a smile and took a sip. They ate their fajitas in silence, looking 

to the campfire and each other every now and then. 

 “You know, I was hoping we’d get them drunk and his wife would show us what she looks like 

underneath that getup and tell us her name,” Agatha broke the silence with a pout on her face. Hunter 

blinked at this side of his wife he was witnessing just now. 

 “So that’s the real reason why you decided to break out the margaritas?” 

 “Of course, how else can we find out?” 

 “I think that’s pretty simple, take them to the beach,” Hunter snorted and drank some more of 

his margarita. 

 “But what if she keeps that thing on no matter what?” her question prompted him to imagine 

being in bed with Travis’ wife still wearing the hijab. He frowned at that and shook his head. 

 “I don’t think so, Aggie. Besides, what’s with you? I’ve never seen you this obsessed with our 

neighbors before.” 

 “Just Travis and his wife!” she retorted, “the way they keep wearing the same thing every day 

and especially how they keep her name from being mentioned no matter what!” Her outburst made 

Hunter grin. 

 “What’s so funny?” she snapped at him and he put up an innocent look, hands up at the same 



time. 

 “Hey, relax. You’re starting to talk like Betty…” this caused her to blink and then shook her head, 

putting her hand onto her forehead. 

 “Oh God, what have I become?” she chuckled dryly and Hunter joined in. 

 Meanwhile, Travis was feeding pieces of his fajita to Guardian in their tent, grinning as she 

returned the favor. She was naked, her garment off to one side against the wall while Travis was 

wearing his boxers. They were lying on their sides upon their mattresses of animal skins, their plates and 

drinks between them as a kerosene-powered lantern shined on a hook above them at the ceiling of the 

tent. 

 “That was awfully considerate of Agatha to break out some liquor, eh, Guardian?” 

 “Quite, and if I’m not mistaken, it turns out she had an ulterior motive,” she replied with her 

ears swiveling slowly. Travis raised an eyebrow in reply before taking a piece of her proffered fajita from 

her fingers in his mouth. 

 “Apparently, she wanted us to get drunk and have me end up revealing myself and my name to 

them,” she answered his unspoken curiosity, bushy tail thumping against the mattress in amusement. 

Travis chortled almost immediately before swallowing. 

 “Getting obsessed with you, babe!” he chuckled now and then continued, “speaking of, what 

about Hunter?” 

 “Mm, I managed to relieve some of his sexual tension by jerking him off when Agatha went out 

to get us drinks. He was about to return the favor when I heard Agatha driving up, so we had to stop 

there,” she explained as if this was very amusing to her. Travis smirked and shook his shaven head. 

 “One helluva close call there, babe. Supposing Agatha was still out for five more minutes, he 

may have found out the truth.” 

 “That’s true. I should wrap my legs from now on just in case,” she mused before taking her glass 

and drank through the straw she tested earlier today. Travis took a moment to imagine her legs being 

wrapped up like a mummy’s and smiled at the mental image. 

 “Kinky,” he remarked, grinning. This got a playful shove to his shoulder from Guardian. 

Day Twenty-four 

 The neighbors of Prospect Avenue welcomed the two couples from their camping trip when 

they arrived. The children were skittish as they were expecting the Huntingtons newly-turned by Travis 

and his wife, but they did their best to conceal their suspicions. Unbeknownst to their parents, they 

banded together in several impromptu meetings at the strip mall and the playground to plot ways of 

exposing Travis and his wife while they were away at the Dark Forest. They were steadfastly convinced 

they could save New Hamlet from the couple. 

 As they couldn’t break into house number 308 without risking being seen and heard, they 

resorted to tailing Travis (with much reluctance) whenever he went out on foot for various errands. At 

the same time, others would try spying into the windows of the house for a glimpse of his wife in the 

hopes of catching her without the all-concealing garment. This often drew many snickers from the older 

children, as it was similar to being a Peeping Tom under normal circumstances. Alas, the dark curtains 

foiled their attempts as they were always left closed. 



 Stymied, they banded together again at the playground to see if any one of them had any new 

ideas. One boy named John stood up, dressed in a T-shirt depicting an album cover of The Screaming 

Hams and a pair of tan shorts. He had blue eyes and blond hair that was kept short, and he was fifteen 

years old. The rest of the children hushed up to hear him out. 

 “Okay, so we know they’re pretty smart to keep the windows curtained all the time, but there’s 

one way we’d know for sure,” he addressed them, pausing here for dramatic effect. 

 “I’m going to go up to the house, and see if she won’t let me in.” He finished to great 

protestation and a very few catcalls from the older children. He waved them down for silence. 

 “Shut up! I SAID SHUT UP! Thank you, know what I think of this? I think it’s bull, that they’re 

werewolves. So I aim to prove you pussies wrong by walking up there and coming in for thirty minutes. 

The most she can do like all your mothers do is give me candy and ask me how’s my summer going,” this 

was met by whispered talk among the older children accompanied by stifled laughter. The others 

remained fearful of John’s proposal, though they said nothing since they were on the fence due to his 

reasoning. 

 “But what if she bites you and you get turned into one of them?” a girl in pigtails nervously 

asked him and a few others murmured affirmation. 

 “Then you’ll hear it if it happens,” John replied with a confident expression, and this made the 

others look at each other fearfully. His next remark spurred them into action. 

 “Okay, I’m gonna do this right here and now. You just stay here until I come back.” 

 Immediately, they did their utmost best to talk John down from carrying on his plan, often 

warning him that Travis could be back from his errands. 

 “You idiots, he’s out working today, didn’t any of you guys see his car come out of the garage?” 

he retorted and this shut up the group long enough for him to keep going. 

 Minutes later, John found himself knocking on the stained-glass door of house number 308. He 

could feel the eyes of the other children boring into him as he waited for an answer, giving the 

impression they were crowding around behind him on the porch. 

 After what seemed to be an eternity, the door clicked and then turned inwards, and revealing 

Travis’ wife in her usual Muslim garb. Her golden eyes bore into John’s eyes and he gulped despite 

mustering his courage. Even he thought he heard a gasp from the spying children. 

 “How may I help you?” she spoke in her dreamy voice, though sounding courteous at the same 

time. He blinked at this and went into his prepared dialogue. 

 “Uh, hi, Mrs.…” he paused as he realized that nobody in New Hamlet learned of the new 

couple’s last name and wondered how in the world no one ever questioned them on this fact. He 

seemed to lose track of what he was supposed to be saying and then recovered quickly enough. 

 “Er, my name’s John Andrews, I was wondering whether I could help you with some chores you 

might need assistance with?” He nearly fumbled halfway through, but he carried on smoothly through 

sheer willpower and allowed himself to be nervous in front of her. 

 “Is that so?” her reply seemed to fill John with the feeling of amusement and he couldn’t help 

but smile despite the situation he got himself into, much to his wonder and confusion. 

 “Then I must ask how old you are, John Andrews,” she went on and he blinked at her question 

before replying. 



 “Fifteen, I turn sixteen in two months,” he said quickly. 

 “Mm, that’s old enough in any case. Do come in, then,” Travis’ wife walked to the side of the 

door to hold it open so John could get in. With a swallow, he got inside and looked around the entrance 

hall, taking in the Victorian-style furnishings. He thought he could smell freshly-dug dirt and something 

familiar when he walked past her. With a careful and graceful gesture, he was directed to the parlor 

room just past the entrance hall. 

 John immediately registered several things in this room: the fireplace that served as the focal 

point with the couch in front of it, and a pair of easy chairs at either side of the couch between itself and 

the fireplace. There were several spindly stands with buckets of champagne bottles on each one of 

them. As he made for the couch, he saw ragged lines of stuffing coming out of it in several places, giving 

the impression it was clawed up by something fierce. He paused at the sight of the claw marks and 

quickly went for one of the easy chairs, the both of them undamaged in any way. 

 Man, unless they’re werewolves for sure, they gotta be kinky, he mentally spoke to himself as he 

eyed the couch with a bit of apprehension. As if to emphasize on what he was thinking, Travis’ wife sat 

down on the couch slowly and carefully before crossing her legs. 

 “Uh, not to be rude, but do you have arthritis or something?” he blurted out. 

 “No, but I am sure by now you must know I am Muslim, so I take great care not to show one 

inch of myself from underneath my hijab to strangers,” she spoke after a length of silence filled with the 

same feeling of amusement from earlier. 

 “So you’re only allowed to show yourself to your husband, no one else?” he asked incredulously. 

She nodded in reply, though slightly. He decided to cut to the chase, taking a deep breath. 

 “Are you really Muslim?” his heart beat faster at his daring move. The same feeling suffused the 

room, but only slightly. 

 “Yes, why do you ask?” she tilted her head at John. 

 “Just curious,” he said quickly and fidgeted in his seat and immediately relaxed in an effort to 

keep himself composed. 

 “Mm, nothing cuter than a boy being nervous in front of a woman,” she said with a soft giggle, 

coquettishly putting up a covered hand in front of her mouth at the same time. John frowned at this, 

feeling himself go red in his face. Several moments passed until Travis’ wife offered him something to 

drink. Grateful for the change in the conversation, he said “yes.” 

 “Perhaps you wouldn’t mind a glass of champagne with me?” she said, gesturing to the nearest 

bucket. He stared at her as he realized that he walked into it, yet at the back of his mind, he was curious 

to try out what champagne tasted like. He opened his mouth yet he couldn’t make up his mind whether 

to take up on her offer or decline politely. 

 “Silly boy, I was kidding. Of course you’re too young to drink alcohol,” she said and got up slowly 

and carefully, giggling a little more before she walked away from the parlor room. “We only have 

chocolate milk and orange Crush for the time being,” her voice trailed from somewhere in the house. 

 “Uh, some Crush would be good, thanks,” John said after a moment of eyeing the bottle of 

champagne sticking out of the bucket. He then looked around himself from the chair to take a better 

stock of the surroundings. He could see no trace of Islamic objects or decoration as the room seemed to 

be predominantly Victorian in style. 

 “Here you are, John,” Travis’ wife startled him out of his observation and he took the offered 



can from her with a murmur of thanks. 

 “Uh, mind giving me a tour of your house? It’s… different,” he finished lamely as he couldn’t 

quite bring himself to lie about appearances. But he was hoping to sniff around for evidence. 

 “Curious, aren’t we?” she spoke, a faint feeling of amusement emerging within John as her eyes 

looked into his. He immediately broke eye contact, looking down to his can of Crush as he made an 

effort to crack it open. He could feel her eyes still on him as he sipped some of the soda, feeling slightly 

uncomfortable just now. 

 “Tell me this, then. Did your parents put you up to help me and my husband with chores?” her 

voice lost a little of its dreamy quality, taking on a slight severe tone at the same time. John swallowed 

and bought time by sipping some more before replying. 

 “Yes, they did. They, uh, wanted me to earn some cash before the summer’s over.” 

 “And no one else were kind enough to hire you? A strapping young man looking for a living?” 

she spoke softly and John couldn’t tell if she was sympathetic or joking due to the veil-like covering over 

her face. Only her intense golden eyes remained visible and they didn’t seem to suggest anything other 

than the impression they were X-raying him. He fought the urge to swallow again and won. 

 “Uh, something like that. But if you’re not interested in hiring me, then I should get going,” he 

made to stand up from the chair, intent on getting away from Travis’ wife and out of this house all of a 

sudden. It was starting to creep him out at this point. 

 “I haven’t given you my answer yet, John,” the way she said this made him stay in his seat. “If 

you don’t mind, I can call your parents to confirm they sent you out here looking for a summer job,” the 

feeling of amusement happened again within John and this was at odds with what he was really feeling, 

a sinking fear at being cornered like this. It wasn’t supposed to happen like this, he thought. 

 “You know what, I’ll just be going, thanks for the…” John paused to look at the can of Crush in 

his hand, “Crush.” This time, he got up to his feet and made for the door. 

 Once John was well beyond the house’s property line, he relaxed with a sigh, wiping his 

forehead with the cool can of Crush. Before he could do anything else, he noticed the blue Oldsmobile 

with the black-tinted windows he recognized as Travis’ car turning into Prospect Avenue from Belle 

Street. Feeling a stab of fear in his gut, he willed himself to walk as casually as possible as Travis drove 

by him. He breathed another sigh of relief once he turned into Belle Street from Prospect Avenue 

without incident. 

 He wished that he didn’t have the idea of going into Travis’ house at all in the first place. 

Day Twenty-five 

 The intervening days found Hunter anxious for any sign Travis’ wife wanted to talk to him about 

their relationship, whether she agreed to take things further with him or not. But right now, Betty 

Hayton was telling him over the phone about what transpired yesterday with John and Travis’ wife from 

what she could see. 

 “Thanks for the tip, Betty. Tell your kids we say ‘hi,’ will you? All right, bye-bye,” he hung up the 

phone and shook his head, muttering indistinctly. He was getting tired of Betty calling him up every time 

she saw something new happen at house number 308, and made it a point to end the conversation 

quickly to keep her from going on and on about other things. 



  “Who was that?” Agatha asked him as she looked up from her crossword puzzle. 

  “Betty,” he replied with rolling his eyes, “told me about the Andrews boy going over at Travis’ 

place, apparently for a drink from what she could see.” 

  “Aw, that’s nice,” she remarked with a small smile and went back to her crossword puzzle. “I 

miss those days when their kids could come over to us for jobs and cookies. We used to do that too, 

remember that?” Hunter chuckled and stroked his chin in thought. Maybe if he could… 

  “You know, I’m going to nip on over to their place and have a quick chat,” he said and then got 

up from his chair. Agatha nodded as she was getting into her crossword puzzle now. 

 Minutes later, he was at the door of house number 308, having rung the doorbell. The door 

opened to reveal Travis’ wife and he blinked as he was expecting Travis instead of her. 

  “Mm, Hunter, what a nice surprise, to what do I owe this pleasure?” she carefully leaned upon 

the doorframe with her elbow against it, her forearm above her head and a hand on her hip in an 

attempt to strike a seductive pose in spite of her Muslim garb. This produced the effect of her breasts 

pressing against the navy-blue fabric, making them more visible than before. 

  “Let’s just go inside right now, shall we? The town gossip is keeping an eye on your place like a 

hawk,” he cautioned after a moment’s effort to keep himself from doing anything out of the ordinary. 

Without a word, Travis’ wife stepped back and then turned around to walk towards the parlor room 

from the entrance hall, leaving Hunter at the door. He walked inside after her, shutting the door. 

  “Who’s the town gossip?” she asked him when he came into the parlor room, finding her 

preparing a glass of champagne for Hunter. There was a slight feeling of amusement mixed with 

curiosity coming from her. 

  “Betty Hayton, she likes to dish the dirt on whoever catches her fancy to anyone who’s fool 

enough to listen to her.” 

  “And I suppose that Travis and I have caught her fancy?” she walked up to Hunter, giving him 

the glass of champagne. He felt the amusement grow within him. 

  “Pretty much, so uh, where’s Travis?” he hesitated before taking a drink out of the glass, tasting 

the bubbly alcohol. 

  “At work, so we have the day to ourselves,” she said as she watched him. 

  “So does that mean you’ve decided already?” he blinked, hopeful. 

