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Walter depressed the accelerator, and the car he’d stolen 
protested as it churned down the back country road as far as 
its almost-empty tank would take it.  His heavy eyes flickered 
between the rearview mirror, the speedometer, and the long 
stretch of dirt in front of him. Every few minutes, he would 
break this cycle to glance over at his little brother, who leaned 
his head against the window, watching the glow of streetlights 
pass overhead. A ring of condensation had formed around his 
forehead, which vibrated against the hum of the car’s struggling 
chassis.

It was a silver Acura, obviously not used to being on gravel. 
Walter had tried to grab the cheapest-looking car he could, 
but he was beginning to wonder about this one. It was old: the 
seats were worn leather, but upon second look it seemed like it 
had been taken care of pretty well. The fear that he had taken 
somebody’s prized possession began to work its way into his 
mind. Whoops.

He adjusted the radio knob again to take his mind off of it. 
The late-night talk show they had been half-listening to faded 
into static that swelled and fell with the dial until it orchestrated 
itself into music, tinny and unfamiliar. He let his hand linger on 
the knob before draping his palm back over the steering wheel, 
the wood warm from where he’d been gripping it.

“How you holding up, Felix?” he said, his eyes still fixed on 
the road.

His little brother nodded, his forehead rubbing against the 
cold glass. Walter peeked over at him.

“Hungry?” he said.
Felix was silent. His pale lips were chapped. It didn’t look 

like he used them much. He shook his head.
“Are you sure?” Walter said. “We still have some left.”
Felix was watching the empty fields to his left, his eyes 

glazed over. The horizon was black in the distance, only a few 
wisps of cloud discernible against the night sky.

“And we can always get more,” Walter said, his voice 
lowering. “It’s ok.”

They drove in silence for a few minutes. The engine groaned 

on their way 
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hands.
“Alright, I’m gonna go get some stuff for the car,” Walter 

said purposefully. “Remember, stay in the back seat with your 
head down and don’t let anyone in unless you hear the knock, 
okay? I’ll be back in a minute.”

Felix climbed into the back seat with his bag and the keys 
and lowered himself onto the floor, face down. After looking 
around one more time, Walter locked the car, shut the door, and 
started off toward the truck stop. As he stumbled his way across 
the patchy gravel, he dug around in his pockets and withdrew 
a piece of chalk, a small wad of dollar bills, and some change. 
He replaced the chalk and counted the money, pausing every 
now and then to straighten out a bill that had been crumpled 
up in his pocket. If he was right about which of them were fives 
and which were ones, he had $17.80. He did some quick math 
and worked out what he would need to buy and how much of it, 
assuming they even sold everything he was looking for. He took 
a deep breath.

“Just make it last ‘till 5:00, Walter,” he said to himself 
quietly.

The dented bell on the door jingled halfheartedly. He 
squinted against the sharp fluorescent lights and made his 
way to the refrigerators in the back. A middle-aged man who’d 
been reading a magazine behind the counter sat up attentively, 
watching Walter for a few moments before returning to his 
reading. Walter scanned over the rows of soft drinks. It always 
occurred to him how much easier this would be if he could use 
beer, but there was no sense in even considering it. His large 
stature and big hands made him look much older than 15, but 
there was still no way he would be able to buy alcohol without 
getting carded. His eyes fell on the bottles of Mountain Dew, and 
he picked one up to examine the label. 77 grams of sugar.

That’ll work, he thought. He grabbed four of them and 
wandered over to an aisle that looked like it had grocery items, 
or at least some similar products. He found a half-loaf of 
Wonder bread and piled it into his arms. Circling around to 
the other side, he found a couple plastic jugs of filtered water. 

through the few splashes of gas left in its tank.
“There’s a truck stop a few miles up,” Walter said finally. “I 

have to run in to get some more stuff for the car, anyway. While 
I’m in there, you can eat.”

Felix closed his eyes, drawing in a slow breath. His 
shoulders seemed to relax a bit. Walter smiled weakly and sped 
the car forward.

Ten minutes later, they rolled to a stop beside an especially 
dim patch of road. The engine grumbled into silence and the 
lights flicked off. The keys jingled in the dark as Walter removed 
them from the ignition and opened the door, letting the hum 
of crickets enter the car for a moment as he got out. He closed 
it gently behind him and looked around, squinting against the 
darkness: a couple hundred feet in front of him, a small, dingy 
truck stop glowed on the roadside. Behind him was nothing but 
an empty road and a lamppost about a hundred feet back. No 
cars in sight. Good.

