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THIRD EDITION

In loving memory of my mother, Paulette; she always believed in my creativity.

November 1790

My Dearest William:

I write this just as you have left me again. My desires temporarily fulfilled by the madness that is our love. Tomorrow, the longing and heartache will come like a déjà vu, as the French say, as we have again returned to our odd immortality. The cycle of yearning will begin anew.

Do you remember the first time we met? I was barely an adolescent. Dusk was falling as I hurried to market before its closing. Papa had forgotten apples for the pig roast. Poor papa, his mind had become weak after the death of my mother. He often looked at me with sadness. Perhaps I too often reminded him of her. I had her cherub pink cheeks, pale skin, and fine golden locks.

Papa did not let me out of his sight, but that evening was different. He begged me to hurry and purchase the fruit before guests arrived at our small cottage for a harvest festival. I was meek, just a blacksmith’s daughter. Perhaps that is why you spared my life.

In my haste, I jostled against you, scattering the much-needed apples along the cobblestones. Hastily, I fetched them, mumbling a pitiful “so sorry, sir”. From the street, I was overshadowed by you. Such a tall man. Your brooding dark eyes peered over your tinted spectacles. A rising fog tickled the black tendrils that emerged from beneath your top hat.

I knew you were different. My skin tingled in response to your gaze. Dressed like a gentleman, you still stooped to my level and plucked the last errant fruit from the ground. “Go home, child,” you bade me sternly. I jumped to my feet to run home. On impulse, I turned to thank you, but you had vanished. I was in awe of your stealth. I still am now. I would soon find that magical power of my own, though I did not intentionally seek it. I don’t believe I ever told you how I was changed, did I?

Several years after our encounter, I went to market in a hurry on a late errand, this time for a much more urgent matter. My father was gravely ill. I rushed to purchase elixirs and vegetables for soup, hoping to cure him of the high fever that soared through his body.

As I hustled back through the darkened forest, my lantern cast broken beams around the trees. I heard a strange whimper. Within a blanket of decaying leaves, an immense dog struggled in a fur trader’s trap. Its eyes glimmered when I lifted my light in its direction. I took pity and ran to assist the creature. I strained to release the wounded animal from his trap, not seeing in the night that he was a wolf. The beast sprang free and playfully licked my face. Without warning, he snapped at my wrist. Frightened, I fell to the forest floor amongst the autumn leaves with a hysterical squeal. The wolf trotted off into the woods, turning only briefly to stare with bright green eyes as if to say he was sorry. I was stunned. I wrapped the gash with my apron and scrambled home. I was too late. My father had expired. I thought I would be alone from that day on. Fortunately, I was wrong. The quickened bite was my introduction to the pack. 

Slowly I adjusted to my new life amongst the lycans. With the embrace of each full moon, I’d learned to satisfy my desires in the wood, hunting with others like me. As the sun would rise after a night of feasting, we’d disappear quietly to live as humans again for the next lunar cycle. We’d come across your kind occasionally, our low growls forbidding strangers from entering our grounds.

We met again on one of these moonlit nights, remember? My family had scattered wildly with plenty of deer to chase. I had finished off a young buck, greedily licking my lips as a four paw. I heard your footsteps in the foliage. Your scent was not of man, but one I remembered from long ago. I stood as a human, the blue moonlight flickering through the trees over my nakedness. I felt warmth deeper than blood from a fresh kill rush through me. I tilted my chin up, daring you to approach.

“You are not my kind,” you stated politely. But I sensed your interest. Your eyes raked over me, and I boldly stepped forward.

“Yet you have helped me before.”  

I inhaled your scent more deeply. You were old, very old. Later you would tell me that you were sired hundreds of years ago by one even more ancient. He had been Egyptian and witnessed the reign of pharaohs. He taught you his ways. You learned well. I never tire of these tales of yours.

Your heightened desire was obvious. You drew closer. The delicious tension drew me in like a magnet. 

“You assisted me with the apples.” I could see in your eyes that you recalled our encounter. You squinted, and then a wicked grin crossed your face. “You remember.” Your pounding heart sent scintillating vibrations through me. I had disarmed you, and I think you enjoyed it.

“But you were a child then,” you whispered.

“And I am a woman now.” I stood directly in front of you, unafraid. I had drawn you into my realm. Your kiss assured me of your attraction. The way you removed your cloak and placed it on the dewy earth made me shiver with excitement. My hands flew to undress you further, your fine tailored clothes falling away to the darkness. Surely, you remember that first touch? I was grateful you had been turned at a perfect age. My fingers teased the firmness of your chest and then rose to run through your unruly
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