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Prologue: I See a Full Moon Rising, I See Trouble on the Way
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Michael Andrews shuddered at the words of the flight attendant on the overhead speaker, because it meant he was trapped on the plane with no way to escape.

“Please be advised that we will be delayed for another hour while we wait for ATC clearance on our revised schedule, and where we can fit into the takeoff queue. This is a reminder to remain in your seats with your seatbelts fastened. We also remind you that all of your larger electronic personal devices should be stored in the overhead bins or under the seat in front of you. Your smaller devices, which you can store in the seat pockets in front of you, should be set to airplane mode.”

He shifted uncomfortably, feeling the hot beads of sweat pouring down his forehead and his shirt soaking up the clamminess of his back.

No, this wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be happening.

He knew he should have gotten off the plane earlier, during that first flight delay, when they were still parked at the gate and hadn’t closed the doors. But the first delay was only fifteen minutes, waiting for a crew member who was late via a delayed connecting flight. The second, while they were still at the gate, waiting for Air Traffic Control clearance, was only another half hour. The third delay, which they didn’t specify, was another forty minutes. But this latest delay, an additional hour, this was pushing it too far.

He glanced out the window at the sun as it was making its way slowly towards the hills in the western sky. It was still hours away from touching down. But that was sunset in Los Angeles.

This plane was traveling east. The sun would most certainly set after he was in the air. Back in New York, which was three hours ahead, it would be nightfall.

The nightfall of a full moon. Okay, not the full moon, yet, but one that would be well more than three quarters full. 

And he had absolutely no control over the change. In the many years since his lycanthropic affliction, he never had control. During the cycle of the full moon, his body morphed completely from human form and into the full four-legged form of a wolf whenever the moon was at least 80% full.

He turned to his companion, looked deep into her light blue eyes. She stared back at him, placed her hand comfortingly on top of his.

“This isn’t good,” he whispered.



Tuesday, June 13, 2017
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Chapter One: What you Need is What You Need, or What
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“What you need is to get your head out of your ass,” Mack said, slamming his hands down on the mahogany desk.

I regarded the man who I equally respected, loved, and feared as he kept his hands planted on the desk and flicked his head side to side in short, back-and-forth twitch-like movements. 

For an obscure moment I reflected on how often I saw his head move like that—an odd little bobble-head type of motion, except side to side rather than up and down—and wondered if that was why he had such a small pencil-thin mustache above his top lip. A thicker mustache would match those thick bushy eyebrows, but I worried if it might fly off his face with the constant rapid motion he made when expressing his instant displeasure to something. Mack regularly displayed his displeasure in that fashion. Subtlety was not in his repertoire. It always amused me how, with his dark and bushy eyebrows and black and gray square headed buzz-cut, if he had a full thick mustache it might make him look like J. Jonah Jameson from the Spider-Man comic books.

Of course, whenever he was yelling at me, I couldn’t help but think of him as the angry head of the Daily Bugle, cursing and yelling across the desk at Peter Parker. Yes, even though I’m a fully grown adult and have been for several years, I still like to fantasize about being one of the heroes I’ve enjoyed reading about my entire life—particularly apt since, like Parker, I live in New York, and several times in the past half-dozen years, have used my special abilities to “fight the bad guys” or “fight crime” or “bring truth, justice and the American way” to the people. No, scratch that last one. I think that might be Superman, rather than Spider-Man. And I definitely don’t live in Metropolis, wherever that is. 

Mack Halpin—known in literary circles as “Mack the Knife”—my agent, was a hell of a tough nut, a complete hard-ass, difficult to reason with, and he often inspired most people he spoke with to want to either punch him in the face, or liberally apply a strip of duct tape across his lips. I suppose there were other reactions people could have, such as turning and walking away. But Mack didn’t just express his opinion and desire; he infiltrated it into another person, got completely under the skin and could not, would not be ignored. Most folks would quickly classify Mack as an asshole; and in several ways I suppose he was. But he was also perhaps the best thing to happen to my writing career. He took me under his wing, introduced me to opportunities that most writers only dream of and fought harder for me than I ever fought for myself.