  “Yes,” she spoke softly after a short length of silence, as if hesitating. 

  “… and?” Hunter pressed when she wasn’t forthcoming. Travis’ wife looked over to the fireplace 

for several moments, putting her hands together in front of her legs. Then she looked back at him. 

  “Do you still remember our talk about what I look like?” Hunter blinked again as he nearly forgot 

about that, it was irrelevant to him, as he considered he felt strongly for her enough not to care about 

what she looked like underneath the garment. 

 “Yeah, I do. I still don’t care what you’re gonna look like,” he replied and this caused a small 

flutter of amusement inside of him. 

 “Thank you, Hunter. While that means a lot to me, I still doubt it,” she said as she reached over 

to stroke his cheek, the amusement growing at the same time. “Come with me,” she took his hand, 

grasping it gently. 

 “I’ll drink to that!” he grinned as he let himself be led by Travis’ wife and downed the rest of the 



champagne. He set the glass upon a table stand at the entrance hall when they ascended the stairs up to 

the third floor. He couldn’t help but notice the old-fashioned-styled lamps here and there along the wall 

of the stairs. In the hallway along the second floor between the first stairs that connected the ground 

floor to the second floor and the second stairs from the second floor to the third floor, there were 

ornately framed portraits that depicted men in fantastic armor and strange weapons. He slowed down 

to inspect them as they were crafted in fine detail. 

 “My husband made each and every one of them, and the frames were purchased from Hobby 

Lobby,” Travis’ wife spoke, letting go of Hunter’s hand as she looked at them with him. 

 “You don’t say… he painted them all?” he took a step back and counted the portraits lining the 

hall. There were ten in all and they also had a golden rectangle at the bottom part of the frames, names 

stamped into them. He walked over to the first one depicting a grinning bald man with green fire eyes in 

silver armor with a tattered black cape flying in the wind, holding an impossibly large sword with a blue-

white double-edged blade in his right hand. The plaque at the bottom read “ULTIMA DEATH THE WISE”. 

 Hunter raised an eyebrow and moved onto the next portrait, this one showing a heavier-

armored man than the last, this one having a ruby-studded red cloak, medium-length dirty blond hair 

with a flame-design bandanna, and glowing crimson eyes. He held a double-bladed pole arm in both 

hands, the blades being serrated-edged ruby with flames covering them. “GREAT RUBY DEATH THE 

MIGHTY” was on its plaque at the bottom. 

 “What’s with the ‘Death’ names Travis gave them?” Hunter asked Travis’ wife after he inspected 

the rest in quick order, frowning slightly. When she didn’t immediately respond, he looked at her. 

 “He didn’t give them except for Ultima Death,” she gestured to the first portrait somewhere 

behind them as they were at the end of the hallway with the stairs to the third floor. “But come, I will 

explain soon enough.” She took Hunter’s hand and guided him to the third floor. Here, Hunter noted a 

change, especially on the walls. 

 There were various animal skins hanging on the walls, decorated with feathers and tails. To 

Hunter, it was as if the Victorian theme prevalent in the rest of the house were replaced by Native 

American motifs. He thought he could smell incense on this floor, the scent made unrecognizable due to 

it being mixed with several others. He then noticed there were only two doors at either side of the short 

hallway, the end having a small stained-glass window that was curtained like the rest of the windows. 

 Travis’ wife took him to the doorway at the right, opening the door adorned with a wolf pelt. 

The room was dark, having only one oil lamp that provided dim illumination. As soon as Hunter’s eyes 

adjusted, he could see several wolf pelts hung up on the walls with a silk veil of pale pink at one corner, 

a makeshift mattress comprised of buffalo, bear and rabbit skins, and a couple of vases at either side of 

the bed containing incense sticks that wafted smoke from their smoldering ends. Hunter whistled at the 

sight of the room, shaking his head slowly in amazement. 

 “What kind of room is this?” he looked to Travis’ wife who walked over to the lone oil lamp 

sitting on a nightstand next to the silk veil. 

 “Our room for the time being, that is if you still desire me,” she spoke softly as she turned up 

the flame only slightly. He blinked at her reply and suddenly found the room starting to become hot. 

 “What’s that?” he asked to make sure he heard her right. Surely we’re not going to consummate 

our desire in such a room like this? He thought uneasily as he looked around as if confirming the strange 

surroundings. A brief wave of amusement washed over him immediately after he asked her. 



 “I said that this is our room for the time being, if you still desire me,” she faced Hunter with the 

oil lamp in her hands. Her golden eyes scrutinized him deeply as if she was finding doubt within his 

heart. 

 “Is that so? It’s just that it’s a very… peculiar room, no offense,” Hunter quickly added and he 

felt another wave of amusement, longer than the last, coming from her. 

 “If you like what you will be seeing, then you might understand,” she spoke softly, having a hint 

of merriment in her voice. Hunter only blinked as he watched her slip into the veiled corner of the room, 

taking the oil lamp with her. It illuminated the corner, throwing a large slightly-blurred silhouette of her 

form against the veil. He swallowed as he realized that he’d get to see what she really looked like 

underneath the burqa and the hijab at long last. He smiled in spite of himself that his fantasies were 

becoming true after so long. 

 “I told you earlier that I would explain to you about the names of the men in Travis’ portraits,” 

she said as Hunter watched her silhouette bend over as if tying a shoe. It became apparent that she was 

unraveling a long length of something he couldn’t make out. 

 “Simply put, they were some of his most-revered friends,” she said after a pause, tossing over 

the veil a large handful of balled-up gauze which landed at Hunter’s feet. He picked it up and inspected 

it, finding her faint scent of freshly-dug up earth on it. 

 “What?” he said, not quite understanding why she was wearing gauze on herself and what she 

explained at the same time. As if on cue, another wave of amusement happened upon him. 

 “That is the most I can tell you about the paintings,” she answered as she remained bent over, 

apparently unraveling some more gauze. Hunter’s confusion grew until he shook it off and refocused on 

watching her undress through the veil. He found that he could barely make her out within the 

silhouette, but only just barely. 

 In a short time, another handful of gauze was tossed over and Hunter let it rest at his feet as he 

put aside the stuff in his hands. He hesitantly sat down upon the bed of animal skins as he saw her 

straighten up and then turn to either face him or her back on him. It was hard to tell due to the 

silhouette. Soon enough, she undid the hijab from her body, letting it fall to her feet in a heap. He 

noticed she had rather pointed nails as he took note of the curves on her body and watched her take off 

her burqa, letting it fall from her hand to her feet on the floor. 

 As soon as she held up her head normally from the usual bowed position he always saw, Hunter 

could scarcely register what he was seeing at this point: a pair of triangles surfaced from the top of her 

head. When she grasped at the veil in front of him and pulled it aside to take it down, he could not 

believe it. As the collapsing veil billowed across Travis’ wife to land in a pale pink heap, he first saw her 

face as a wolf’s. In fact, her head was like of a wolf’s, complete with ears, muzzle, whiskers, black nose 

and lips. Her neck, shoulders, arms, hands, body, and legs were like of a human’s, only a little more 

muscular than the average woman with a certain bit of suppleness added. Her fingers possessed black 

claw-like nails, while her feet were digitigrades—like a dog’s, or more aptly put, a wolf’s but bigger to 

account for her form. They, unlike her hands, had true black claws. White fur covered much of her form, 

leaving the nipples on her breasts and what inner lips of her vulva could be seen bare. A swishing 

motion redirected Hunter’s eyes to her hips and thighs, seeing a white bushy tail wagging behind her. 

 “Do you like what you’re seeing?” her dreamy voice snapped Hunter out of his shocked staring, 

seeing her smiling with her intense golden eyes on him. His initial shock was now wearing off, but 



slowly. While it was wearing off, his mind slowly made connections. 

 The wounds he saw on Travis’ body with the odd bit of white fur came from her nails and teeth, 

the growling sounds he and the neighborhood heard almost regularly during nights came from her and 

possibly Travis, the strange paw prints he came across in the Dark Forest came from her feet, the 

impression she was wearing high heels came from her feet being digitigrades, the Muslim garments she 

wore came from her appearance, and lastly, the children turned out to be right about her being a 

werewolf. That also meant Travis could be more than likely one. 

 “W-were-werewolf,” Hunter could only blurt out, stammering as soon as his mind fully 

recovered. He tried to get away from her, only ending up falling onto his back clumsily upon the bed as 

he could merely crawl backwards due to his state of being still in surprise and disbelief. 

 “Mm, far from it, my love. Far from it,” she seemed to purr and he couldn’t help but feel 

immense amusement coming from her that seemed to counteract his trepidation. She chuckled softly as 

she walked towards Hunter and slowly got down on top of him. He couldn’t do anything as he was 

paralyzed in disbelief at what he was experiencing just now. The very appearance of her true form was 

unnerving enough to begin with. As soon as he felt her warm furry body settle upon him, he was faintly 

reminded of a certain dream he had with her weeks ago. Her muzzle was inches from his lips as her eyes 

looked into his and he swallowed before opening his mouth to speak. 

 “…What are you?” 

 “Patience, love,” she whispered, her golden eyes half-closed as she brought her muzzle in closer 

to his lips slowly, then tentatively licked at them. “Do you desire me?” 

 This galvanized him into action, true action, at last. 

 “Uh…” he mumbled as he tried to get away from under her, reaching up to get her off him. His 

hands ended up upon the sides of her stomach, then quickly shifted to her upper arms close to the 

shoulders as he registered the feel of her through his hands and where he had touched her. “S-sorry, but 

this can’t be real…” he said as he made more of an effort to get her off him. She rolled off him and laid 

on her back as he got up to his feet shakily. He was still shocked at what had transpired, as he couldn’t 

keep his eyes off her, still taking in her true appearance. 

 “I’m sorry, but what are you?” Hunter pressed and she looked at him with a calculating 

expression for a few seconds. 

 “That is something I cannot tell you without my husband being here with me, as it is a very 

strange tale to begin with. But know this, I am nowhere a werewolf your town’s children thinks of me 

and my husband. And he is not one either,” she spoke as she sat up slowly, looking up at him gently with 

a hint of expectation in her expression. “Now that you have seen what I look like, what do you think of 

me?” she tilted her head that made her look like a curious wolf of sorts. 

 “Can I get back to you on that? It’s…” he replied after several seconds of opening and closing his 

mouth. Travis’ wife blinked at his reply and crossed her arms just below her breasts. 

 “Hmph, maybe I was better off staying dressed after all,” she murmured in a mock hurt tone 

which Hunter registered a faint feeling of amusement coming off her. However, he didn’t catch on her 

sarcasm. 

 “Uh… no, don’t be like that…” he trailed off as he finally caught on, then willed himself to look 

down away from the sight of her to his feet. There, he was able to compose himself a little better for a 

few seconds. 



 “Look at me, Hunter,” a hand came into his view which tilted his chin upward and he found 

himself eye-to-eye with Travis’ wife up close and personal. He couldn’t help but feel the fine fur from 

her fingers against the underneath of his chin along with the points of her claw-like nails against his skin. 

 “I know that you have told me a few times that appearance doesn’t matter to you, so I will not 

hold it against you based on your reaction to what I truly look like. It is after all, a human reaction,” she 

spoke and brought her muzzle in close to his cheek, closed her eyes and then backed off a little bit. 

Unbeknownst to Hunter, she wanted to nuzzle him but thought better of it. 

 “Can-can I think about this and get back to you sometime?” he asked, swallowing. She looked 

into his eyes intently for a few moments and then nodded softly, whispering “yes.” Hunter turned 

around and exited the room, looking back at Travis’ wife at the door before making his way down to the 

front door. 

 Agatha looked up from her crossword puzzle at the sound of their door opening and closing, 

seeing Hunter walk into the living room with a shocked expression. She blinked and put down her 

reading glasses, concerned. 

 “Hunter? What’s wrong? Did something happen over there?” she got up from her chair and 

approached him. He didn’t respond immediately as his eyes moved from left to right a few times. She 

made to say his name when she caught the whiff of several scents on him upon walking up to him. She 

could smell alcohol, vanilla, lavender, cedar and cinnamon with freshly dug-up dirt being the strongest 

among these scents. 

 “What happened?” she pressed and Hunter looked at her as if seeing her for the first time, and 

this chilled her as that same thing happened weeks ago. 

 “I’m… I’m going to bed,” he muttered and went up the stairs to the bedroom, not bothering to 

take off his shoes. Agatha looked after him with a combination of confusion and a slight degree of fear. 

She then walked towards the living room window to look at house number 308 as if to look for any 

suspicious signs. As always, the house sat there innocently with the curtains drawn shut on every 

window. 

 Hunter laid on the bed from afternoon to night, still digesting what transpired at house number 

308. Sometimes, it was like a dream and sometimes it was real whenever he kept replaying the event 

over and over in his head. The revealing appearance of Travis’ wife, the connections he made in his 

mind, the feel of her against his body, the small lick she gave him upon his lips, his hands on her, and her 

holding up his chin… 

 Eventually, his mind moved on from replaying events to drawing new connections. He realized 

that she couldn’t be able to use the straws without revealing her muzzle under her burqa, and the gauze 

she had must’ve been on her legs in case they were somehow revealed. 

 “Hunter?” Agatha’s voice snapped him out of his reverie and he looked at her from the bed, 

blinking as he found that the bedroom lights were on. He looked out to the window and found that night 

had fallen. Puzzled by this, he looked back at her, seeing her walk slowly to the edge of the bed and sit 

down next to him. 

 “Did something happen over there? I need you to tell me, please,” she spoke in a whisper, 

concern pronounced on her face as she tentatively reached out to his forehead as if checking he had a 



fever or not. He blinked at her touch and realized that she wouldn’t believe him if he told her what he 

saw. Surely he’d be laughed out of the house and probably the entire town of New Hamlet if she 

blabbed to Betty… 

 “No, nothing happened.” 

 “Then explain the smell of alcohol and perfume…” Agatha’s voice and expression hardened, 

which made his guts writhe in fear. He swallowed before replying. 

 “We only had one glass of champagne and that perfume was actually incense.” 

 “Champagne? Champagne?!” now Agatha was becoming suspicious, her voice rising. Hunter 

raised a hand to try and silence her. 

 “Please, nothing happened as you might think. We only chatted, you can find out for sure I’m 

telling you the truth,” he replied with a conviction, knowing for sure she would never believe him if he 

told her the exact details. Agatha frowned and thought visibly, her lips contorting slightly. After a 

moment or two, she sighed and nodded. 

 “I’m sorry, Hunter. It’s just that I’ve never seen you like this before. What did you guys talk 

about?” at that question, he frowned and shook his head. 

 “Please don’t ask me that again. You wouldn’t believe me anyway if I did.” It was her turn to 

frown now and she reluctantly let it go, getting up to undress. It occurred to Hunter it was already 

bedtime. As Agatha slept next to him, he remained awake as his mind slowly got over it all and he 

eventually went to sleep. 

 His dreams involved him and Travis’ wife fully revealed making love to each other in that room, 

a series of jumbled images that ended with a fleeting feeling of her pressing herself against him upon 

waking up at the morning. 