He circled his way back to the trunk, clicked it open, and 
began feeling around in the dark. His hands closed around 
a crowbar first: sharpened to a point. Then he felt the coarse 
fabric of their duffel bag, which held the few changes of clothes 
they possessed. A football-sized package wrapped in saran 
wrap crinkled when he touched it, and he hesitated, leaving 
his finger on it for a moment before pushing it out of the way 
and reaching further into the trunk. Finally, he felt the plastic 
cooler. Pulling it closer, he popped the top off and withdrew a 
thick plastic sack. It molded slightly in his grip as the lukewarm 
liquid contents shifted around. He replaced the lid of the cooler, 
shoved it back into the trunk, and closed it, circling around to 
the passenger side of the car. He tried to examine the bag in the 
distant light of the store, but he couldn’t make out the label: 
only the dark red contents became more visible through the 
transparent plastic. Pulled the door open, he handed the bag 
and the car keys to his brother.

“I can’t tell,” he said, “but I think it’s A negative. That’s fine, 
right?”

Felix’s silhouette nodded and took the items in his small 
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The cashier was silent. Walter noticed a few long objects 
hanging on the wall behind the counter, just within arm’s reach 
of the cashier: a bat, a silver spike, and a wooden stake that 
looked like it had been handmade. He looked at the cashier’s 
nose, trying not to seem nervous. Finally, the cashier slid the 
money towards him between the two plastic bags of groceries.
“You just be careful out there, understand?” he said, a hint of 
worry in his voice. “It ain’t safe out here, especially this late at 
night – er, early in the morning, I suppose. I keep this stake with 
me for a reason, y’know?”

Walter nodded quickly while scooping up the money, 
grabbed his bags and the water, and rushed out the door. As he 
was leaving he heard the man muttering something about bad 
parenting under his breath.

He walked back to the car as quickly as he could without 
looking suspicious, letting his bags bounce as he swung his arms 
back and forth. As he approached the car, he listened carefully 
for anything other than the sound of crickets. Thankfully, the car 
was as silent as he’d left it. Coming up on the passenger side, he 
knocked out a rhythm on the window of the back door. A second 
later, the door popped open. As Walter laid the items on the 
back seat, Felix climbed back into the front.

“Everything alright?” Walter asked, holding out his hand for 
the keys.

Felix nodded. Taking the keys, Walter circled around to 
the trunk, popping it open again. This time, he came back with 
a small chalkboard, a rag, and a gasoline can. He knelt down 
beside the car and laid the chalkboard on the ground.

“Keep watch, Felix,” he said, taking the piece of chalk 
out of his pocket. A few dollar bills spilled out, and he stuffed 
them back in as Felix swiveled himself to a position where he 
could see out all of the windows. Walter went to work on the 
chalkboard, drawing a large circle with various markings in 
it, stopping periodically to erase certain symbols and redraw 
them. When he was satisfied, he placed the gas can on the circle 
and retrieved the things he bought from the back seat. First, he 
stuffed a few slices of bread into the canister. He unscrewed the 

Stooping down, he lifted one up with his free hand and waddled 
his way toward the counter, keeping everything from spilling as 
best he could. On the way, he crossed by a stand of snack foods 
and hesitated, eyeing the products. He did some math in his 
head and snatched up a bag of Doritos.

The cashier looked up as Walter dropped the items on the 
counter.

“Find everything okay?” he asked, putting down his 
magazine.

Walter nodded, pulling a few dollars out of his pocket. As 
the man started to ring up his items, Walter noticed the cover of 
the magazine.

10 Things You Can Do to Prepare for the Next Full Moon: 
Silver, Bear Traps, and More!

How-To Guide for Dealing with Fae Folk: Don’t Eat Their 
Food!

Senator Reiner Promises to “Eradicate the Otherkin and 
All Those Harboring Them” if Elected.

This last one made Walter wince slightly. He wasn’t one for 
politics, but he had figured out pretty quickly that he didn’t like 
Senator Reiner. He also didn’t like the term “Otherkin,” but part 
of Walter didn’t know what else to call it. He and his brother 
were, after all, very “other.”

“$14.60,” the cashier said, making Walter jump slightly. He 
laid $15.00 on the counter for the cashier, who began to peer at 
Walter curiously.

“You with anyone, kid?” he said.
“My dad’s waiting in the car a little ways back,” Walter 

responded calmly. “He sent me in here to get some stuff while 
he’s checking the map.”

The cashier continued to stare at him as he fetched Walter’s 
change from the register. Walter began to sweat.

“How far is ‘a little ways back’?” he said, counting out the 
change much more slowly than was necessary.