If it weren’t for Mack, I wouldn’t have had all the amazing opportunities I’ve had in the past half-dozen years. Because of Mack, I’d been a guest on Late Night with David Letterman, the New York Times ran a weekly series about me every Saturday for a month, and my Maxwell Bronte novels were optioned for screen and television rights. Print of the Predator had been made into a feature film starting Ryan Gosling, Tome of Terror was currently in production. For both films Mack had negotiated my involvement as a junior executive producer. It didn’t mean more than extra money in my pocket and an additional credit that scrolls by at the end of the film, but it was yet another feather in my cap as a writer.

Like I said, I respected him. I loved how he looked after me the way a father would look after a rebellious teen-age son; but the man also scared the bejesus out of me. He could be slightly amusing when going off on a rant; but he could also be a terrifying adversary if you crossed him.

Heck, even with my enhanced strength, speed and sensory abilities—which get progressively stronger the closer I am to the full moon phase of those monthly cycles, thanks to the lycanthropic curse running through my veins—Mack would likely be a challenging foe. Perhaps that was because he never pulled his punches and was prepared to fight dirty—whatever it takes—in order to win.

That is why I was so thankful that he was fighting for me.

Well, most of the time.

Today, as he would sometimes do, he was fighting with me. Or, rather, that stubborn part of me that my logical mind couldn’t over-power.

I stared across the desk at him, waiting patiently for the back-and-forth twitching of his head to stop. At times like this, it was difficult to suppress a mirth-filled grin while waiting for that movement to cease, and I wondered if this habit of Mack’s could be parlayed into a perpetual motion machine, like those novelty drinking birds that continued to bop up and down as if going back for more drinks of water.

“For the past two-and-a-half years you have been moping around here like a pathetic love-sick teenager,” Mack said. “I get it that she is a sweet piece of ass, but the world is filled with plenty of other juicy little asses. And you, my friend, looking like you do and with the stink of fame upon you, have a line up of women at your feet.

“I should know, half of the panties that get mailed to you come via this office. Hell, if they ever wanted to re-open Hogs and Heifers down in the meat-packing district with a ceiling of women’s underwear, all I’d have to do is forward your fan mail for about a month.”

My fingers dug into the arms of the chair to hear Mack use such a derogatory term to refer to Gail, the only woman that I had ever loved. Yes, I felt like a jerk for not standing up to such a slight, but one has to be strategic in when, where and how they argue with Mack.

I suppose that, as liberated as some men like to believe we have become regarding sexism and the objectification of women, we still have plenty of faults. Acknowledgement of the issue, of course, is always the first step towards resolving it, I suppose.

And, besides, I knew the signs, even without my extra-sensory ability to gage the man’s underlying mood and intents based on his scent and his elevated heartbeat. I’d known Mack long enough to recognize that he was going off on a rant. And the best thing to do when that happens, as Cousin Eddy advises Clark Griswold in Christmas Vacation should the dog ever start going to town on your leg, it’s best to just let him finish.

“Not once in the years I have known you have you ever taken any of these women up on their blatant sexual offers. And let me tell you, son, that you’re in dire need of a good fuck. I don’t understand why you’re such a damn prude about the whole thing.

“Man, if it were me, I’d be all over those women like a cheap suit.

“But no, you’re still all moony-eyed over Gail.”

Mack had been gesturing wildly as he was speaking from behind his desk. But at this point he got up and started pacing between the desk and the plate-glass window that offered a breathtaking view of the lower west side of Manhattan.

“She told you, point blank, son, exactly where you stand. Shit, she told you this more than once in the past couple of years. And yet you continue to let some idiotic romantic notion keep you from seeing what is right in front of your face.”

I stopped looking at Mack and glanced down at my shoes. I knew he was right. Hearing it made me angry. Angry at him. Angry at myself. Angry at the situation.