Day Twenty-seven 

 Since then, Agatha and Hunter got into a series of brief arguments about whether to go over to 

house number 308 to find out what shook him up that badly and every time, he was against it. The last 

argument, he had to put his foot down to end it for once and for all, claiming that it was rude and that 

Agatha was only overreacting over nothing. By noon, peace and quiet was restored, if only frosty for the 

time being with each other. 

 Hunter soon found himself wondering what it would be like if he had taken Travis’ wife. 

Ordinarily, he would dismiss that curiosity with revulsion, but the dreams he had been having about her 

lately changed his perspective, plus the way she was like around him clothed and unclothed since then 

added to the change. She was rather gentle with a hint of shyness and surprisingly intuitive with him, it 

was as if she had known him long enough like Agatha after all these years and then some. 

 By nightfall, back in bed again, he was on the brink of making a decision. It was something akin 

to being on a cliff and being asked to take a leap of faith or walk away. When he woke up at the next 

morning, he had made his choice. Now he would have to wait on his chance to act upon it. 

 Soon enough, it presented itself in the form of Agatha having to go and help a friend of hers 

across town for moving. After waiting ten minutes, he made his move. He went over to house number 

308 and rang the doorbell, which Travis’ wife answered moments later. 

 “We meet again, my love,” she stepped to the side, clad in her dark blue Muslim garb, to allow 



Hunter inside. 

 “Travis out at work again?” he said after stepping in, facing her as she closed the door. 

 “Yes,” she nodded and then began to take off her burqa, but stopped as her golden eyes looked 

at his pale blue eyes, wondering. Hunter felt a brief thrill of excitement at seeing her start stripping, but 

he was slightly disappointed at seeing her stop. 

 “Have you come to tell me about the other day?” she asked him hopefully. He nodded and 

swallowed, it was time. He stepped closer to her and slowly reached out to take her burqa off her head, 

revealing her wolf head in full view. Her ears pricked back up from their folded-back position as she 

straightened her head up, blinking at him. 

 “So you still desire me after all,” she murmured, smiling at him. He smiled back slightly as he 

moved his hands down to her dress robe and slowly undid it to let it fall down around her feet in a heap. 

He noticed that there was no gauze on her as he looked down and up, taking in her appearance. He was 

glad to see her like this, for he preferred it that way, being able to know what she really looked like 

instead of having to suffer her wearing the Muslim garment which easily concealed as long as she kept 

her ears, head, and tail in check. 

 Hunter noticed something on her left hand, which he took in his and held it up to inspect 

closely. He saw that there was no wedding band on her ring finger. 

 “Are you really married?” he spoke gently as he looked to her. 

 “Not quite,” she spoke after a length of considering silence, a faint feeling of amusement 

accompanying her reply. 

 “What do you mean ‘not quite’?” he frowned and let go of her hand, but she held on, fingers 

grasping his firmly. Another length of silence ensued with the same level of amusement coming from 

her. 

 “Yes and no, with a little more emphasis on the no part,” she smiled as the feeling grew more 

pronounced for a few seconds and then continued, “Let me put this simply. Are you familiar with hand 

fasting?” This got a puzzled expression from Hunter. 

 “It is the Wicca equivalent of your Christian marriage, with a much more involved level to it. In 

Travis’ and my case, it is similar to that, but far deeper.” When she saw the blinks of confusion from 

Hunter, she merely smiled and shook her head slightly. 

 “Let us not worry about such things, my love, and be elsewhere in this house,” she offered and 

Hunter nodded, glad to be back on something a little more normal and familiar. He was taken by the 

hand to the third floor, back in the animal skin-adorned room full of the cloying incense. Along the way, 

he watched how she walked, her spine curving slightly as her legs moved up along the stairs, tail 

swinging from left to right. He smirked as soon as he noted how her tail seemed to be teasing him by 

covering her butt every now and then. 

 When she led him to the fur bed, he hesitated and stopped a few steps before it, his hand 

slipping from hers that made her look back to him. He felt like being back in high school, going all the 

way for the first time with Agatha. He stared at the bed and then looked to Travis’ wife, trying to work 

up the courage to say “how do we do this?” and failing as he realized at the same time about their 

bodies. Would it really work? The dreams he had with her seemed to say so despite his doubts. 

 “Just relax, Hunter,” she spoke softly as she faced him fully, her eyes searching his as if figuring 

out whether he would back out of it or keep going with her. When he remained rooted on the spot, she 



tentatively took his hand in hers and brought it up to her heart, pressing it against her breast so that he 

could feel her heartbeat. He blinked as he registered her heartbeat through her furry chest, picking it up 

as a fast beat. 

 “I’m just as nervous as you are, my love, but out of curiosity what you are truly like and… 

whether your desire matches mine or not,” she smiled, and let her hand slide off his as he realized that 

she subtly let him decide for once and for all. 

 In the space of two seconds as he kept his hand over her heart, he knew that he had made his 

choice coming over here. He wanted to sate his carnal curiosity with her, to find out whether the 

increasingly lurid dreams he had with her over the weeks were going to be like this or not, and at this 

point, she was waiting for him. Perhaps forever, from what he thought he felt from her from time to 

time whenever he woke up from those dreams. A wild thought came out of nowhere within his mind 

that spurred him on to act upon his desire towards her, besides, this is way more exotic than having an 

affair with a Muslim woman. 

 So act, Hunter did. He clutched at Travis’ wife’s breast, pressing against her chest at the same 

time. This produced a reaction from her: she closed her eyes and purred at this, arching her chest 

against his hand and pressed the rest of herself against his body, wrapping her arms around his neck. He 

let go of her breast to embrace her in return, closing his eyes and nuzzling his head against hers, 

breathing in her scent of freshly dug-up dirt along with the incense deeply. 

 He then kissed along her neck, feeling the short fur against his lips with her warm skin 

underneath. He felt her cup the back of his head when he did this, and a moment later, the feel of her 

leg raising up upon his hip which made him reach down to stroke along her butt and thigh with one 

hand, brushing against the base of her tail towards her knee. 

 Several moments into stroking each other’s bodies and kisses accompanied by a few licks 

against Hunter’s neck, Travis’ wife stepped back from him to lay down upon the thick fur bed. He 

watched her stroke along her breasts down to her hips and thighs for a couple of moments before he 

hastily undressed himself, wanting to continue this and take it all the way to home base. This got a 

giggle from her. 

 Then just when Hunter was halfway through undressing himself, he realized that he had no 

condoms on him. He looked at her sheepishly, not wanting to look like he was unprepared. 

 “Uh… sorry, but I don’t have any condoms…” this got a blink from her and she chuckled heartily 

for several moments which made him feel more embarrassed by the second. 

 “Don’t worry, my love. I can’t get pregnant at all,” now it was Hunter’s turn to blink, though in 

surprised silence for several seconds. 

 “I-I’m sorry…” but she shook her head. 

 “Don’t be, Hunter.” 

 “It’s because… of what you are, right?” 

 “There you go,” she smiled with a nod, the feeling of amusement suffusing Hunter for a couple 

of seconds. He smirked slightly and finished undressing himself. Once naked, he got down to his knees 

and crawled onto the bed to lay next to her on his side. He was still a little nervous. 

 He decided to get over his slight anxiety already and got himself on top of her. 

 “Mm,” Travis’ wife closed her eyes at this, smiling as she held his cheeks in her hands and 

Hunter could feel her legs spreading around his, feeling her tail wag against his knees slowly. He settled 



upon her, his lower half brushing against hers, picking up on the warm furry feeling at the same time. 

She licked upon his cheeks and neck every now and then as she caressed her hands from his cheeks to 

his shoulders, massaging along his biceps. He grinded against her, feeling his member rub against her 

furry area down there a few times until he penetrated her slowly. To his surprise, she felt like a human 

inside as she wrapped her legs around his waist, growling in pleasure and arched her body against him. 

He even felt her nails dig into his arms at that moment. 

 As Hunter thrusted against her slowly, he was reminded of the more lurid dreams and he 

blinked the memory away as he kept at it, watching Travis’ wife throw her head back against the pillows, 

moaning every now and then. He was tempted to nibble upon her exposed neck and acted upon it, 

nibbling gently along it. He heard and felt her giggle at this and grasp the back of his neck to press his 

mouth against her neck as if wanting him to nibble harder. He did that and she growled softly in 

response. 

 He pulled his head back and thrusted harder against her, making her gasp and then growl louder 

as she tightened her grip on his arms. She bucked against him every now and then, her eyes having that 

wanting expression to them as she looked at him, panting. A minute later, she pulled Hunter close to 

her, against her as she wrapped her arms around him and then rolled over so that she was on top of 

him. Surprised at this, he grinned up at her as soon as she got herself comfortable on him. 

 She licked at his neck and chest as she moved up and down along Hunter’s member slowly at 

first, getting a feel of him in this position. Breathing deeply at this, he stroked along her hips up to her 

breasts, cupping them in his hands. Travis’ wife went faster now, prompting Hunter to put his hands on 

her hips to let her know to slow down a bit. 

 “Easy there, I ain’t what I used to be, you know,” he grinned up at her and she chuckled, licking 

him on the cheek apologetically. Soon, under the continued humping movements from her, he was 

panting as he felt his climax coming on slowly. He closed his eyes, feeling it coming on closer and closer 

in its own slow way, then felt her hands upon his chest with her nails digging into them that made him 

open his eyes. 

 He saw her baring her teeth as she went a bit faster now, growling some more. He didn’t mind 

this as he knew she must be reaching her own climax. Suddenly, he felt her tense up from the inside as 

she stiffened, feeling her nails dig deeper into his skin. He was certain that she was going to draw blood 

from his chest at this point when she growled louder. He thought he felt a wetness coming from the 

inside of her as she apparently relaxed visibly, panting as she sat on him. 

 “Mm, that was fun… but it’s your turn now, love,” she grinned down at him and began resuming 

her humping upon his member not one moment after her remark. To his amazement, the feeling was 

more smooth, perhaps due to her apparent juices from her climax. He relaxed under her, moaning softly 

at the wondrous feeling. His climax came back with a renewed strength and this time, he thrusted 

against her as if wanting to experience it with her. Half a minute later, he finally did it, groaning in 

pleasure as he cummed within her, shuddering slightly from the waves of pleasure rushing through his 

body. He panted for breath as he looked up at her, who then laid down upon him, nuzzling against him. 

 

 Closing his eyes to rest, Hunter stroked along her back gently, almost absentmindedly before 

falling asleep. 



 “Don’t fall asleep on me, love,” the dreamy voice of Travis’ wife roused him up to wakefulness, 

seeing her smile at him. 

 “Hey, sorry. That took a lot out of me, but it was amazing,” he smiled back and stroked her 

head, causing one of her ears to flick under his stroking. 

 “Mm, I’ll bet. I had to restrain myself in case Betty Hayton was listening in,” she giggled and then 

rolled off him onto her back next to him, stretching out her arms and legs before relaxing. “I also had to 

go easy on you, you know,” she looked at him and he smiled lopsidedly. 

 “Yeah, sorry if I’m not as intense as Travis,” he rolled his eyes, grinning. The amusement feeling 

grew in his heart as he saw her grin, baring her teeth. 

 “It’s never too late to give it the old college try, you know. I’m always up for another round, if 

you want…” This made his heart skip a beat at the mere thought of him getting the same wounds as he 

saw on Travis’ body a few weeks ago. 

 “I’ll think about it, thanks,” he spoke quickly and silence lapsed in, hanging in the incensed air as 

they looked into each other’s eyes for several minutes. It was Travis’ wife who broke the silence. 

 “You should take a shower.” 

 “Know where it is?” he murmured, getting sleepy again. She nodded and then sat up before 

taking his hand in hers and gently helped Hunter up onto his feet as she got up at the same time. 

Together, they walked out of the room down to the second floor at her guiding, and then into a side 

door that led into a large ornate bathroom that contained a spacious shower with a pearl-translucent 

curtain. 

 “Nice bathroom… how much did you guys pay for this house?” Hunter couldn’t help himself. 

 “The government did, love. Pays for everything except food,” she replied as she drew back the 

shower curtain, revealing a tiled shower with a shallow basin at the bottom and a large block built into 

the side of it that acted as a seat. She then turned on the water, testing every now and then until she 

was satisfied with the temperature. 

 “After you, love,” she gestured to the shower and Hunter raised an eyebrow. 

 “You’re joining in?” 

 “If you don’t want my company, that’s fine,” she smiled slightly and made to walk past him 

towards the door. 

 “Whoa, all right, I was just curious. Of course I want you to join in,” he smirked and stepped into 

the shower, feeling the running hot water course down his body that relaxed him greatly. It was almost 

as the same as a climax, but far gentler. He watched Travis’ wife step in with him and draw the curtain 

shut behind her as the running water darkened her white fur to a slight grayish color. 

 “Mm, Travis and I always love that feeling under warm water, what about you?” she murmured 

with her eyes shut and ears folded back in apparent pleasure as Hunter noted her fur forming small 

spike formations all over her body that drew the water down her in rivulets. 

 “Don’t we all?” he smiled slightly and then found the soap on a small platform under the shower 

head. He took it and rubbed it down his arms. When he started on his shoulders and chest, Travis’ wife 

gently grasped his hand that held the soap, extracted it out of his hand and began to wash him. He 

smiled at her as he let her wash him down. When she got to his member, she fondled it gently in such a 

way that slowly aroused him until he was hard. He returned the favor by rubbing his fingers against her 

vulva, feeling the tip of his fingers brush against her inner lips. 



 “Mm,” she purred and set the soap back on its platform as she rinsed her hands free of the suds. 

 “I think you’re ready for round two, don’t you think?” she smiled and Hunter nodded, finding 

himself definitely ready for round two. He set her against the wall, facing him as he pressed himself 

against her, feeling her drenched breasts pressing against his chest as she slipped her arms under his 

arms and around his back. She seemed to know that he was going to pin her against the wall as she 

wrapped her legs around his waist and gripped his back along his shoulders, being shielded from the 

running water due to his body taking the brunt of it for her. 

 Hunter thrusted himself into her as he wasted little time in taking her, hearing her growl softly 

and feeling her tense up against him at the same time. He went at it hard, grunting every now and then 

as his motions caused her to slightly move up and down along the wet wall. He continued to do this, 

feeling her nails digging into his back as he felt his climax come on again. She looked up to the ceiling, 

growling loudly in pleasure and Hunter joined in the growling, nibbling upon her neck at the same time, 

grinning. 

 He reached his next climax soon after, groaning in unison with her growling as she seemed to 

fight the urge to bite down on his shoulder by pressing the side of her muzzle against his neck. He barely 

registered her reaching her climax while he was in the throes of his own, panting hard as he kept her 

pinned against the wall. Her legs slowly slid down from his waist to the floor as she relaxed against him 

and he eventually stepped back from her, allowing the water to wash down her. 

 “Mm, that was good…” she murmured, golden eyes closed as she rubbed along her breasts and 

stomach. Hunter sat down upon the block seat, leaning against the wall to rest. Several moments later, 

he heard her leave the shower, leaving him alone under the running hot water. 

