Isaac leaned into his father's office, "Dad, I'm going to borrow a book, OK?"

His father wasn't abusive; in fact, He was well known to be a calm, intelligent man, who allowed Isaac a generous amount of autonomy, so long as he didn't get into trouble. This he thought, was a poor substitute for participation in his life.

A distracted grunt was all his father managed to afford him, his eyes firmly glued to the monitor.

His father was steadfastly dull; having no real hobbies, save for reading his huge collection of books. It was a miracle that he was not potato shaped, rather the opposite, he managed to stay fit without effort, which was nothing short of a miracle for an actuary.

"I'll take that as a yes." Isaac snagged a book from the shelf and headed to his room carrying his prize under his arm, the old staircase squeaking loudly as he ascended.
***

Isaac and his Best bud Eddie were cruising through the park, on their way from school, when they came upon a pretty Asian reporter in a pants suit fidgeting with her clothes as her crew was preparing to shoot.

She took a deep breath, "We ready?"

One of her crew nodded and held out three fingers "Go in three."

"Hello, I'm Helena Han-Baskett and we're here today at River Legacy Park where a local shopkeeper was found near death, mauled by an unknown animal. As of now, she is listed as in stable condition in Arlington Memorial. We recommend that until the animal is caught, you stay away during dawn and dusk hours, and that's the news from River Legacy Park, I'm Helena Han-Baskett. Back to you, Bob."

Helena let her arms drop limply to her sides. "Let’s get out of here, this place is creeping me out."

The cameraman slapped off the lamps and began packing, "Roger that."

"Dude" Eddie said, nudging Isaac and pointing behind the news crew. "That's a lot of blood."

Isaac gaped "Holy crap"

The two of them went wide around the others and came up to the striped tape barrier to get a better look.

Eddies' face twisted. "Ugh. What's that smell?"

Isaac fought the urge to vomit. "God, it's like someone cooked up a pan of ass and. Let's get out of here."

***

Isaac picked up an envelope that was propped up against the salt shaker on the dining room table which read:

Had to head out for business, be back before Monday, here's money for pizza.

NO PARTIES.

Isaac grinned, "Hey, my pop is gone for the weekend. Why dontcha stay over? He left pizza money."

"I'll go get my playcube. Be back!"
***

Isaac sat on the couch, drumming his fingers on his backpack. Something was scratching away at his attention.

"Meh," he unzipped his bag and pulled out the book he had been reading last night, and flipped through it.

He stopped at the image of a monster with long, jagged talons and scanned the following text.

"The ghoul is identified by the noxious cloud of stench that surrounds it and everything it touches. It can be easily dispatched with an oil infusion of Lavender and standard equipment"

The front door opened and Eddie poked his head back inside, "Isaac?"

"C'mon, put that down, we're going monster hunting."

"I didn't bring that one." He shook his backpack.

Isaac ducked into the restroom and returned holding little bottles of air freshener. "No, we're really going monster hunting!"

"You're crazy."

"Mebbe, but it'll be fun. Grab the olive oil." Isaac pointed to the kitchen then headed into his room.

***

Isaac unslung his backpack and fished around in it. "Here's your weapon." 

He handed a water gun to Eddie then pulled out a plastic container which held water balloons. "Let's do this."

***

Then boys made their way to the crime scene, when they were hit by a rolling wave of stench.

"It's here!" Isaac readied a balloon and squinted into the darkness.

Isaacs eyes jerked up to see a hideous beast, slick and glistening, bowl him over. He flailed ineffectually and rocketed the contents of his stomach outward.

"Holy crap!" Eddie gagged and sprayed his lavender and oil concoction at the beast from his super soaker, which caused the beast to leap away from them, screaming in pain.

Gasping, Isaac fumbled for his balloons. 

Lobbing a balloon, it went wide, and bounced off into the grass.

"Get up!" Eddie shouted, spraying more oil in the monsters' direction.

Isaac staggered to his feet and threw a second balloon, scoring a direct hit to the torso, causing the beast to fall to the ground, howling in agony.

He sank to his knees, and dry heaved, croaking "Victory!"

"The monster hunters win!" Eddie pulled Isaac back to his feet.

A tall, broad shouldered man, wearing a long-beaked, goggled mask, heavy leather duster, and wielding a wicked looking axe facing them.

The two of them glanced at each other and back to the mysterious figure and screamed in unison.

The man shoved them to the side "Get down!"

As Isaac tumbled back into his puddle of sick, the tall figure dealt a massive kick to the beast as it rose back onto its feet, sending it crashing to the ground, where he cleanly separated its head from its body with a quick strike of his large bladed axe.

The figure spun back to face them. "What were you thinking? You didn't bring any weapons!?"

Dropping his ichor covered axe, the man pulled off his hat and mask, wrinkling his nose in disgust.

Both boys stared slack-jawed, unable to speak.

"Well, not bad for a first try. Let's go."

Isaac recovered somewhat, "D-dad?"

Eddie grabbed Isaac's arm. "Dude, your dad is a badass!"

Isaac nodded, awestruck, "About this other job of yours..."

His father laughed, clapping them on the shoulders. "First we're going to run you through a car wash, and then we can talk."