But never angry at Gail.

I had, ultimately, caused this.

Meeting Gail was one of the best things that had ever happened to me. We were drawn almost instinctively to one another. And in an extremely short time our lives swirled together in a wondrous ballet of physicality, sensuality, intellect, and emotion. We were perfect for one another, connecting on so many incredible levels.

I had, truly, never experienced love in the way I had with Gail.

And I knew, when our eyes first locked together, that I had found my soulmate, the one person I was destined to be with.

But I was, ultimately, the reason our relationship ended.

More specifically, it was the lycanthropy. The werewolf curse running through my veins.

Despite the intimate sharing we experienced, I had kept the fact I was a werewolf from Gail. How does one explain to their sexual partner that for several nights during the cycle of the moon, their normal human body morphs into that of a wolf? Or that, during that time, the human consciousness mostly disappears, being replaced entirely by the alter-ego consciousness of a canine beast?

I didn’t have to check the various dating books, or websites. There was no need to consult with Mrs. Manners on the matter. I knew, quite simply, that there was no proper way to explain such a thing.

So I kept it hidden.

And, after we had been together for several weeks, when the full moon phase was about to have its effect on me, I made spun stories about why we couldn’t be together that night, why I had to be elsewhere. Gail was, understandably, confused, but accepted my feeble excuses.

But then, the following month, I had to do it again.

Then again.

And again.

I mean, how could I risk turning into a wolf and harming her in any way? I couldn’t. There were things, back then, that I simply didn’t know about my wolfish nature—so I simply could not take that chance.

And yes, despite Gail’s background as the owner of a shop that specialized in the occult and paranormal, and her open mind, I couldn’t bring myself to admit this affliction to her.

Perhaps I was afraid of rejection.

But rejection was what I ultimately received.

Gail knew I had been hiding something, and since I couldn’t bring myself to share that intimate part of myself, she suspected I had been stepping out in the relationship. She’d been burned badly before with infidelity and believed she had seen the signs of that again with my deception and excuses to not be with her on certain nights.

So the relationship ended.

Or, rather, Gail ended the relationship.

And I had been a wreck about it for the longest time. 

But then, one day, a little over a year after she had dumped me, she came back into my life as a friend with two pieces of stunning news: She knew I was a werewolf; and she was engaged.

She had returned to my life to ask for my help in tracking down her fiancé, whom she believed someone had kidnapped. Gail had known that I possessed extra-sensory perceptions, even when in human form, and that those senses were strongest closest to the cycle of the full moon. 

Gail was an adept woman, intuitively picking up these subtle clues about my nature.

Of course, prior to me and even post me, she hadn’t been all that good at choosing men.

Because we had learned, in the course of my investigation into her fiancé’s disappearance, that he had actually been unfaithful to her.

Given our shared interests and mutual respect for one another, Gail and I remained friends.

Although, admittedly, I had wanted more.

I had always wanted more.

Gail had recognized that. Perhaps because I could sometimes be as subtle as a midway hawker in the middle of a library.

Her insistence on not becoming close, not being more than friends continually broke my heart. But I always considered just having her in my life to be a special privilege; and reasoned that, at the very least, I could still have that.

But it hurt. Having her so close and yet so far at the same time continued to burn at the very fiber of my soul.

And, as usual, Mack was stone cold correct. He knew that the situation was killing me and it was taking its toll on me. He knew that I most certainly wouldn’t do anything about it, and that, if the situation were to be resolved, he would have to step in.

“Listen,” Mack said. “She came back into your life when?”

“About two-and-a-half years ago,” I mumbled, still staring at my feet.

“And you had the ill-fated conversation about the possibility of re-kindling the romance when?”

“About two years ago.”

“And what did she make absolutely clear to you?”

I hated that Mack was doing this; but a part of me was already feeling the benefit of the cross-examination approach to this therapeutic talk.

He took a step forward and in a louder voice asked it again. “What did she make absolutely clear to you?”