 The feel of cold washing over Hunter woke him up and found him still in the shower. Blinking, he 

got up from the seat and turned the shower off. He got out and saw a folded towel set out for him on 

the counter, which he took to dry himself off. Wrapping it around his waist, he got out of the bathroom 

to look for Travis’ wife. He found her in the parlor room, watching a crackling fireplace on the couch. She 

was still naked, apparently not bothering to wear the Muslim garments again. 

 “Hello, Hunter. Have you rested well?” she spoke without looking at him. 

 “Uh, yeah… how long was I out?” he blinked and then walked towards her, finding his clothes 

folded neatly in a pile on her lap. 

 “Thirty minutes, I believe,” she looked at him from the fireplace, smiling slightly as the fire was 

reflected from her eyes. She picked up his clothes and handed them to him. 

 “Thanks, it felt like…” he took the clothes from her as he began, but fell silent. 

 “Like an eternity?” she canted her head slightly. 

 “Yeah, something like that. Uh, are you okay? You look… sad,” Hunter furrowed his brows as he 

thought he saw her expression forlorn. Her eyes seemed to be on the verge of tears. 

 “No. No, I’m all right, thank you, Hunter,” she smiled and gestured to one of the easy chairs 

behind Hunter so that he could dress up in front of her. Reluctantly, he complied as he didn’t buy her 

dismissal of his concern. But he decided that it was best to keep his mouth shut on that subject. 

 When he was dressed, he realized that he had to go and Travis’ wife seemed to know that in 

advance. She got up from the couch and stood in front of him, taking his hands in hers. 

 “Thank you, Hunter, for expressing your utmost desire for me with me. I only hope that we can 



continue to do this,” she spoke softly and he was sure he felt absolute gratitude coming from her. He 

smiled up at her and stood up to kiss her. But stopped just short of doing so as he noted how different 

their mouths were. She blinked at this and grinned at the awkwardness of the situation, the feeling of 

amusement strong enough to make Hunter grin in spite of this. 

 “Come here, my love,” she suddenly grabbed him into a sailor’s kiss position, pressing her 

muzzle against his lips and Frenched him on the spot, holding him steady for a minute. Meanwhile, 

Hunter was caught off-guard by her strength and the apparent forcefulness of the kiss. Furthermore, the 

feel of her flat and wide tongue rubbing against his gave him an initial shock that topped the one he had 

upon seeing her nude appearance for the first time. 

 Before he could do anything about it, he was suddenly back on his feet in front of her, lips 

parted at the same time. He stood there dazedly and she laughed at his reaction. 

 “Just like a little boy with his first kiss!” she laughed some more until she stopped, panting to 

catch her breath. By then, Hunter had recovered and smirked, wiping his mouth. 

 “Right, until then,” he grinned as he tried not to hide his embarrassment and quickly made his 

way towards the door. The feeling of her amusement seemed to follow him all the way to his house. 

 Hunter soon found that Agatha still hadn’t returned from helping her friend move and breathed 

a sigh of relief. He then went to bed to truly get some rest from all that romping around with Travis’ 

wife, even if it meant Agatha had to be concerned again. 

Day Thirty 

 The next three days had Hunter contend with Agatha’s concerns about the last time he stayed in 

bed all day. This time, she was convinced that he was down with something and to humor her, he 

agreed to a doctor’s visit. The doctor found nothing wrong with him, which left Agatha puzzled and 

somewhat suspicious. 

 On the third day, Hunter had a surprise waiting for him at his front door, knocking three times. 

When he answered it, he felt a stab of fear pierce his heart at the sight of Travis. 

 “Hey Hunter, how’s it going?” he greeted him with a nod and a smile. Hunter wondered if it was 

a front or he truly didn’t find out what happened three days ago. 

 “May I come in?” Travis’ question snapped him out of his wondering and he was obliged to 

show him inside. “Should I take my shoes off?” he asked Hunter. 

 “Not at all, you’re our guest, so make yourself at home!” Agatha came up to greet Travis, smiling 

with a wave. The Huntingtons took Travis to their living room, which only had a pair of recliners with 

their own night stand at either side of a large window that looked out to house numbers 306, 308, and 

310 along Prospect Avenue. At Agatha’s invitation, Travis sat upon one of the recliners, straightening out 

his trench coat as she bustled into the kitchen to prepare some tea. 

 “So uh, what brings you here?” Hunter asked him as he sat opposite Travis, trying his best not to 

allow his apprehension show on his face. 

 “Well, some of my co-workers at Cyberdyne informed me of an upcoming ball here in town, so 

my wife and I decided to repay the favor you guys did for us by inviting you there with us. I think it’s on 

next Friday if I’m not mistaken,” Travis had a slight hopeful expression at the end. Hunter blinked and 

turned his head to the general direction of the kitchen Agatha was in. 



 “Hey Agatha! Travis says the town ball is happening next Friday, you know anything about it?” 

 “Yes, as a matter of fact, I do. I was going to tell you boys about it,” she called back and then 

walked into the living room a moment later, standing behind Hunter to place her hands upon his 

shoulders. 

 “Is that so? Well, in any case, should we take up on their offer?” he looked up to Agatha who 

smiled down on him, nodding. Satisfied, Hunter looked to Travis. 

 “There you have it. By the way, how’s that job going for you?” he asked, somewhat curious. 

 “Oh man, pretty busy as hell lately. But the eggheads got a major break lined up for us since two 

days ago. So that means extended vacation time while the other guys have to catch up, it’s a sort of 

interdepartmental competition going on,” Travis chuckled and the Huntingtons smiled politely as they 

had no clue what he was talking about. 

 “How’s your wife doing?” Agatha asked the moment silence settled in, and Hunter frowned just 

barely, wondering if she was onto something or just small talk. 

 “Awesome as always, she’s excited about the ball and she wants to help me find something that 

will let her dance easily without uh, offending her Muslim sensibilities,” Travis replied with a forming 

grin before continuing, “we have some ideas, but we’ll see once she tries them out at the strip mall.” 

Hunter blinked at the mental image of Travis’ wife looking for a dress that would easily conceal her but 

look fashionable enough for a ball. He raised both eyebrows momentarily as he contemplated on the 

difficulty, given her true appearance. Agatha seemed to share his doubts as well. 

 “Do you want me to help your wife look for a dress?” she offered and Travis considered for a 

moment and then nodded his shaven head. 

 “If we have any difficulties on our own, then we will enlist your help. Sound good?” he asked. 

 “Sure,” she nodded with a small smile and a gleam in her eyes as if she found a gem. The 

whistling from the kitchen alerted her to action, hurrying over and leaving Hunter and Travis alone. 

 “You know, now that I think about it,” Travis said as he stroked his chin in thought, “we might 

have to go out of town to Ogdenville or Springfield, they have much more extensive stores than here.” 

 “That far away?” Hunter blinked and frowned again, wondering how long he would be without 

Travis’ wife. Those two towns were easily six hours away, practically a full day if one were to simply 

drive there and back. But add dress searching into the equation, could be at least a day and a half, 

maybe two due to Travis’ wife. To his surprise, Travis merely grinned at his reaction. 

 “Hey man, it’s gonna be worth it. If only for a night or two.” 

 Agatha stepped into the living room, carrying a teacup on its saucer to give to Travis whom he 

took it with a nod of thanks. 

 “I hope you two don’t have to leave town to find what you need for the ball,” Agatha frowned as 

she stood next to Hunter, though her expression seemed to reveal that it was probably necessary, given 

New Hamlet’s small size and limited strip mall. Travis sipped some of his tea and raised both eyebrows 

at tasting it. 

 “Nice, is this Earl Grey?” Agatha nodded in affirmation. “Sweet, I have the same thing back 

home. Sometimes my wife and I would share tea in the mornings, that is if we don’t sleep in too late,” 

he chuckled and Hunter smirked while Agatha blinked and tried her best to smile politely. 

 “So when do you think you’re gonna be leaving for either one of those towns?” Hunter spoke 

up, trying to sound casual as he wanted to find out how long he would have to be without Travis’ wife. 



 “Probably tomorrow, the sooner the better, right?” Travis replied thoughtfully and blew on his 

tea before sipping some more. “What about you guys? Going out of town to look for new dresses too?” 

Both Hunter and Agatha looked at each other for a few moments before looking back to Travis, with 

Agatha speaking for them. 

 “We’ll just be looking in the strip mall, nothing too extravagant, mind you.” 

 “I see, that’s cool, at least you’ll be saving on money, right? I mean, some of those women’s 

dresses…” Travis let out a low whistle before continuing, “Really expensive,” he finished with a slight 

head shake and a chuckle. The Huntingtons had to smile at the statement and nodded in agreement. 

 “What are you going to be wearing at the ball?” Agatha asked, wondering if Travis was going to 

be wearing that black trench coat at such a formal occasion or not, considering that he seemed to 

always wear it. He merely smiled and shrugged. 

 “Eh, as much as I’d like to wear this over there, even a man’s got to rise up to the occasion. That 

being said, probably just a simple tuxedo.” He finished off his cup of tea and handed it to Agatha, who 

took it as he got up to his feet, brushing off his trench coat. 

 “It was nice talking to you guys, and thanks for the Earl Grey,” he nodded with a grin to the 

Huntingtons. 

 “Oh you’re welcome. Do stop by again and chat with us anytime you want. Tell your wife we say 

‘hi’.” Agatha said as Hunter got up to shake Travis’ hand. 

 “I will, I’ll see ya around,” he smiled and exited the house promptly. The couple watched him 

from the living room window look both ways before crossing the street back to house number 308. 

Day Thirty-seven 

 The following week rolled on, starting with Travis and his wife’s departure for either Ogdenville 

or Springfield in their blue Oldsmobile the day after his visit at the Huntingtons’. Hunter and Agatha 

went for the strip mall and they noticed the place was getting packed by most of the town’s adults, 

apparently trying to prepare for the upcoming ball. The Huntingtons opted for the cheap but fashionable 

outfits, but they were persuaded by the clothiers’ advice to spend a little more. It took at least two more 

hours for the fitting and tailoring until they were satisfied with what Hunter and Agatha looked in their 

new ball clothes. 

 Their shopping done, Hunter became progressively restless over the days towards Friday as he 

had heard nothing from either Travis or his wife. Two days before Friday, he found himself debating 

whether to go over to house number 308 or not, pacing around the living room. This first amused 

Agatha as she assumed that Hunter was getting excited about the ball, then realized that this was 

unusually characteristic of him. 

 “Hunter, dear, what’s wrong? Did something happen?” she asked him, putting a hand on his 

shoulder that made him stop pacing around, looking at her as if snapping out of a reverie. 

 “Uh, nothing’s wrong. Just… impatient,” he said heavily, shifting his eyes slightly. This seemed to 

appease Agatha, as her initial assumption was correct after all. 

 “It’s just a ball, dear. Honestly, I’ve never seen you act like this before,” she smirked and then 

realization dawned upon her. “Could it be…?” she began and then rushed over to the wall calendar 

hanging in the kitchen. “Yes, it is! Our 50th anniversary is two days after the ball!” she exclaimed. 



 This surprised Hunter as he wasn’t aware of their anniversary’s coming. 

 “Well, how about that…” he muttered and managed an uneasy smile as Agatha walked back to 

him, having a joyous and tearful expression on her face. 

 “I’m so sorry, I didn’t know that our anniversary was going to be an extra-special one! So this 

means you have something cooking up, don’t you?” she smiled and Hunter had no choice but to nod an 

affirmative. Agatha hugged him tightly and as he returned the hug, he was thoroughly blindsided by this 

new development. He felt that he was being torn in two: his marriage with Agatha and his desire to be 

with Travis’ wife. 

 “Just wait until I tell everyone about this!” Agatha said with tears of joy trickling down her face 

as she broke the embrace and this didn’t make Hunter feel any better. He was, needless to say, screwed 

nine ways from Sunday. 

 On the day of the ball, Hunter was looking haggard and this made Agatha think he was 

overexerting himself over “such a little thing” as she put it. In reality, he was so enamored with Travis’ 

wife that he never thought of anything else but her that by the time he was blindsided by the news, he 

had no time to make reservations or find a suitable anniversary gift. The well-wishers that were 

informed by Agatha and Betty’s help also contributed to the haggardness upon Hunter’s face. 

 As the hour drew nearer, the Huntingtons soon worried that Travis and his wife might not make 

it on time for the ball. So they had no choice but go on as six o’clock in the evening was reached, having 

made it just in time. 

 The ball took place in the Otter Lodge Pavilion, situated next to the school buildings. It was a 

place reserved for dances and formal events. The Huntingtons arrived there among others, Hunter in a 

black-and-white tuxedo with a small bow tie while Agatha wore an elegant silver dress with her back, a 

small amount of her cleavage, and arms exposed. They were greeted with applause and cheers, 

referring to their upcoming 50th anniversary. Agatha was glowing amidst the attention while Hunter 

seemed to put up a cheerful façade that concealed his internal turmoil. 

 When the applause died down and the Huntingtons found a table to sit at, Travis and his wife 

arrived, their appearances somewhat surprising as they walked in together with hooked elbows. 

  Travis wore a blue peaked lapel jacket that had the folded parts aqua-blue and the undershirt 

simply white with a blue cravat. His pants matched the jacket’s primary color, having a fine crease to the 

legs and his shoes a highly-polished black to complete the impeccable appearance he brought unto 

himself for the night. There were a pair of lapel pins adorned on the right lapel, one having the general 

design of the French flag, but in red, black, and silver with Japanese kanji on each section. The other had 

a skull with a mechanical half with a red eye, a pair of blades: a normal sword and a lightsaber crossed 

with each other behind the skull; this was set against a backdrop of blue and violet bisected by a 

diagonal black. There were small Latin words in white at the top and bottom of the skull along the pin. 

 Travis’ wife on the other hand, was for the most part, strange and yet fashionable with a black 

wide-brimmed hat with a white veil draping around the edge of the brim that reached all the way down 

to her shoulders, completely masking her head and neck. She wore a white Victorian-styled dress with a 

bell-shaped skirt that went down to her feet, covering her back, shoulders, and cleavage at the same 

time. Her arms were also covered by a pair of extra-long white silk gloves. Her overall dress was 

somewhat reminiscent of a traditional wedding dress, but predominantly Victorian in style, contrasting 



Agatha’s dress in terms of covering the body. 

 Several moments of shocked silence passed as the people at the ball stared at the couple, taking 

in their appearances until one of them began to clap slowly, becoming normal-paced. The others 

followed suit, clapping reluctantly that eventually turned into a full-fledged applause as soon as they 

realized the couple were none other than the couple that had recently moved in and got to see his wife 

going to dance among them, albeit remaining covered from head to toe. 

 “Thank you! Thank you! You all look great, hope you guys have a great time out here tonight!” 

Travis called out to the crowd, raising his free hand in greeting, grinning at the same time. Then the 

couple walked towards the Huntingtons, parting their arms to properly greet them: Travis shaking 

Hunter’s hand while his wife did a curtsy to Agatha whom returned the gesture hesitantly as she was 

still digesting Travis’ wife’s appearance. 

 “Talk about an entrance, eh?” Travis grinned to Hunter as he let go of the handshake, “you look 

good by the way.” 

 “Yeah, thanks,” he couldn’t help but grin back and glanced to Travis’ wife who was apparently 

conversing with Agatha. 