Walter shrugged, trying to look as aloof as possible. “I 
dunno. Right about where the light posts end, I guess. It’s not 
too far.”
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Felix nodded. He was picking at the empty plastic sack in 
his hands.

“Was it A negative?” Walter said.
Felix nodded again. Walter smiled.
“Cool.”
He put the car in gear and sped off down the road, hiding 

his face as they passed the truck stop in case the cashier was 
looking. As soon as they were past the stop, and the streetlights 
were passing by again, Walter sat up, staring down the road. He 
reached blindly into the back seat and located his Doritos, which 
he swung around to the front seat. He popped the bag open and 
stuffed a few in his mouth.

They drove in silence for a while, vaguely listening to the 
radio. Walter glanced at the clock and saw that it was 4:30. His 
stomach dropped and he glanced over at Felix.

“We’re gonna be there soon,” he said.
Felix didn’t answer.
“Just remember,” Walter added seriously, “when we get 

there, you stay in the car with your head down. I’ll do everything 
else, get the money, and then we can leave.

Felix looked out the window.
“After tonight,” he continued, “we get to lay low for a while. 

We’ll have enough money to stay somewhere for a few months. 
Get some new clothes, maybe.”

Felix smiled, but only for a second. There was silence.
“I know this is kinda scary, bud,” Walter said quietly, “but 

you know we have to do it. It’s not safe for us to do this stuff in 
the open yet, so this is the only way I can make us money.”

“I know,” Felix said, his voice hoarse and tired.
There was another silence. The radio buzzed into obscurity 

as they crossed the station’s range. Neither of them reached to 
change the channel.

“Thank you,” Felix said, “for everything, I mean.”
“You don’t have to,” Walter said. “This is for us. Both of us.”
They wheeled around a corner and down another stretch of 

road that led deep into the night.
It was 4:50 when they pulled off of the main road and down 

bottles of Mountain Dew and poured them, one by one, into 
the can. Then he topped it off with the water, which left about a 
quarter of the gallon remaining. Walter took a long sip from the 
water jug before replacing the cap and tossing it, along with the 
empty bottles and the rest of the bread, back into the car.

He looked up at Felix, who was attentively scanning their 
surroundings. Taking a deep breath, he pressed his large hands 
into the chalkboard on either side of the circle, closed his eyes, 
and focused on the ingredients in the canister. Yeast in the 
bread, for fermentation. Sugar in the Mountain Dew: probably 
the most important ingredient, and the hardest to come by. The 
water, acting as a base for the transmutation and the majority of 
the solution. As he focused on the compounds, chemicals, and 
individual molecules, the concoction began to hiss and steam, a 
few stray sparks finding their way out of the top of the can as the 
liquid grew warmer and began to glow gently. Then the reaction 
stopped. Walter let his eyes flick open and he leaned forward 
to examine the contents of the canister. The strange mixture 
of convenience store sludge had been replaced with a clean 
yellow liquid: ethanol. Walter suppressed a smile. Maybe it was 
because it was illegal, but something about performing alchemy 
correctly made him feel very excited.

He lifted the can off of the chalkboard and used the rag to 
wipe away the chalk circle and symbols. Circling to the back of 
the car, he tossed the board back in the trunk, opened the gas 
cap on the side of the car, and began pouring the contents of the 
can into the car. Ethanol wasn’t nearly as efficient as gasoline, 
but transmuting crude oil would require several ingredients that 
Walter wouldn’t be finding in a convenience store anytime soon. 
After he let the last of the fuel drip into the tank, Walter closed 
the gas cap and replaced the can in the trunk. He felt around 
in the trunk one last time to make sure everything was there 
before closing it and circling back around to the front of the car. 
Hopping in the driver’s seat, he started the car, which hummed 
to life, obviously grateful for the extra fuel. The radio station 
had turned into a talk show.

“Ready?” he said, turning to Felix.
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a dark pathway into the field. Walter glanced nervously at the 
horizon, searching for any stray sunbeams that may be peeking 
over it sometime soon. Meeting people just before sunrise 
always made him anxious, but it seemed, unfortunately, to be 
the most popular time people wanted to meet at. Maybe they 
were afraid of the things lurking in the night, and took comfort 
in the fact that the sun was coming soon. Or maybe there was 
just something about buying drugs right as the sun was coming 
up that seemed appropriate. Whatever the reason, Walter rung 
his hands around the wheel nervously, flipping the radio off as 
they rounded a corner and came up on their destination.

Their destination, just as he had been told, was a large, 
ancient building that loomed in the middle of the field. Kinda 
spooky, he’d been told. You can’t miss it. He hadn’t been told, 
however, that the building was a church. He stopped the car 
abruptly and gazed at the structure with wide, unblinking eyes.