“That she wasn’t interested in a relationship.”

“Ahh,” he said, holding a finger in the air, and I could swear he was imagining that we were in a courtroom. He paced a deliberate path behind his desk parallel to the window and, looking out the window at the magnificent view of the city, he repeated part of that back to me, or, perhaps, to the imaginary jury who were listening in. “She wasn’t interested in a relationship.

“That is rather curious, isn’t it? She was in your life again, but she was not interested in a relationship. What, pray tell, was she interested in?”

“Friendship.”

He nodded his head, pacing the same path back along the window again. “Friendship.” He nodded his head again and repeated the word. “Friendship.

“And so, what have you been to one another for the past two years?”

“Friends.”

“That’s all? Not ‘friends with benefits’ or anything like that?” Mack paused to lean on his desk, his big bushy eyebrows lifting high on his forehead as if being pulled to their limits by invisible marionette strings.

“No.”

“Not even a single time? One quick and simple moment of carnal pleasure, benefit?”

“No.”

“So,” Mack said, “she made it perfectly clear, quite early on in this return to your life, that she was here as a friend, and only a friend. And, as you admit, after you expressed you wanted something more, she made it perfectly clear that she simply wasn’t interested. Do I have that correct?”

“You do.”

“So tell me, Mister Andrews,” and Mack came out from behind the desk and leaned back against it with his arms folded across his chest, “why it is that, with the facts all laid out in front of us, I can clearly see that the woman is not interested, and you still can’t get your goddamn head out of your goddamn ass?”

At that point, he broke the courtroom lawyer charade and went right back into full Mack mode.

“For god’s sake, man, I’ve been watching you mope around here like some lovesick little puppy for two full years. You’re even worse than the first time she dumped you. At least back then, you’d had the pleasure of getting your rocks off before she put a complete and utter stop to that.

“And now, without even the pleasure of a fun little nightcap and a quickie or even a hand-job in the back of a cab, you’re mooning after her like some pathetic little cheese-eating high school boy.

“I normally wouldn’t give a rat’s ass about my top client’s personal life. But this has been affecting your work, your production. And I have a vested interest to keep your rocket moving up, my friend.”

Mack unfolded his arms, walked back around behind the desk and sat down in his chair.

“What you need is to distance yourself from that hot little lady, find a distraction from the rut that you’ve worked yourself into, and focus on something else for a while. What you need is exactly what I have arranged for you.” He reached down, opened up a drawer on the right side of his desk, plucked out an envelope and slid it across the desk at me.

I stared at the envelope.

“Go ahead,” he said. “Open it.”

I gingerly reached out and picked it up. The envelope wasn’t sealed. I pulled out a full sheet of paper folded into thirds around an additional slip of paper. It was a package from the travel agency that Mack’s office used; I immediately recognized the letterhead. It was a return-trip ticket to Los Angeles.

“What’s this?” I asked. “A getaway vacation?”

“Christ, no,” Mack said. “A getaway vacation wouldn’t be to LA. It would be to Aruba or Punta Cana or maybe somewhere in the south of Italy.

“You’re going to LA, or, more, specifically, to Hollywood, because I have negotiated a more direct hands-on role into that of script consultant. You’ll be working on the set of Tome of Terror.

“God knows you need the distraction, you need to get away from Gail for a while, and if the gods are smiling upon us, you need to get laid so you can start thinking with that big ball of meat sitting atop your shoulders rather than the smaller sausage you keep tucked in your pants.”

“But, Mack,” I said, looking down at the date. They booked my flight for tomorrow, and I was still on the tail end of my monthly cycle. I started doing quick calculations in my mind, because I wasn’t sure the percentage of the full moon. Through experience, I knew I only turned into a wolf on the nights where the moon was 80% or more. Fumbling my phone out of my back pocket, I toggled the screens over to the moon app so I could check. “You know I don’t take well to travel. We’ve been through that before.”