 “Where did you get that dress? It-it looks lovely on you…” he heard her talk to Travis’ wife, still 

having difficulty getting over her initial surprise. 

 “Thank you, we found it in a Chanel store at Ogdenville, marked down from $125 to $99, so it 

was a steal.” 

 “You don’t say…” Agatha blinked in surprise and looked to Hunter as if she couldn’t believe what 

she was hearing. Then she saw her friends walk towards them, excited looks on their faces that told her 

gossip was going to be inevitable. Similarly, some of Hunter’s friends also approached him and Travis. 

They had some time to socialize before the dance would truly start. 

 By seven o’clock, most of New Hamlet’s adults had settled into several tables when the 

orchestra at the far side of the pavilion began to play a few notes to signal them the dance was 

beginning. Then they set to work, playing “Kiss Me Again,” which prompted some of the folk to begin 

the dancing, which others would soon follow suit, couples taking up the waltz. 

 The Huntingtons felt an intense amusement coming from Travis’ wife, seeing her look at Travis 

from the direction of her veiled hat facing him. Travis was grinning at her and held out a hand to her. 

 “Shall we dance, babe?” his question was answered by her taking his hand and getting up to 

walk onto the dance floor with him, skillfully slipping into place among the slow-dancing couples as they 

began their own. Hunter noted that they didn’t hold each other as closely as the others did, perhaps 

taking her hat into account as if not to disturb the veil on it. Despite that, they seemed be enjoying each 

other through the movements of their waltz. 

 “They dance well, don’t they?” Agatha remarked, smiling as she too was watching the couple. 

 “Yeah… let’s have our first dance of the night, huh?” Hunter offered and she held out her hand 

to him. They proceeded to dance among the others until the song ended to applause and the people 

moved back to their tables to have a breather and a few refreshments. 

 Travis was keen on ordering a martini, shaken but not stirred, but frowned slightly at the limited 

alcohol selection, though he smiled as he ordered a glass of white wine. His wife, on the other hand, 

didn’t order anything. The Huntingtons chose champagne as they overheard Travis muttering into his 



wife’s ear, “I’ll see if I can’t snag a bottle for you, babe.” This got them to look at each other, puzzled 

before sipping at their drinks. 

 “Travis, do you mind if I can dance with Hunter?” she asked and this made Hunter’s heart do a 

flip-flop. He sat there petrified, hoping that Travis would decline. To his dismay, he didn’t. 

 “Oh no, by all means, babe! You don’t mind, do you, Agatha?” Travis looked to Agatha and she 

took a moment to reply, smiling slightly. 

 “Only if you will dance with me,” her reply didn’t make it any better for Hunter. Travis grinned 

and nodded before drinking from his glass. 

 The orchestra began to start up again, playing “I’m Falling in Love with Someone,” which got 

Travis and his wife to look at each other and he chuckled softly, grinning. 

 “How about that? All right, Agatha, ready?” he looked to Agatha, holding out a hand to her. She 

took his hand as if slightly bashfully and then was gracefully swept towards the dance floor which 

surprised her. But she recovered and flowed with him as if she had done this before, which she really did 

with Hunter since several decades for every previous ball. 

 Unlike Agatha, Hunter was far reluctant in taking Travis’ wife’s hand. 

 “What’s the matter, love?” she spoke softly as they began to dance with her leading. It took 

Hunter several moments to answer as he moved along her lead, finding himself at odds with his current 

predicament and his urge to bring himself much closer to her, as having his body against hers like they 

did roughly a week ago. 

 “It’s this 50th anniversary Agatha and I have…” he fell silent, looking down slightly. 

 “Congratulations! You should be happy!” she replied. 

 “Yes, well…” he started and then fell silent again as they continued to waltz together. 

 “Come closer, love, and mind the veil if you can,” she spoke with a hint of amusement at the last 

part of her sentence. Hunter blinked and came closer, going so far as to end up getting close and 

personal with her while he had his head next to hers. Her scent of freshly dug-up dirt was faintly 

apparent and he took the chance to smell her deeply to get the most out of it. He closed his eyes at the 

feel of her breasts brushing lightly against his chest every time they turned, making him relive the event 

of that day with her… 

 “Mm, I’ll see if I can’t get us together again soon,” he heard her whisper huskily into his ear 

through the veil, making him wonder if she happened to have the same thing on her mind as he did. “In 

any case, do be happy for Agatha and yourself if you can. Fifty years is quite an accomplishment, that is 

something to be proud of, Hunter.” 

 “Yes, but I don’t have anything special for her…” he finally admitted the problem to Travis’ wife 

who remained silent for several moments as the waltz continued. 

 “Then arrange a private dance here with her, just the two of you,” she offered and went on, “I 

believe at this point for the both of you, material gifts are useless, it is the gestures that means the 

most, yes?” Hunter slowly nodded in realization and smiled, feeling a bit more cheerful. 

 “Thank you. I’d… kiss you here and now if I could, but…” this was met by a strong feeling of 

mirth coming from Travis’ wife that caused him to grin in response. 

 “You think you can handle another kiss from me?” 

 “Oh, I think I can…” he chuckled and she returned it as they continued to dance the remaining 

minutes of the song. 



 Meanwhile, as Agatha danced with Travis, she caught glimpses of Hunter actually grinning and 

closer with Travis’ wife, much more than when Travis and his wife danced to the first song. When the 

song ended, she also noticed Hunter and Travis’ wife holding hands side-by-side with each other until 

they let go upon crossing the threshold of the dance floor back to their table. She glanced to Travis who 

seemed not to notice anything out of the ordinary as he held out his hand towards his wife, grinning. 

How can you not see that? My husband was holding hands with your wife…! 

 “Did you have fun, Aggie?” he smiled at her as they all sat down at their table, and it was at this 

point she realized that he was much more cheerful than before since they arrived here. 

 “Oh yes, I did. What about you?” she put up a cheerful façade. 

 “It was okay,” he replied off-handedly, glancing to Travis’ wife who was occupied with stroking 

Travis’ cheek with a gloved hand, apparently in the middle of something. 

 Minutes later, “The Blue Danube” was heard playing from the band and Travis wore a surprised 

look mixed with amusement at his wife and then to the Huntingtons. 

 “They’re playing our song! Nice! Let’s get it on, babe!” he got up quickly, holding out a hand to 

his wife, who took it immediately, apparently as pleasantly surprised as he was. In no time, they waltzed 

to the tune of the song among a few others who chose to dance for a third time. 

 “Wish I have the energy for one more dance,” Hunter remarked to Agatha, shaking his head 

with a small smile as he watched the couple. 

 “It’s the way of things, dear,” she replied wistfully and he nodded in agreement. 

 “There’s always another time,” he said with a grin that reminded Agatha of Travis. She had been 

cultivating the impression she had about Travis since the camping trip, and the dance she had with him 

seemed to confirm two of the aspects she learned about him: he was quite playful, seemingly taking a 

light attitude to most things. 

 As soon as “The Blue Danube” ended, the couple walked back to the Huntingtons at their table, 

Travis holding his wife around the waist. 

 “That’s all for us, folks, we’re off to have our own dance in our home! Enjoy each other, eh?” he 

said with a grin. 

 “And…” his wife cut in, “if we don’t hear anything about a public celebration for your 

anniversary, then the best of luck for you two,” she said and did a farewell curtsy before they left the 

pavilion. Hunter later realized that she subtly reminded him of the advice she gave him earlier during 

the dance. 

Day Thirty-nine 

 “Just a few more steps, Aggie,” Hunter said as he guided her into the pavilion two days later, 

having her blindfolded. He held onto her shoulders to maneuver her towards the table he had set out in 

the middle of the dance floor and then when she was but three steps away from it, he took the blindfold 

off her. She gasped at what she was seeing, smiling almost immediately before hugging him tightly. 

 The table was covered with a plaid red-white cloth with fine dining utensils and covered plates. 

A pair of wine glasses stood opposite a champagne bottle with a burning candle in its neck, giving the 

overall impression it was a candlelit dinner. The dimmed lights of the pavilion added to the effect. 

 “Oh Hunter! Just the two of us?” she asked him as soon as she let go of hugging him. 



 “Just the two of us,” he smiled in reply and then gestured for her to sit, which they sat opposite 

each other. She looked at the domed covers on their plates and smiled slightly, wondering. 

 “I know that we already ate earlier, but I just couldn’t resist. Bon appétit!” he grinned and 

removed the covers from their plates, revealing whipped cream-topped strawberry shortcake for Agatha 

and a blueberry cobbler for Hunter. “Our dessert in where we danced for the first time with each 

other!” he smiled at her as he began pouring some red wine taken from an ice-filled bucket next to the 

table into their glasses. 

 “Does this mean we will dance afterwards?” she looked at him hopefully, which he nodded. She 

smiled and then began to eat her shortcake. 

 Meanwhile, as night crept upon New Hamlet, Travis and Guardian decided to take an evening 

stroll, stepping out of their house number 308. Their clothes were back to normal since the dance, Travis 

wearing his black trench coat and Guardian wearing her navy-blue burqa and hijab. As they reached the 

sidewalk, Travis looked to house number 306 thoughtfully. 

 “What are you thinking of, love?” she asked him in her dreamy voice. 

 “Hm, Betty Hayton has got to be in one of those houses next to ours, babe,” he answered as he 

glanced to house number 310 and then back. He shrugged and the two made their way down the 

sidewalk along Prospect Avenue, illuminated by orange arc-sodium streetlights at set intervals. As they 

came to the intersection of Prospect Avenue and Williston Drive, they could see a group of older kids 

hanging out at the park smoking. Much of their features were obscured under the cover of darkness. 

 “Damn kids…” Travis growled under his breath as they crossed the intersection, shaking his 

shaven head. Guardian put a hand on his to calm him down and when they approached the park, the 

group eventually noticed them strolling alongside Prospect Avenue. They muttered among themselves 

for several moments as they watched the couple pass by them. 

 “Hey you two, join us for a smoke?” one of them called out to them, making them pause in their 

tracks. Travis smirked and shook his head. 

 “Sorry, we don’t smoke, and those things aren’t good for you, you know.” This got quiet snickers 

from a few of the kids, and the tallest one stepped down from his perch on top of the jungle gym to 

approach the couple. When he stepped into the orange light, they could see that he wore a pair of jeans 

with a sleeveless shirt, showing off various tattoos on his biceps. He had long blond hair that obscured 

one half of his face. 

 “Nice tattoos, kid, where did you get them?” Travis asked with a raised eyebrow, slipping his 

hands into the pockets of his trench coat. Only Guardian seemed not to make any movement as she 

stared at them from her bowed head. 

 “That’s none of your business. See, we were just wondering…” he looked around himself, which 

Travis and Guardian noted the others were crowding around them, just beyond the edge of the light. 

The couple happened to be in the middle of it. “What you two really look like underneath those clothes, 

especially your squeeze,” he finished, pointing at Guardian. Travis grinned as Guardian’s feeling of 

amusement spread among them. 

 “Dark Knight reference, eh?” he muttered as he watched the blond-haired kid carefully, his grin 

slowly fading off. He knew that they were in a tight spot, but he remained confident. “Well, kid, sorry to 

disappoint you, but what we look like underneath is none of your business.” 



 “It’s our business, all right. Get them!” the kid directed and four others stepped into the light to 

grab at the couple from behind, holding their arms behind their backs. Travis grunted and briefly 

resisted before he was forced down to his knees, watching Guardian get down to her knees without a 

fight. He smiled at her despite the situation and looked at the kids’ leader with a slightly-raised eyebrow. 

 “Say kid, what’s your name?” 

 “Jeff and you are Travis, right? Everybody knows you and your squeeze around here,” Jeff 

replied as he took out a butterfly knife from his pocket. 

 “Don’t we all? Besides, put that thing away, you don’t need it,” Travis frowned slightly; also a bit 

annoyed and Jeff chuckled in reply. 

 “We’ll see,” he said as he walked towards Guardian, spinning the butterfly knife open to reveal 

its blade, the light flashing from its motion. 

 “You know, the cops are going to be notified about this anytime soon, so save yourselves the 

trouble and walk away,” Travis said, trying to stall them and instill some common sense into them at the 

same time. However, they laughed to his bewilderment. 

 “Nobody watches the streets or this park in this town when it’s nighttime,” Jeff explained and 

then caressed the point of his knife downward along Guardian’s face to her chest, stopping along her 

cleavage that was barely revealed against her garment. Travis could not help but smirk at that action, 

shaking his head. 

 “Kinky, isn’t it, babe?” he said to her, grinning. 

 “Mm, you should do this to me when we are back home afterwards,” she replied dreamily. He 

made to chuckle but was silenced with a wince as he felt his arms being wrenched upwards. 

 “Shut it, you two! We don’t need to hear about your sex life!” Jeff barked at them. 

 “Make us,” Travis smirked defiantly, “so get with stripping my wife and get it over with already. 

Bunch of amateurs…” he said this last part to Guardian in an all-too audible whisper. This got him a kick 

to the side of his head from Jeff, sending him to the ground on his side with a grunt. 

 “You’re gonna get it after we see what she really looks like!” he could see Jeff standing over him 

in a fit of rage and then grabbed Guardian by the chest of her garment just above her breasts to get her 

up on her feet. He felt a surprised feeling from her at this moment. Then Jeff grabbed at her burqa to 

pull it off her head. 

 There was a collective gasp from the group of kids, including Jeff as they stared at her revealed 

wolf head, her golden eyes blinking twice. A few moments later, Jeff smirked and laughed uneasily. 

 “Oh, that’s a good one! You just had to have a wolf mask on you underneath all the time!” 

 “Christ, babe, show the rest of yourself, this kid’s not getting it until he sees the rest of 

yourself,” Travis muttered as he took the chance to stand up. She looked at him at his words. 

 “You sure, love?” she reached up to the seam on her hijab hesitantly. 

 “Yeah, besides, there’s always that,” he replied with a grin. She blinked and smiled, baring her 

teeth into a grin and looked back to Jeff. Not one second passed as she ripped the hijab off herself along 

the seam, fully revealing the rest of her furry and supple body to Jeff and the kids. Several more 

moments of stunned silence passed as they stared at her. Jeff was the first to make a move. 

 “What—werewolf!” he yelled as he dropped his knife to the ground, backing away from the 

couple into the rest of his group. This galvanized them into action: scattering in all directions as they ran 

away from the couple, yelling. Guardian sighed at this and picked up her garment to put them on. 



 “If we don’t act fast enough, we may be facing history again, love,” she looked to Travis, having 

completed her dressing. He had a worried expression as he stared at the knife left behind by Jeff. 

 “Travis?” this got him to look at her and stared at her for a few moments, thinking of ways to 

get them out of hot water before it would get hot. 

 “Yeah, let’s go back home right now,” he grabbed her hand and they hurried back to house 

number 308. 

 The Huntingtons had just finished dancing to the tune of “Heartbreak Hotel,” returning to their 

table. 

 “Happy 50th anniversary, Aggie,” Hunter smiled at her. 