“Um…Walter?” Felix said, turning from the cathedral to 
Walter and back again.

“Hold on,” Walter whispered, not tearing his eyes from the 
building as it glowed in the headlights of the car. His thoughts 
were in a frenzy as he tried to remember the details he’d been 
told. They definitely hadn’t said it would be in a church: he 
never would’ve agreed to take Felix here. That and the fact that 
they had picked this time of night to meet him painted a pretty 
grim picture: this had “vampire trap” written all over it. But no, 
he thought, breathing heavily. Nobody knew about Felix. They 
couldn’t.

“Walter, what do we do?” Felix whispered.
“Alright,” Walter decided. “Get under the blanket and stay 

in the back seat. I’ll be back as soon as I’m done and we’ll get to 
some shelter.”

“I don’t like this,” Felix said.
“Neither do I, but it’s ok. We’ll figure it out, I promise.”
Walter shut off the car and opened the door. Felix was 

frozen, his eyes fixed on the horizon, which was becoming a 
lighter shade of gray.

“Hey,” Walter said, putting a hand on his shoulder. “It’ll be 

alright, ok? I promise. I’m gonna keep us safe, remember?”
Felix looked into his brother’s eyes, took a deep breath, 

and climbed over the back seat. Laying down on the floor, he 
retrieved a thick blanket from beneath the seat and draped 
it over him, taking great care to cover every inch of his body. 
Walter examined the fluffy lump that was his brother for a few 
seconds.

“I’ll be right back, ok? Remember, stay hidden. No matter 
what.”

He closed the door and jogged back to the trunk. He flung 
it open and shuffled through the contents before finding a 
milk crate filled with a dozen football-sized parcels wrapped in 
saran wrap. One of them had fallen out of the crate and onto 
the floor. Walter picked it up, made sure it hadn’t burst, and 
placed it on top of the rest of them. He counted them 3 times 
over, just to make sure. He didn’t have the time or the resources 
to transmute another batch of this stuff, especially not on such 
short notice. Eventually, he hoisted the crate out of the car, 
placed it on the ground, and shut the trunk. He pressed the lock 
button on the key fob a few more times, letting the car beep 
twice before putting it away. Then he picked up the crate and 
made his way quickly across the field toward the church.

The place had obviously been abandoned years ago. The 
door stood ajar, a position that it seemed to have occupied for 
years, and in the early morning light the church looked tired and 
hollow. Walter squeezed through the gap in the door, hesitant 
to move it for fear it would break. The inside was lit dimly by a 
floor lamp propped up near the altar, around which two men sat 
talking. One was very tall and skinny, his nose like a vulture’s, 
while the other was equally tall and brutish looking, with a thick, 
shrunken-in face. Walter took a deep breath and walked forward 
confidently, putting on the steeliest face he could manage.

“Hey,” he said as he approached. The two men looked up as 
Walter lifted the crate. “You’re here for this, right?”

The men blinked at him.
“You’re Bruno?” the large one said.
“Yeah,” Walter said, quickly remembering the false name 
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he’d given. They were quiet for a second. Walter put the crate on 
the ground.

“This is for you guys, right?” he said.
They looked at each other before the large one stood up and 

walked over to the crate. Walter backed up instinctively as the 
man stooped down and picked up one of the parcels. He looked 
at it for a second before glancing back up at Walter.

“You’re Bruno?” he said again. “You’re our hookup?”
“Yes,” Walter said, louder this time.
“How old are you?” the thin one chirped from the back as he 

got up.
“Nineteen,” Walter lied. “Does it matter?”
“Nah, man,” the large one said, laughing as he handed the 

package to his friend. “It’s just funny, is all. We’ve heard this is 
some good shit, so it’s a little weird to see a kid delivering it.”

Walter shrugged.
“I mean, whatever works, right?” he said, forcing a laugh.
“Yeah, for sure, man,” the large one said. “We’ve got your 

pay over here, hold up just a sec.”
He turned to the thin one.
“Hey Simon, can you get this kid his shit?”
But Simon was glaring at the packet in his hands. He looked 

up at Walter.
“You didn’t make this, did you?” he asked.
“Yeah,” Walter said. “I did.”
“How?” Simon asked, staring at him.
“Come on, man,” the big guy said, picking up the crate. 

“Don’t keep the kid waiting. Go get his money while I put this in 
the truck.”

“In a minute, Michael. I’m just saying,” Simon continued, 
tossing the packet into the crate as his friend passed by, “this 
stuff isn’t easy to make. There’s no E-Z Bake Ovens for meth.”