“I don’t take well to travel,” Mack said in a high-pitched mocking tone. “Christ, Andrews, do you hear yourself? You’re whining like a pre-school toddler. It’s not like I’m sending you on a sixteen-hour flight to Hong Kong. It’s a five-hour flight. And what the hell are you consulting on that phone? An app for Hypochondriacs? Get over yourself, you damn snowflake.”

I glanced over at the ticket again as the app was loading up, noting the time of the flight. It was with United and left Newark at 10 AM. That gave me a bit of a sense of relief, knowing I wouldn’t be in the air during a potential change. I didn’t, after all, want to be the inspiration for an odd new Wolves on a Plane horror film franchise. But I still had to worry about changing into a wolf in a city where I didn’t have a routine planned out; not like I did here in Manhattan.

“What the hell are you panicking about, Andrews?” Mack said. “They’ll let you take your damn teddy bear with you. You don’t need to worry about that.”

The app finished its boot cycle. I thumbed in Los Angeles and hit the refresh button. On June fourteenth, tomorrow, the moon would be at 76% of its cycle. I was safe. I let out an audible sigh of relief.

Mack, sitting behind his desk, stared at me.

“Are we okay now, sugar?” he said in a condescending tone.

“What? Oh, yeah.”

“Good. Now get the hell out of my office. I have a call coming in that I need to take. Anne will confirm the hotel booking and a few of the other details with you.” Mack was referring to Anne Lee, the tiny woman who acted as his executive assistant, his personal assistant, his chauffeur, his whatever-he-needed right-hand person. She was the Alfred to his Bruce Wayne, or maybe more like the Whalen Smithers to his Monty Burns. “She can also check to confirm they are using hypoallergenic pillows and sheets, a smoke and fragrant-free environment, a vegan, gluten-free, carb-free, sugar-free, fucking flavor free restaurant, or whatever the hell else your pansy ass little heart desires to make sure you are comfy and cozy.”

I slipped my phone into my back pocket and stood up.

“Thanks, Mack,”

“Yeah, yeah,” he mumbled, already flipping open a file folder on his desk and scanning through it, well on to the next task on his list. It was another frustrating thing about him I actually admired; how he could easily compartmentalize appointments, people, situations, into neat little boxes, focus intensely and 100% on them, but then move on to the next one, completely abandoning any attachment to the previous ones to focus on the new task at hand.

As I walked over to the door to leave his office, I wondered if I could do that on this brief trip he had planned for me.

I closed my eyes for a moment, picturing Gail’s beautiful smile, the delightful twinkle in her eye, and then I shook my head.

“Compartmentalize,” I muttered. “Turn the page.”
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Chapter Two: The Gentler, Kinder Perspective of a Younger, Wiser Woman
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The moment I closed Mack’s office door, Mack’s executive assistant, Anne, greeted me with a smile and a whiff of a combination of the wonderful confidence and genuine comradery that she always exuded.

That underlying scent about her had always inspired me.

And it reminded me of something that often eluded me when I was with Mack.

My extra-sensory abilities, my extremely heightened sense of smell and hearing, a gift that came to my human self along with the curse of turning into an animal without barely a trace of my human mind, allowed me to know things about people I was interacting with, or, heck, even just passing on the street, in a way that most people could never understand.

I was, perhaps, much like a dog in that way; particularly in the way dogs can “smell fear” or read a person and react to them, even if the person’s intent is not visible in their facial expressions or body language.

In regular conversations or relationships, I could usually quickly and easily use these extra senses to my advantage. I detected subtle shifts in mood or intent in a person, via their scent, breathing, or heartbeat if I concentrated enough. For example, in the quick snapshot of Anne at this moment, I could tell that Anne had eaten a chive and cream cheese bagel earlier in the morning. I sensed she was in a decidedly jovial mood (something I failed to understand how it could be possible, given the frustrating man she worked for), and based on the elevated heartbeat and the mild tweak in anxious tension, that she was about to speak to me.