 “Happy 50th anniversary, Hunter,” Agatha replied and they hugged, kissing each other. The 

sounds of yelling soon reached their ears that prompted them to break the kiss and looked at the doors 

of the pavilion, wondering. They walked outside just in time to see a tall lanky blond-haired boy rush 

across the pavilion. They recognized him as Jeff, having seen him before. 

 “Hey Jeff! What’s going on?” Hunter called out and Jeff veered towards them, but only in their 

general direction long enough to shout at them: “WEREWOLF! RUN, RUN!” before running past them. 

The Huntingtons looked at each other and shrugged, agreeing that it had to be a prank. 

 But Hunter had a seed of doubt about the reasoning, wondering if Jeff somehow had seen 

Travis’ wife’s true form or not. 

Day Forty 

 New Hamlet found itself abuzz with vehement allegations about Travis’ wife being a werewolf, 

spread around by the very same group of older kids who had witnessed it firsthand. But they were 

immediately rebuked by their parents to leave the couple alone and stop with childish games. Jeff took 

matters into his hands, gathering as much of the group that was with him last night to go to the police 

station with him at the lead. They stormed inside, zeroing in on the sheriff’s office without much 

resistance, Jeff immediately told him what he saw upon entering. 

 “Sheriff, you’ve got to believe us, Travis’ wife is really a werewolf! She had this white fur all over, 

black claws, teeth, wolf head, breasts, nipples-“ 

 “Hold up there, son! What in the bloody hell are you talking about?” Sheriff Angus Black stood 

up from his chair, a fat balding man whose years of eating donuts and fried food caused him numerous 

health problems, his weight being the worst one. Jeff slammed his fists on the cluttered desk, 

inadvertently smashing a donut under one of his fists. 

 “I TOLD YOU; we saw her reveal herself to us from underneath that Muslim clothing! She’s a 

werewolf, man! White fur, black claws, teeth…” he soon found himself being forcibly dragged backwards 

out of the sheriff’s office and then handcuffed. He noticed that his friends were handcuffed as well, 

being taken downstairs to lockup. 

 “NO, NO! WE’RE TELLING YOU THE TRUTH! JUST GO OVER TO THEIR PLACE AND SEE FOR 

YOURSELF!” Jeff screamed at the top of his lungs, trying to get himself free from the grip of the 

policemen. 

 “Taze him!” he heard Sheriff Angus order and then with a zapping sound, he convulsed and 

dropped to the floor at the same time, groaning with his eyes rolling into his head before blacking out. 



 Fifteen minutes later, at Prospect Avenue, Hunter was dealing with Betty Hayton jabbering away 

through the telephone which Agatha could hear as indistinct chattering. He had a shocked expression on 

his face with his free hand covering the mouthpiece, having paused in relaying the latest news to his 

wife. What he was hearing scared and worried him at the same time: the boy Jeff was telling the truth 

after all, having described Travis’ wife as he had seen her twice before, and the town was getting into an 

uproar. 

 “Well? What is it?” Agatha urged him on, waving her hand impatiently. He stared at her and 

then hung up the phone. 

 “I’ll be right back,” he said and quickly moved to the front door. 

 “Wait, wait! What are you doing?” she demanded as she hurried after him, stopping him with a 

hand on his shoulder. He paused and turned to face her, his eyes searching hers. Would she believe 

him? He quickly decided that no, she would have a hard time accepting it. 

 “I’m sorry, but please stay here until I come back, okay? I love you,” he kissed her and then 

exited the house. He ran across the street towards house number 308, not caring if the neighbors poked 

their heads out to see this as he knocked on the door rapidly. 

 “Its Hunter, please let me in!” he called out, and looked around in the porch, noticing some of 

the neighbors actually looking at him from their doors and windows. When he heard the door open, he 

turned to see Travis at the foyer. He licked his lips and swallowed as he tried to find the right words 

without arousing suspicion. 

 “Something wrong, Hunter?” Travis asked him, and he noticed there was a bruise on the left 

side of his head. 

 “Can I come in?” he finally said something and Travis regarded him with a slightly raised 

eyebrow before admitting him inside. 

 “Betty’s been telling me what happened—“ Hunter began, but he was interrupted by Travis 

holding up a hand. 

 “Not right now, dude,” he beckoned Hunter to follow him into the parlor room, gesturing to one 

of the easy chairs for him to sit. Perplexed, Hunter obeyed, resting into the chair as he watched Travis 

stand in front of the fireplace, looking into the fire. Then he looked to him, sighing softly. 

 “I’ll get us some tea.” 

 “No, that’s okay, you don’t need to…” Hunter began, but was interrupted again by Travis’ raised 

hand. 

 “Trust me, you’re gonna be needing it,” the tone in his voice made Hunter realize that Travis 

was dead serious, that brooked no deviation. So he acquiesced with a nod and Travis left the parlor 

room at a brisk pace, making his black trench coat flow behind him like a cloak. 

 He glanced around the parlor room nervously as he waited on his tea, his right leg jigging up and 

down. Soon, he heard the whistling coming from the kitchen somewhere that died down almost 

immediately. With a soft sigh, he tried his best to relax and recline against the easy chair, closing his 

eyes. How did this happen? That question surfaced in his mind and he rubbed between his eyes upon 

the bridge of his nose. 

 “Here you go, dude,” Travis’ voice made him open his eyes and saw him offering tea. He took it 

and set it on his lap, not quite bringing himself to drink it just yet. 

 “Just relax, Hunter. It’s gonna work out one way or another,” he reassured him with a smile. 



Hunter blinked at these words, wondering if Travis knew why he came over or not. 

 Then the doorbell rang. 

 Deputy Charles Widmore, Sheriff Angus’ second-in-command, released the doorbell button from 

his finger and waited. He was an average man, both in height and build with brown hair cut short and 

green eyes. He had a toothpick in his mouth, which he was never without, no matter the occasion. 

 The door opened to reveal the man in the black trench coat he recognized as Travis, which he 

greeted with a curt nod. 

 “Morning, you’re Travis, right? I’m Deputy Charles Widmore,” he introduced himself to Travis 

who raised an eyebrow momentarily and then smiled easily, reaching over to shake hands. 

 “Pleased to meet you, Deputy Widmore. Yes, I’m Travis, how may I help you?” 

 “Do you mind if I come in? I think it’s better if we talked in private,” he said quietly and Travis 

nodded. 

 “By all means, do come in,” he ushered the deputy inside and shut the door. Charles looked 

around in the entrance hall and whistled softly. 

 “Nothing like what the previous owners had this house looked like on the inside.” 

 “So we heard, we didn’t like the style and replaced it with our own,” Travis replied and led him 

into the parlor room, which he noticed Hunter Huntington sitting in one of the easy chairs. 

 “Hey there, Hunter, how did your 50th anniversary go?” 

 “Great,” he replied with a smile and sipped from his tea, glancing to Travis as he did this. 

 “You want some tea too? I just made some for Hunter, since he recently came here,” Travis 

offered to Charles and he shook his head. 

 “No thanks, I won’t be imposing myself on you for very long. Is your wife here?” 

 “She’s resting upstairs in our bedroom,” he replied with a frown, “I take you’re here about what 

happened last night?” 

 “Yes, as a matter of fact… but before I go ahead with my questioning, Hunter, do you mind 

leaving us? I don’t think you want to know about what happened,” he glanced to Hunter, who blinked. 

 “Betty informed me, so I came over here to check on my friends to see if they’re okay,” he 

replied and took another sip of his tea. 

 “I trust Hunter, deputy,” Travis said as he stood beside Hunter, who blinked again as if surprised. 

Charles considered for a few moments and then nodded. 

 “All right, can you get your wife down here for questioning too?” 

 “I’m already here, officer,” a dreamy feminine voice alerted him, looking around to find Travis’ 

wife entering the parlor room. He saw her concealed from head to toe in that Muslim getup, never able 

to remember the correct terms for the head covering and body covering. 

 “Hello, and my apologies if I woke you up. And please, you two, call me Charles,” he addressed 

Travis and his wife, which they nodded in acknowledgment. 

 “Very well, Charles, and no, you didn’t wake me up. It was dear Hunter’s arrival that did,” she 

murmured as she walked over to Travis in her strange but careful way of walking. At this point, Charles 

thought he felt amusement within him when she replied. 

 “Okay, so what happened last night?” he asked the couple who sat down upon the couch which 

he noticed had several gashes along it. As he listened to Travis providing the account with some effort, 



he noted the wife hugging herself and Travis holding her to himself. 

 “That kid Jeff offended her and in turn offended me with his blatant disrespect, Charles. We 

moved here to get away from that sort of prejudice and seeing that sort of thing happening again 

here…” he fell silent, finishing, and set to comforting his wife who leaned against his shoulder, sobbing 

softly. Unbeknownst to Charles, he had deliberately left out what happened after Jeff had taken off her 

burqa. 

 “I’m sorry about what happened last night, but rest assured, Jeff and his friends will be in 

prison,” the deputy paused before continuing, “I don’t know if you’re already aware of this, but he and 

his friends have been calling you a werewolf ever since… that unfortunate event.” This got Travis’ wife 

to sob harder into his shoulder. 

 “Dude, ix-nay on that… saying, she’s sensitive, you know,” he chided Charles as he stroked his 

wife along her side and back. 

 “Sorry, but thank you for telling me what really happened last night. If it helps at all, we at the 

station never liked Jeff and his friends,” Charles spoke as he got up from his chair. “Let me know if you 

two need anything,” he said as he took out his business card to set upon one of the spindly tables. 

 “Thanks, Charles, we mean it,” Travis said with a small smile. 

 “You’re welcome. Hunter,” he inclined his head to Hunter who returned the gesture with a toast 

of his tea, and then exited house number 308 to his patrol car outside. 

 Hunter couldn’t believe it how well the couple pulled it off in putting away Jeff and his friends, 

his expression of muted shock. Travis held up a finger to his mouth in a “shh” gesture as his wife ceased 

her sobbing shortly, sitting up demurely as if it was an act. A minute passed and she nodded to them. 

 “He’s gone,” she said and Hunter felt a growing amusement mixed with relief in his heart 

coming from her. Travis chuckled, grinning. 

 “Man, talk about a close shave!” he laughed and she joined in. Hunter smiled uneasily, 

wondering what was really going on. 

 “Anyway, don’t worry about it, dude. This whole thing will blow itself out, and Hunter?” 

 “Yes?” he blinked. 

 “We already know about what Betty told you, so no need to tell us.” 

 “But how do you…?” he was becoming more confused. 

 “Think about it, Hunter, the town gossip perpetuates what she’s heard from a source to the rest 

of this town, so it’s common sense. Logic,” Travis smiled and gestured to Hunter’s tea, “finished?” 

 “Huh? Oh, yes…” he looked down to his cup of tea, finding the dregs at the bottom. He had been 

unaware he had finished it during the interview. Travis rose up and took the cup from him to take into 

the kitchen, leaving him and Travis’ wife alone. 

 “Thank you for your concern about me, love,” she murmured to him, surprising him. She stood 

up from the couch and walked over to him, taking his hand in hers to get him up onto his feet. He 

wondered why he was being seen out already as she guided him to the door. When she opened the 

door, he looked at her and noticed Travis leaning upon the stair banister with his arms crossed and a 

small smile on his face as he watched them. 

 “Uh…” he began, but she pulled him onto the porch, shutting the door as they stood together, 

clasping his hands in hers between them. 



 “When the time is right, I will let you know when we can go at it again, all right?” she murmured 

quietly to Hunter, forcing him to lean his head in closer to hear her better. 

 “S-sure, but—“ he was cut off with her covered hand upon his mouth. 

 “When the time is right. Good day, love,” she then slipped back inside, leaving a bewildered 

Hunter alone on the porch. 

 Agatha frowned as she watched Hunter with Travis’ wife at house number 308’s porch, while 

listening to Betty on the phone. When Hunter made his way back, she bade Betty farewell and hung up, 

thinking over the information she had just learned. 

 At the sound of Hunter entering, she crossed her arms and turned to face him walking into the 

living room. 

 “What was that about?” she asked him. He paused and blinked at her in confusion. 

 “What?” 

 “Don’t ‘what’ me, I saw you with her alone on that porch just now!” she pointed at their living 

room window, directly at house number 308. 

 “Uh, I honestly have no clue why she did that,” he put up his hands to try and calm her down. 

 “Then explain why you went over to their house when I was helping Doris move into her new 

house!” she abruptly turned away from him, crossing her arms as she stifled a sob. Was it really true? 

She wondered that and then faced Hunter again, fighting back tears as she waited on him to answer her, 

watching his reaction. He wore a slightly surprised look on his face. 

 “Betty told you that, huh? Come on, Aggie, she’s not exactly the most sensible type. She’s the 

town gossip for God’s sake! What nonsense did she tell you?” 

 “That… that you’re…” Agatha choked up, unable to say it, afraid that it would be true if she said 

it to his face. For once, Betty could be right, as she had house number 308 under her sights for every day 

from sunrise to sunset since the day the new couple moved in. Agatha looked down, wiping the tears 

from her eyes, not wanting to go at it any more. She then sat upon her chair, emotionally exhausted as 

she looked up to Hunter who seemed to be ready with a reply. 

 “Listen, Aggie, I only went over to chat with them, like I told you before, remember?” She 

noticed the lie this time as Betty pointed something out to her minutes ago. 

 “When Travis was out working? Both times, he was gone working when you came over to their 

place,” she said coldly, and felt a vindictive pleasure at seeing Hunter’s expression that of a cornered 

mouse’s for a moment and then he recovered by shaking his head. 

 “I had no clue he was out working those both times, honestly,” he replied, it was half-true as the 

second time, he was really hoping Travis was gone working. “Was Betty seriously watching their place 

like a hawk?” his brows furrowed in half-annoyance and half-confusion. 

 “As a matter of fact, yes!” she retorted. 

 “You’ve got to be kidding me…” she heard him mutter under his breath as he shook his head, 

and then paced around the living room. This aroused some fresh suspicion in her mind as she watched 

him worry like this. 

 “Why did you storm over there before Charles came over?” her question made him stop in his 

tracks as he looked at her with a wary expression. 

 “I wanted to make sure they were okay. His wife’s been shaken up because they were mugged 



by that Jeff boy and his friends. We saw him last night crying ‘werewolf’, remember?” This surprised 

Agatha since she didn’t know they were actually mugged, causing her to cover her mouth. 

 “What happened? Are they okay?” she was definitely sidetracked, as despite the recent 

questionable events, she came to like the couple. 

 “They were forced to their knees on the ground by Jeff and his friends as they wanted to see 

what his wife really looked like. Travis got kicked upside his head by Jeff and then his wife was… 

unmasked,” she saw Hunter struggle with the last word as if unsure that was the right term and then he 

went on, “apparently, they all ran away from them and brought that werewolf rumor that’s been going 

around to a new level,” he finished, frowning. 

 “How… horrible!” she gasped as she tried to imagine the scene and then shook her head. 

 “What is wrong with kids these days, Hunter?” she said after several pitying moments, looking 

up to him. He merely shook his head, sympathizing with her. 