“What does it matter how I made it?” Walter retaliated, 
his heart racing. “It’s real. It’ll get you high. Does anything else 
matter?”

“Amen,” Michael shouted from the back. He was coming 
back with a thick manila envelope.

“I’m not saying it isn’t real,” Simon continued, his eyes 
narrowing. “That’s the issue.”

“Shut it, Sherlock,” Michael said, handing Walter the 
envelope. It was heavy. “Here’s your cash, man. Have a good 
one.”

Walter nodded and turned to go without bothering to check 
the contents of the envelope. He was ten feet from the door 
when he heard Simon’s voice.

“You’re an alchemist, aren’t you?”
Walter stopped dead in his tracks. The church was silent. He 
could see the sky outside, rapidly turning a deep indigo.

“Aren’t you,” Simon snarled, “you dirty fucking Otherkin?”
Walter ran, squeezing past the door as quickly as he could. 

He heard Simon rushing after him, shouting profanities the 
whole way out of the church as his partner chased after him, 
trying to hold him back. There were about thirty feet left 
between Walter and the car. His heels churned against the 
dirt as he dug through his pocket for the keys. Twenty feet. He 
whipped out the keys, spilling his chalk and a few dollars with 
it. His finger hammered into the unlock button as fast as he 
could make it, and he saw the headlights flicker to life. Ten feet. 
Walter reached for the door before he was tackled, falling face-
first into the dirt. The envelope flew from his hand and landed 
a few feet in front of him, spilling dollar bills into the mud. He 
clawed at the ground, trying to escape, but Simon was stronger 
than he looked. He flipped Walter over and sat on his chest, 
pulling a switchblade out of his pocket.

“Die, devil!” he screamed, raising the knife over his head. 
Walter threw his hands up and closed his eyes.

He felt Simon’s weight rise off of his chest instantly and 
heard the loud thud of bodies hitting the ground to his left. 
Michael must have pulled him off. Walter rolled toward the car 
and pulled his door open, ready to drive away as fast as he could. 
Just before he got in, he noticed that the back door was open, 
Felix’s blanket balled up on the back seat. Walter’s heart stopped 
as he swung his head around, looking desperately for his 
brother. He didn’t see him. Instead, he saw Michael sprinting 
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into the field, running away from the car and the church as fast 
as his legs could carry him.

Walter froze. The only sound was the wind rushing through 
the empty countryside and the sparse calls of a few birds who 
were just beginning to wake up. He turned around slowly and 
found Simon lying motionless in a large puddle of his own 
blood. Felix was sitting on his chest, his wide eyes fixated on 
a patch of grass a few inches above Simon’s head, looking at 
nothing. Walter’s panting slowed to a halt as he looked at his 
little brother, saying nothing. The wind picked up for a second, 
tousling his hair and casting a few dollar bills down the field 
before calming down again. Then, he reached out his hand.

“Come on,” he said softly.
Felix didn’t respond at first. Then he blinked and took his 

brother’s hand.
Walter used the rest of the water and the rag to clean the 

blood off of his brother’s face and hands. Then he gave him a 
change of clothes and set him in the back seat with the blanket 
pulled over his head. After washing his own hands and putting 
everything back, he retrieved the blood-speckled envelope from 
the ground, scraping some muddy bills from the ground into it. 
Then he got in the front seat, buckled himself in, and started the 
car.

They continued on their way, driving slowly down the 
countryside toward somewhere they could sleep until nightfall, 
although Walter hadn’t the foggiest idea as to where that place 
was. They could go anywhere. They had money to live, enough 
gas to get them to the next station, and nowhere they needed 
to be. Nowhere to go. For a moment, Walter felt as though 
the world were a hollow place, a large, cold abyss that was 
indifferent to him and his little car and his brother and where in 
this great big void he was planning to go next. He felt small and 
afraid.

Then he took a deep breath and turned on the radio.
“How you holding up?” he whispered to the rearview 

mirror, examining the huddled form of his brother beneath his 
blanket.

The form shuffled a bit in response. They were quiet a little 
bit longer. The radio was played some country song Walter had 
forgotten the name of.

“Thank you, Felix.”
Felix didn’t respond.
“And,” he added after a moment, “I’m sorry.”
“Don’t be,” Felix said, his small voice muffled by the blanket.
“For us, remember?”
“Yeah,” Walter said, his lip trembling. “For us.”
They drove down the stretch of road toward nowhere in 

particular, the sun just beginning to cast its rays over the big, 
empty horizon.
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