Of course, most people would notice, at least on the surface, some of those clues. But I had become adept at intuiting most of the sensory stimulation I received about people I interacted with, and adapted that into situations; often able to charm those I was speaking with in remarkable ways.

But Mack was so intense, so bold in his straightforward “attack”—yes, even amid a conversation with Mack it could often feel more like an affront or an attack—that I, subconsciously, perhaps, neglected to attend to the extra-sensory stimuli that I relied on in normal, every-day situations.

Mack seemed to have the ability to distract me from that input. It was there, I could usually recall it at the end of an encounter or interaction with him. But in the moment, I was often so focused on him that those additional details that often would give me the upper hand in an interaction were muted, almost forgotten.

Interesting.

“I trust Mack explained the trip to you,” Anne said with a tight-lipped smile on her face. She knew, and I knew that Mack doesn’t really explain much. He just presents the facts and lets others do all the details.

“In a... nutshell,” I said. That got a slight bemused reaction out of Anne, even though she never let that show on her face. She was a pro; ever the consummate professional.

“You have your ticket. The hotel reservation, address and directions are in this envelope,” she said, sliding a nine by twelve manila envelope across the desk. “You’ll also find an outline of the itinerary, a list of your main contacts, the contact numbers for both them and their personal assistants. Also, the contact information for the showrunner assistant who is assigned to you is highlighted in bold on its own sheet. They will pick you up at the airport.

“You’ll also find a list of some nearby restaurants, sorted by food style. And, of course, a list of the local coffee shops; the ones that are rated highest via three cross-checked sources have a little asterisk beside them and are likely to be the ones you enjoy the most.”

Anne offered a slight wry grin as she said that. One thing we had bonded over was locally owned little coffee houses with their own special craft produced blends. Sure, I loved my morning Starbucks like everybody else, but whenever I was in a new neighborhood, I appreciated the special and unique offering that took you slightly off the more beaten or touristy path. Anne liked those places too, and on the few times that the two of us ended up meeting to conduct some more mundane paperwork tasks that Mack had assigned to her, we enjoyed finding new and interesting coffee shops in the city where the other hadn’t yet been.

She was always efficient and thorough and never failed to drop in the little extras like that which made a person feel appreciated, respected and, of course, understood.

I loved that about her.

“I’ll be sure to write up a personal report of the best places from your list, along with the ones I end up discovering on my own,” I said. “And if I find a particularly unique and special brew available in bean format, I will bring it back for you.”

She smiled a tight little smile, which, for Anne, was as expressive as her face got, but the room filled with the warm scent of her unbridled appreciation and joy. 

I took the envelope, not even having to look inside to know everything was exactly how she explained it. All the information I required and more was in the envelope. I beamed a smile back at her, flipped her a wink and blew her a kiss.

“You are a gift to this world, Anne. Still not sure how you manage to be so cheerful all the time while putting up with this guy.” I hooked a thumb toward Mack’s closed office door. 

Anne and I understood each other. We respected each other. We appreciated each other. She was a sweetheart and one of the kindest souls I had ever met. And I was constantly amazed at how professional and compassionate and sweet she could be, despite working for one of the crustiest, hard-edged and uncouth businessmen in New York.

“Aw, Michael,” she said, and her thin almond-shaped eyes twinkled so brightly that I didn’t need to smell the pride and respect she was exuding. She sincerely liked, respected, and cared for Mack. She was loyal and would be there for him through thick and thin. “You only attend to his rough edges. But you know as well as I do that Mack is a teddy bear underneath the surface. He just never likes to let down his guard and show that. “

Anne was speaking to me about Mack the way a mother might explain to her son that his father really did love him; he merely had a different, more traditionally masculine way of showing it.

Anne was a truly wonderful and admirable woman.

And, of course, in true Anne Lee fashion, she took that admiration to the next level with her parting words to me.

“Good luck, Michael. I know how much you love Gail, but maybe you both need this time apart. As they say: If you love something, let it go. If it comes back to you, it is yours forever. If it doesn’t it never was.”