Day Forty-four 

 Hunter saw, in the next four days, Agatha visiting the couple at house number 308 to support 

them in getting over the “ordeal” they went through. When he questioned her about this, she was 

adamant in saying that neighbors look out for each other on Prospect Avenue. To his reluctance, he 

found himself being dragged along by her once to help out the couple. Travis’ wife seemed to think it 

very funny which embarrassed him, but she didn’t overtly show it. Her way of conveying her feelings 

under guises was somewhat strange to him but as he was more used to it, he wished she wouldn’t make 

him feel that way to begin with. Travis on the other hand, was a little less subtle which took the edge off 

of his embarrassment, but just as bad as his wife was. 

 He couldn’t figure out why they acted as if it was one huge act four days ago with the deputy’s 

presence and just took the entire event from the mugging to the interview very lightly. He came to 

realize that they weren’t a normal couple; that much was apparent the moment he noticed the absence 

of a wedding band on Travis’ wife, her vague explanation that they weren’t a married couple, and then 

noticing the same thing on Travis’ left ring finger which confirmed everything. How on Earth nobody 

else, including his own wife, failed to notice this was beyond him. 

 But in the meantime, he was glad that he managed to sidetrack Agatha from questioning him 

about his affair with Travis’ wife. No thanks to Betty Hayton, she was dangerously close to the truth and 

he wanted to do something about it. Try as he might during those four days, he couldn’t be able to get 

any opportunities or flashes of insight as the news of an upcoming trial made him feel worried about 

whether the truth about Travis’ wife might come out and in the wildest moments whenever he thought 

on this, the affair he had with her. 

 As he lay on the bed with Agatha during the fourth night, he realized the last thing he wanted to 

deal with was a confrontation the moment the affair was truly exposed. 

Day Forty-five 

 The next day saw New Hamlet dealing with a rather intense but short trial when Jeff and his 

friends were brought to court as the plaintiffs, and Travis and his wife as the defendants. Almost all of 

town showed up as the audience and half of them, including the Huntingtons, were the jury. Due to the 



town’s small size, the trials tended to be on short notice which the folk were more than happy to serve 

their jury duties whenever possible. 

 Jeff’s appearance elicited gasps and murmurs throughout the court as soon as he was escorted 

to the plaintiff’s table. He was confined in a straitjacket with a bronze faceplate that covered the lower 

half of his face, restrained by several thick leather straps that bound him to a gurney that was supported 

upright by a dolly. His friends on the other hand, simply wore neon-orange prison jumpsuits, shackled by 

the hands and feet to one another in a line, shuffling rather dolefully to end up behind Jeff. 

 In comparison, Travis and his wife merely wore their usual attire, he wearing his black trench 

coat and she wearing her navy-blue Muslim garb. Hunter could not help but notice that Travis had an 

arm around his wife as they walked over to the defendant’s table, his head leaning in close to hers as if 

whispering to her. 

 As the proceedings went on, when it was Jeff’s turn at the stand, he was given permission to 

have the faceplate removed so he could speak properly by an accompanying psychiatrist. 

 “I’m telling you the truth, when I took off her face mask thing, her head was a freakin’ wolf! 

Travis had her take off her clothes to show the rest of herself to us!” he answered fervently and 

desperately, his eyes never leaving Travis and his wife. Hunter felt a sinking feeling in his stomach at 

those words. 

 “Objection!” cried the couple’s lawyer, standing up with an outraged expression as Travis’ wife 

clung to Travis, sobbing quietly and shaking her head as he did his best to comfort her. 

  “Overruled, please continue,” the judge said and Jeff, momentarily surprised at this, took full 

advantage to recount what happened next, going into full description of what Travis’ wife looked like 

without the clothing and then faltered, ending with a puzzled silence. 

  “I-I can’t remember what happened next,” he said helplessly, looking up to the judge who was 

now banging the gavel. The townsfolk were muttering to each other as he sought to restore order in the 

court. Hunter at this point was numb with shock and fear, burying his face into his hands as a knot 

formed in his stomach. Agatha comforted him by stroking his shoulder and arm. 

  “Order! Order in the court! Thank you, and may the defendant’s lawyer please rise to question 

the plaintiff?” The couple’s lawyer stepped out to before the bench. 

 “I must remind the court that Jeff and his friends has a delinquency record and troublemaking, 

this is proof that they lack morals and respect for others’ religious beliefs. Did you or did you not then 

run off screaming ‘werewolf’ into the night after exposing her?” he directed the question to Jeff who 

nodded after a moment’s hesitation, causing a brief murmur to ripple through the court. 

 “And can you tell us why you did that?” he went on, curtailing any attempt for Jeff to explain 

any further. 

 “We’ve been hearing rumors about her being a werewolf for a while from the little kids so we 

were curious when they were walking by us, and it’s true!” Jeff burst out at the end, his eyes briefly 

wide in conviction. But the court by then was ordered to stay quiet amidst fresh murmurings and 

headshakes this time around. 

 “So you decided to take that rumor to another level by this time accusing her of being a 

werewolf and backing it up with that description you have told us, is that correct?” 

 “It’s not a rumor, its true! See for yourself!” Jeff retorted, struggling against his straitjacket. 

 “This is proof of what my opening statement says, that Jeff and his friends are unanimously 



united in making the rumor worse,” the couple’s lawyer stated and as Jeff began to protest in turn, he 

turned his back on him, saying “thank you, no further questions.” 

 “May the defendant’s husband rise to the witness stand?” the judge asked and Hunter was 

momentarily surprised Travis’ wife was referred that way. As soon as Jeff was carted off the stand, 

Travis took over, straightening out his trench coat. 

 “How did you get that bruise on the side of your head?” his lawyer asked him, pointing. 

 “Jeff kicked me there while we were on our knees, saying that ‘I would get it next’,” he replied, 

turning his head to show the bruise to the court, it was a brownish-purple, fading slowly. Several more 

murmurings were heard. 

 “And did he brandish this weapon to you and your wife?” the lawyer walked over to the 

evidence table, picking up a baggie with the opened butterfly knife inside. 

 “Yes, even went so far as to tracing it on my wife’s head and body when she was still dressed,” 

Travis spoke, and the reaction was profound enough the judge was forced to call for order again. 

 “And what was your reaction to when she was exposed?” This took Travis several moments to 

compose himself as he was apparently reliving what happened that night. 

 “At first, I was surprised and then shocked, mad at Jeff for doing this and his friends not doing 

anything to stop him. I pleaded with him not to do it but he went ahead.” 

 “Thank you, no further questions. Let it be known to the court that his wife is still recovering 

from that event and has declined to testify, stating that it is too painful for her to even think about it,” 

his lawyer spoke as soon as order was restored in court and by the time Travis made his way back to the 

defendant’s table, Hunter was realizing that the court was being swayed in the couple’s favor and the 

knot of fear in his stomach slowly unknotted. 

 “Noted, do you have any questions on the plaintiff’s behalf?” the judge asked Jeff’s lawyer who 

was on the verge of breaking down. He shook his head despite the stifled protests coming from Jeff, the 

faceplate back on the lower half of his face. 

 “Then a fifteen-minute recess is now in effect for the jury to convene,” the gavel banged and 

immediately, the rest of the court was in a hubbub, the people talking to each other and offering words 

of support to the couple. Jeff was trying his best to be heard to no avail, only succeeding in shaking his 

gurney slightly. 

 When the recess was over and the jury came back, Hunter held the verdict in his hands, looking 

at it with a relieved satisfaction. 

 “Has the jury reached a verdict?” the judge asked him, causing Hunter to look up at the judge as 

if coming out of a reverie. 

 “Yes, Your Honor.” 

 “May the bailiff please read out the verdict,” the judge directed the bailiff to step forward and 

took the paper from Hunter, opening it. 

 “The jury finds Jeff and his friends guilty,” this was met by cheers from the rest of the people, 

forcing the judge to call for order repeatedly until it subsided. 

 “And how do you plead?” the judge asked Jeff, and the psychiatrist took the faceplate off. His 

face was pale, but his eyes were bright, as if defiant against his worsening situation. 

 “Not guilty,” he spoke at last after several moments of visible effort to stay composed. There 

was a shocked silence throughout the court, broken by scattered gasps here and there. Jeff’s lawyer was 



close to slamming his head upon the desk while the accompanying psychiatrist dropped the faceplate in 

shock, it thudding against the hardwood floor. Jeff’s friends hung their heads in defeat, their hopes of 

having a reduced sentence dashed. 

 “For attacking a couple, degrading the wife by disrespecting her Muslim religion, threatening to 

assault and battery on the husband, and lack of restraint on your friends’ part, I sentence you and your 

friends ten years in prison without bail. Case dismissed,” the judge banged his gavel to cheers. 

 “I’M TELLING YOU, SHE’S A WEREWOLF! JUST TAKE HER CLOTHES OFF AND SEE FOR YOURSELF!” 

Jeff screamed as he was carted out of the courtroom. The thick and heavy hardwood doors muffled any 

further screams as they closed, and by the time his friends were led out, faint screams could be heard. 

 Hunter and Agatha made their way to the couple amidst the throng of people who were 

cheering for them, finding the two in an embrace, Travis’ wife visibly sobbing into his shoulder. 

 The couple were eventually led outside by the townsfolk to nearby Hyde Park, which was 

coincidentally the place the event happened six nights ago, for an impromptu celebration. It was 

apparent New Hamlet was visibly trying to make up for what happened by actively making friends with 

the couple. They thanked the townsfolk profusely with handshakes and hugs for about an hour until 

they were able to get away back to house number 308 on Prospect Avenue. 

 “Man, nothing like this at all, eh, Guardian?” Travis muttered with an awestruck expression on 

his face the moment they slipped into the security of their house, and she nodded, taking off her burqa 

at the same time in the entrance hall. 

 “If only Waterloo was that kind to us…” he began and then fell silent, looking down slightly. 

 “Don’t dwell in the past, love,” Guardian murmured in her dreamy voice as she lifted his chin up 

to look into his eyes. “Look forward to the future, for as long as we keep in mind the mistakes of the 

past, we will surely live here in peace and love,” she finished with a smile. He smiled slowly and nodded, 

reaching up to stroke along her muzzle and cheek. 

 “Yeah, you’re right, babe,” he replied and then grinned. 

 “Of course, silly,” she licked at his lips and then he kissed her passionately for a moment. As he 

undid her hijab slowly, she took off his trench coat in turn. 

 “Any plans for Hunter?” he asked her as he let the garment slide down her into a heap around 

her feet and then stroked her furry breasts in his hands. 

 “Mm, his wife’s running interference now. His…” she paused to grasp one of his hands in hers as 

he clutched at her breast with that hand, pressing herself against him before continuing. “Emotions are 

rather turbulent on the fear side. I believe his wife’s on the verge of finding out based on her actions.” 

 “Oh?” Travis raised an eyebrow at Guardian’s words, but nuzzled along her cheek with his as he 

then let go of her breasts to hold her in his arms, stroking along her back. “Then you must be very 

careful if you wish to keep going with him,” he warned her. 

 “Yes, of course, love. I believe one more time will do nicely for me,” she replied as she slowly 

took off his white T-shirt, his trench coat also in a heap around his feet earlier. 

 “That’s if he wants to do that, babe,” he smiled as he helped her take off his T-shirt and watched 

her throw it aside. 

 “Mm, and if worst comes to worst?” she purred at the sight of Travis’ bare torso, tracing a claw-

like nail along his chest down to his stomach. 



 “Then we’ll take care of it, together,” he smirked at the feel of being traced and took that hand 

in his to put upon the front of his pants, which they would undo together. 

Day Fifty 

 Five days after the trial, Hunter had been coming up with ways to resolve the affair before it was 

too late. On this day, he had a chance to do it for once and for all when Agatha told him she was going 

to the farmer’s market today. When she was gone, he went over to house number 308 ten minutes 

later, frowning at the overcast skies with a hint of darker clouds in the horizon. 

 For the third time, Travis’ wife answered the door after he pressed the doorbell. This made 

Hunter wonder if something was going on or not. 

 “Hello, Hunter, do come in,” she gestured inside with a graceful sweep of her arm and he came 

inside, looking around as she shut the door behind him. 

 “Uh… Travis out working again?” he looked over to her who walked around to front of him. 

 “Yes, I find it interesting that fortune certainly favors the both of us, don’t you agree?” she took 

off her burqa, shaking her wolf head and then rubbed around her ears, sighing softly. He watched her do 

that with some interest, wondering whether it was truly stifling inside such garments. Then he reminded 

himself that Agatha would be back anytime soon, due to the weather and the farmer’s market being 

close by. 

 “Well, I came here to talk about us,” he began and stopped the moment he looked into her 

eyes, his will failing him the longer he gazed into those goldens, and suddenly felt the need to sit down. 

 “Excuse me,” he muttered and walked past her to sit upon the foot of the stairs to put his 

forehead into his hands. He felt torn between Agatha and Travis’ wife at this moment, sadness and 

regret at what he had done. He was sad that he was going to break it off with her, and regret for going 

behind Agatha, his faithful wife of fifty years. But it’s got to be done, before it’s too late, he reminded 

himself and did his best to muster his withering courage to look back up at Travis’ wife who stood there 

watching him silently. 

 “I… I’m sorry, but…” when he paused, she stepped in closer to him and reached out to cup his 

cheek in her covered hand. He blinked at this and felt clarity mixed with amusement throughout himself 

when she held the underside of his chin. 

 “I understand, love. You don’t need to tell me the rest of the words if it pains you so,” she 

murmured gently. “If you wish to break up with me, as it were, then that’s okay,” he felt her amusement 

grow more at the last sentence, but he could feel a hint of sadness just behind that feeling which was 

replacing it more and more by each passing moment. He wrapped his arms around her waist and buried 

his head into her stomach. 

 “Mm,” he heard her murmur gently through her stomach as she embraced his head to her body. 

A moment later, he felt her back off slightly to undo her hijab, parting it just enough to reveal four 

inches of her furry white body vertically. Before Hunter could do or say anything, she grasped his head 

and pressed the left side of it against her stomach. He realized a moment later that she was giving him 

this last feeling of her through this way. He closed his eyes and relished the warm furriness of Travis’ 

wife every second it lasted, wrapping his arms around her waist tightly, as if not wanting to let go of her. 

 Then Hunter felt her tear herself away from him, and saw her hastily close up her hijab before 



picking up the burqa she had dropped on the floor earlier to put on her head, succeeding in concealing 

her true form just in time as the door burst open. 

 Agatha was standing there, lightly drenched around the shoulders as lightning flashed behind 

her. The storm had arrived. 

 In the intervening days, Agatha couldn’t let go of the possibility that Hunter was cheating on her 

with Travis’ wife, and decided to make an excuse to discover the truth with Betty’s help. The moment 

Betty called her on the cell phone loaned to her, she left the farmer’s market almost immediately, and 

breaking into a full run towards house number 308 through the remaining intervening two blocks as rain 

began to fall. 

 Upon seeing Hunter sitting on the foot of the stairs with Travis’ wife facing her a few paces away 

from him, she scrutinized the expression on his face immediately, keen on finding any guilty expression. 

What she saw on his face were surprise mixed with slight confusion and something akin to a child being 

caught doing something naughty. 

 “A-Agatha…! What… are you doing here?” he began but she silenced him with slamming the 

door shut hard that caused the stained glass to rattle slightly. 

 “Be careful—! “ Travis’ wife began, but she was cut off by Agatha. 

 “Shut it, whore!” she hissed, her eyes narrowed. 

 “Agatha…” 

 “I SAID SHUT IT!” she yelled at her, face livid in anger. “I knew it the moment you were giving 

her cow eyes the day we met them, and I knew it when you were acting strangely for two whole days 

with that smell of her on you! And at that dance, I knew you wanted to kiss her through that veil! What 

kind of a husband allows another husband’s wife to place her hand on his mouth?!” she yelled at 

Hunter, sobbing at the same time at the end of her tirade. She was shaking all over, wanting to hit them 

and run away at the same time, but couldn’t decide which one to do. When Hunter got up slowly from 

the foot of the stairs to approach her with his hands up in a placating manner, she struck out at him, the 

slap nearly sounding like a whip crack due to the roominess of the entrance hall. She noted Hunter 

stumble back and held his jaw where she had slapped him with a raw satisfaction in her heart. 

 “Don’t come any closer, Hunter! Stay with her for all I care!” she yelled at him and backed into 

the door, fumbling for the knob as tears coursed down her face. When she found it and tried to open it, 

it wouldn’t budge one inch. Facing the door now, she turned the lock and tried again to no avail. 

 “Agatha,” she heard Travis’ wife call out to her, barely registering the half-severe tone to her 

dreamy voice. She ignored her as she began to pull on the door with her body, wanting to get the hell 

out of here. 

 “Agatha Huntington!” this time, she couldn’t mistake the severe tone in Travis’ wife’s voice, 

having entirely replaced the dreamy quality. 

 “What?!” she turned to face her harshly, and the moment she clapped her eyes on those golden 

eyes, the deceitful goldens, she suddenly felt her rage lose its edge and then a hint of fear grew within 

the depths of her heart that stilled the rest of her anger at being betrayed by her husband of fifty years. 

 “I suggest the two of you go with me to the parlor room and wait for Travis to return from his 

job,” that severe tone was making her wonder as the changing feelings she had experienced made her 

confused to begin with. Is this… her doing? She couldn’t help but wonder this. 



 “I’m not asking you, Agatha, it’s an order,” she was now feeling a definite chill to that severe 

tone from Travis’ wife. As if to understate what she was picking up on, she noticed Hunter hesitate and 

then went for the parlor room. She finally complied and entered the parlor room with Travis’ wife 

following right behind her. 

 “Sit and have a drink,” she heard her and frowned at seeing Hunter sitting in one of the two 

easy chairs at either side of the clawed-up couch. She took the remaining easy chair and pointedly 

ignored her husband who watched her with a remorseful expression. Travis’ wife sat upon the couch, 

watching them carefully as the fire crackled within the fireplace. 

 “It will be thirty minutes until he comes here.” 

 Exactly thirty minutes later in stony and chilly silence, Agatha could hear Travis coming in and 

then moments later, saw him entering the parlor room. He had a slightly apprehensive expression to his 

face as he went over to sit next to his wife. 

 “Everything all right, babe?” she heard him mutter softly and Travis’ wife nodded before 

gesturing to Hunter and Agatha. He frowned visibly and sighed deeply, putting his head into his hands. 

 “If you must know, your wife was cheating on you,” Agatha spoke coldly, crossing her arms as 

she watched for any reaction from him. What happened next surprised her and Hunter: he looked up 

from his hands and glanced to her and then Hunter and nodded his shaven head. 

 “Yeah, I know. I let her do it,” he said, and then sat back with his hands clasped upon his 

stomach to survey them. 

 “Wait, what?” Hunter blinked. 

 “Are you telling me that you allowed your wife to… cheat on you with my husband?” Agatha 

said, hardly believing what he was saying. 

 “It’s because you aren’t married at all, right?” Hunter’s remark made her look at him sharply. 

 “… Bingo! I’m honestly surprised no one else in this town caught on that I’m not even wearing a 

wedding ring,” Travis held up his left hand to prove it. Agatha blinked at his ring finger and noticed there 

was indeed no ring on it. She was at a loss for words, unable to truly comprehend… 

 “Travis?” she heard his wife, scratch that, not-wife murmur to him and he nodded at her, sighing 

softly. 

 “Okay, Agatha, whatever you do, don’t scream or try to run away. Got it?” this statement left 

her even more puzzled. 

 “I’ll take that as a yes. Go, babe, do your thing,” he instructed his not-wife with another nod. 

 “Wait! I don’t think she can take seeing for what she really is,” Hunter pleaded as Travis’ not-

wife stood up with her hand on her burqa. 

 “Dude, it’s the only way the both of you will truly understand. Upon seeing her true appearance, 

I will explain everything,” Travis said and Hunter frowned visibly, glancing to Agatha with a concerned 

look on his face. At this point, Agatha felt like wanting to clear something up right here and now. 

 “Hunter,” she spoke, closing her eyes and breathed in deeply before letting out a sigh, her 

bottom lip quivering as she brought herself to say it, “did you truly cheat on me with her?” 

 “Yes, I did,” she heard him reply after a moment and then she opened her eyes. 

 “Then did you see what she looks like?” This brought another moment’s worth of hesitation 

from him. 



 “Yes,” this got her to look away from him to the ornately-designed carpet floor. 

 “How many times… did you… see her that way?” she asked through gritted teeth, fighting back 

fresh tears. 

 “Twice,” Hunter replied after another moment of silence. She sobbed quietly, bringing up a 

hand to her eyes to wipe away the tears, and to cover her face. After a minute, she managed to 

compose herself and then looked to Travis’ not-wife with a resolute nod. To her slight surprise, she got a 

nod back mixed with the feeling of understanding coming from her before taking off the burqa from her 

head and then the hijab from her body. 

 She was in a state of stunned silence with her mouth open in disbelief as she took in the true 

appearance of Travis’ not-wife. Her white furry supple body had no clothing at all, quite bare due to the 

fact her nipples and vulva were exposed and most of all, her head… 

 “Just like Hunter was when he first saw me, except he fell on his back!” Agatha heard her speak 

with a giggle, noticing her bushy tail wag behind her accompanied with a feeling of amusement. 

 “Be that as it may, she’s not a werewolf as Jeff thinks,” Travis said as soon as she sat back down 

next to him, crossing her legs. Both Hunter and Agatha noticed that she moved easily this time around, 

none of the strange careful way of moving they were used to seeing her do. 

 “What… what are you? Do you even have a name?” Agatha spoke at last, her eyes still on Travis’ 

not-wife. She realized that Jeff was probably the second person in New Hamlet to have seen her for 

what she truly is. 

 “Yes, she does, as a matter of fact. It’s Guardian,” he said as he scratched under Guardian’s chin, 

making her close her eyes in apparent pleasure. “While she may look like a werewolf, she’s in fact a wolf 

spirit,” he continued, eventually ceasing scratching under her chin. Agatha looked at him blankly, not 

understanding what he just said. 

 “A wolf spirit?” she heard Hunter ask. 

 “Well, to be technical, a materialized wolf spirit,” Travis said with a slow smile and sighed softly, 

“okay, I’m going to have to make this really simple for you two to understand it all, if only barely.” He 

paused to allow the Huntingtons to process what he said, and when they nodded to him, he continued 

with pauses between sentences. 

 “I did a ritual that made possible for spirits to become… living breathing creatures in this world. 

For a long time, I wanted to see Guardian with my very own eyes and to touch her with my hands, to 

feel her and hear her. I was finally able to do it with the help of a friend of mine, and by the Gods, I was 

just like you guys when I first laid my eyes on her!” he paused to chuckle before going on. 

 “We were both happy at how well it worked, Guardian and I. I was eager to show her to the 

people back home as living proof that spirits and even magick are reality. But we were quickly hunted 

down and we had no choice but to flee,” he stopped with a somber expression and Guardian put a 

comforting hand upon his. 

 “We could’ve easily defended ourselves from them, due to the unexpected side-effect of the 

ritual. But he was adamant on not laying a single finger on them, choosing to protect ourselves from 

them and vice-versa,” Guardian picked up the story for Travis, and the Huntingtons noted that her voice 

resumed the familiar dreamy tone. “So we eventually were able to secure our arrival here and sought to 

live among you folks quietly and peacefully, carefully, of course,” she amended with a nod of her head. 

 “Please ask us anything if you have trouble understanding all of what we’ve explained to you 



two,” she encouraged the Huntingtons politely with a smile upon her muzzle. As much as Agatha was 

doing her best to comprehend, she noticed Hunter seemed to have a slightly better time at it than she 

did. Of course he did, he had the time to accept her body first!  

 “How did… how did you come to know Guardian?” Hunter tried to word his question as best as 

he could. Travis and Guardian looked at each other as if they were like a married couple deeply in love 

with each other and then Travis replied with a smile. 

 “It’s a long story, man. But she’s my guardian spirit, to sum it up. And yes, in case you two are 

wondering, Guardian’s not her real name, but she’s rather protective of her true name, so that works 

just fine.” 

 “Why did you let her…?” Agatha fell silent as what she wanted to ask hurt her; it still hurt 

despite the explanations. Guardian shifted in her seat uncomfortably and looked to Travis who smirked 

slightly. 

 “I was going to, babe, chill,” he muttered to her before talking to Agatha directly. “Like I told 

you, we aren’t married. That was just an act, a necessary one. But to truly answer your question… I don’t 

think you’re going to like it one bit. You too, Hunter,” he nodded to him. 

 “Please, just tell us,” Agatha whispered, looking down to the floor momentarily. She noted that 

Travis had a pensive expression and then sighed, relenting with pointed reluctance. 

 “So be it. She’s a spirit; that means she’s not like us. Spirits in general tend to have open 

relationships with each other and even the living. So I thought it best for her to stay true to her sexual 

nature despite the fact we’re… bonded to each other, so to speak.” 

 “She’s… clean, right?” Hunter blurted and this caused the couple to laugh for a minute. 

 “Yes, silly, of course I’m clean. Human diseases cannot take hold within me,” Guardian answered 

with a grin, revealing her teeth. 

 “Did you… see other men while…?” Hunter asked again and she stared at him with a curious 

expression. 

 “Mm, I was only interested in you, my love. But now that you mention it…” she licked her 

muzzle, and grinned, the feeling of her amusement felt by the others in the room. Travis chuckled, 

shaking his head. Only the Huntingtons seemed to be put off by this, just staring at the couple, mostly at 

Guardian. It was Agatha who broke the forming awkward silence. 

 “Ahem, why were you interested in Hunter? Of all the men in New Hamlet, why him?” 

 “That’s… a good question,” Hunter murmured as he thought on her question. Guardian didn’t 

answer her immediately for she looked down with her eyes closed in thoughtful silence. 

 “Because of his desire for the unusual, the exotic,” she spoke, looking up to Agatha squarely as 

she opened her eyes. 

 “What do you mean?” Agatha frowned, glancing over to Hunter who was slightly confused and 

then back to her. 

 “The moment he looked at me for the first time, I could tell there was something inside of him 

he thought he left behind upon marrying you. The sight of me dressed in Muslim clothing aroused his 

innermost desires, and I decided to give him the opportunity to explore it… and then some,” she 

finished, grinning as she glanced at Hunter knowingly. Agatha looked to Hunter who seemed to be taken 

back by surprise at Guardian’s eye contact and expression and looked elsewhere pointedly for several 

moments. Agatha suddenly understood why Hunter acted strangely when they met them for the first 



time and she frowned at the realization. 

 “Hunter?” she asked her husband, who looked at her almost immediately. 

 “What is it?” 

 “Did… did you felt that way when you… s-saw Guardian without clothes?” he blinked at her 

question and opened and closed his mouth a few times as he struggled to find the right words. The 

longer he stalled; she felt a fresh wave of mixed disgust, revulsion, and betrayal washing over her. She 

made to get up from her chair to leave when Hunter finally spoke, but slowly and carefully. 

 “It was… a very unreal experience, just couldn’t believe my eyes. It took me a while to get past it 

and by the time I became… comfortable, I was unsure whether I should continue or not. But I did, and…” 

he fell silent, looking rather guilty. This proved too much for Agatha to bear, so she got up and stared at 

them all in the parlor room as she took a fresh look at them. It was too strange for her even as she noted 

the apparently libertine couple that twisted her once-faithful husband of fifty years, a respected man of 

the community, to cheat on her. 

 “We’ve done our best to explain ourselves, Huntingtons, so we sincerely apologize for the harm 

we’ve wrought upon your illustrious marriage of fifty years,” Travis spoke, addressing Agatha and 

Hunter.  

 “Really, it was my fault for the most part,” Guardian said softly, looking down slightly. Travis 

took her hand in his to give a reassuring squeeze. Only Hunter said nothing with a haunted and guilty 

look to his face. 

 “You’re all monsters; you don’t care for anything except yourselves…! And you, Hunter, you 

don’t deserve to be my husband at all! You’ve proved that the moment you went and cheated on me 

with… with her!” Agatha sobbed and backed away from them towards the entryway of the parlor room. 

 “Agatha, stay just a little longer,” Travis said quietly, but she shook her head and turned to hurry 

towards the front door, she wanted to get away from them. 

 The sound of the door being unlocked, opened and then closed brought finality to the turmoil 

that resided within Hunter’s heart. He looked to the fireplace, bringing a hand up to his mouth. 

 “You should go after Agatha, love,” Guardian spoke to him and he looked at her sharply. 

 “I can’t…” he began but Travis cut him off. 

 “You must, dude. If you can’t be able to reconcile with her, then at least have her keep quiet 

about Guardian’s true appearance and what has transpired thus far.” 

 “You two brought this upon yourselves, deal with it,” Hunter suddenly stood up, indignant at 

being asked of this just when his wife walked out on him. He made to leave, but Guardian stopped him 

by grabbing his hand. He looked down to her, seeing her golden eyes look back up with a concerned and 

perhaps pleading look to them. 

 “Please, if not for the both of us, then do it for me.” He stood rooted to the spot as he continued 

to look into her eyes, and then relented with a sigh and a nod. 

 “I’ll try, but for you,” he said and then left the couple alone in their own house into the raining 

evening of Prospect Avenue. 

Coda 



 The days that followed Agatha’s discovery marked the most chaotic time the Huntingtons’ 

marriage experienced. After a series of violent and particularly vociferous arguments, they decided to 

stay together for the sake of appearances, but nothing more. Agatha agreed to keep quiet about 

Guardian’s true appearance, but immediately made it known to the rest of the neighborhood they were 

no longer friends to her and Hunter. Even Hunter grew distant with the couple, which they understood 

all too well and honored it as much as possible by becoming distant with the Huntingtons in turn. 

 Due to the loud arguments the neighborhood heard, the children believed that the Huntingtons 

must have found out about the true nature of the couple being werewolves, but they were puzzled why 

no action was taken. Eventually, they came to the conclusion that they were too scared of the couple to 

do anything. Thus the couple’s “reign of terror” continued on uninterrupted. 

 Regardless of the events, New Hamlet continued to see the couple in most of the celebrations 

and festivals. Like it or not, the Huntingtons, the Haytons, Jeff and his friends, and the children knew the 

couple were here to stay for good. 

FIN 