I thought about what she said and felt myself getting angry. I had let Gail go, or, at least, we had parted ways, and then she did come back to me. Hadn’t I already done that? I was about to retort, but could sense that Anne wasn’t done speaking. She had paused because she knew I would react that way and wanted to give me some time to process the thought.

Smart woman.

“Gail has been through a lot. She needs some time; and she needs that time apart from you, because when you’re too close, your friendship and your undying love is a crutch for her. She needs time, away from you, to process her feelings. And, you need to be away and apart from her. You can’t step back and see the larger picture when she’s right there focusing on her.

“I know it hurts, and you know how much I want you to be happy. But I agree with Mack—okay, not with the way he expresses it, but with the general concept. You need to get away, distract yourself, get involved in something different, be somewhere different. Be away from the ‘Michael and Gail’ setting, which this city itself brings to you. Be open to possibilities that don’t involve Gail. And I promise things will work themselves out for the better.”

I noticed that Anne hadn’t said Gail and I would resolve this together, but that things would work themselves out for the better. Whatever that better might be. Open-ended. Wise words, from a wise woman.

“Thank you, Anne,” I said. Talking to her was sometimes akin to the milk and cookie talks my mom used to give me whenever I returned home from a hockey game that we lost or had a falling out with one of my childhood friends. She made it all better. “Even though you’re ten years younger than me, you’ve always been such an amazing mom figure.”

She got up from behind her desk, came around it and embraced me in a warm hug. Even though I was a foot and a half taller than her, her hug felt giant, as if she had enveloped me inside her embrace so completely, exuding the comfort, the warmth, the consoling that seemed to be a universal motherly trait.

Stepping back from the hug, Anne placed her hands on my upper arms, and looked me in the eye. “Now go, Michael. Be open to enjoying LA. Be open to embracing the possibilities.”
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Chapter Three: Reflections and Memories of How I Simply Can’t Fight This Feeling any Longer
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On my way out of the Halpin Agency office, I reflected on Anne’s wise words, her perspective and the motherly concern and embrace she enwrapped me in. I still felt warm, like she had snuggled me into a warm sweater on a cold winter night.

I was starting to feel good about this trip to LA, about being involved in something other than the regular daily routine I’d gotten into here.

Sure, given the combination of my supernatural abilities and my Spider-Man style ethic of With Great Power Comes Great Responsibility, it hadn’t all been routine. Despite trying to live a normal life, I had a way of attracting misadventures.

But apart from a few decidedly exciting adventures, the last several years had been a consistent routine with one common theme throughout it.

Me loving Gail. Me waiting for Gail. Me wanting and longing for Gail.

When I left Mack’s office building, I headed west so that I could catch the Battery Park City Esplanade walking path that ran parallel to the Hudson river and then connected with the Hudson River Greenway and, a little further north, near Chelsea, hook back in-land to the High Line, New York City’s beautiful “park in the sky”—an old elevated north to south running train platform that originally opened in the 1930s and then was shut down about fifty years later and then converted to a gorgeous public landscape, allowing you to be in the middle of the city and yet walking through a unique picturesque and narrow park that afforded you diversity and a brilliant sense of the various neighborhoods that you passed through on it.

Since I’d be leaving New York in less than twenty-four hours, and it was a gorgeous June day, I wanted to do the thing that most helped me reflect and appreciate the city I had grown to love and adore.

You never get to properly appreciate a place when you are moving through it quickly, either on public transit or via a self-directed vehicle. But walking afforded you the luxury of appreciating the subtle nuances of different neighborhoods, different communities, and different little microcosms of a vast and diverse metropolis.

As I arrived at Wagner Park, just north of Battery Park, I reflected on that one morning I had woken in Battery Park after one of those black-hole memory nights of being a wolf. My body half nestled in a small copse of bushes, I woke up naked with a bullet hole in my leg. Since I never could remember more than tiny snippets of what I had been up to when I was a wolf—and, I imagine, as a wolf, I likely had little to no recollection of being a human—I had found myself tasked with a few interesting challenges.

The first, of course, was finding some clothes.

The second was figuring out what the heck I had been up to, who had shot me, and if I had actually hurt someone the night before; because relatively early on, I heard there had been a wolf attack in the city and that a man had been killed.

I had certainly packed a full month’s worth of adventures into that single day.

It wasn’t enough to learn that another wolf, a werewolf, had infiltrated my city, but we had to resolve our territorial dispute in a fight to the death. That was the same day I was a guest on Letterman, busted up a corrupt ring of financial scammers and kidnappers, and the only woman I had ever loved had come back into my life; not to be reunited with me, but to confront me with the fact she knew I was a werewolf and to inform me she had been engaged to a man who she believed had been kidnapped. It seems she needed the help of my extra-sensory abilities in tracking down her fiancé.

Of course, we also both learned, that day, that her fiancé was not the man she had thought him to be, and that sent her into a downward spiral of trust issues. Combined with the way our relationship had ended a few years previously, she was still going through the process of healing and figuring things out.

In the same way that long term married couples fall into well-rehearsed routines that lead them into a realm where the intimacy doesn’t go beyond the intimacy you have with a best friend, Gail and I had fallen into the same pattern.

Only, as much as I adored, respected, and admired Gail, I still loved her with all of my heart, and I knew that, beneath the pain, beneath the confusion, and beneath the angst she was in, she also loved me.

And, yes, as more than a friend.

She still had a deep and extremely active sexual desire for me.

I suppose if I weren’t a werewolf, I might not know about these underlying feelings and thoughts. Because Gail could be a stoic and steadfast person with the absolute best poker face. She could keep her cards close to her chest and not reveal what was going on below the surface.

But she knew I could easily see through the charade.

Just like, even though I didn’t have to say anything to her about it, Gail knew how intensely I loved her.

And, in these past three years, we had only properly discussed it a few times.

In fact, it had been last week that we ended up having another one of those spiraling conversations that went nowhere and merely frustrated both of us.

We had just finished sharing a basket of garlic fries and a plate of pretzel bites with a jalapeno cheese dip at Hellcat Annie’s Tap Room in Hell’s Kitchen. The spot featured 20 rotating taps of craft beers that were displayed on giant screens mounted on the wall behind the bar. I wasn’t much of a beer drinker, but Gail was a lover of craft beers, and, in particular, had an affinity for bitter and hoppy IPAs. And that location, on the corner of 10th Avenue and West 45th Street, despite having been through a couple of ownership and name changes in the past few years, had been one of her favorite spots.

It was a single room bar that was about fifty feet long and under twenty feet wide. It seated perhaps fifteen people at the bar itself and then maybe another twenty to thirty at the small benches, tables and the high stools around upright wooden beer barrels that served as mini tabletops.

Despite it being a craft beer place, a location one might associate with popular hipster culture, there was a wonderful rustic and unpretentious feel to the place. That was one of the things Gail loved most about it; it was also a reason I enjoyed hanging out there, even though beer wasn’t my first beverage of choice.

“You know how much your friendship, how much having you in my life means to me,” I said, picking up the light wheat beer I had been slowly sipping between hearty drinks of water.

“Yes,” Gail said, her green eyes, looking much darker in the dim light of the bar, flashing across the table at me. “I do know that. And you know that you mean so much to me as well. We understand one another so wonderfully, Andrews.”

“We certainly do.” I took another sip of the beer before placing it back down on the table. “But I’m not sure what we’re doing here, Gail.

“You know, also, even though I don’t say it, that I love you more than I have ever loved another person in my life.”

Despite the loud music, the background rumble of the multitude of conversations of the fully packed, beer-loving crowd, I could hear Gail’s heart skip a beat.

“I know,” she said.

“And I haven’t stopped wanting you, Gail. I love our friendship; I love what we have. But what we experienced is something I can’t unknow. And I don’t think you can, either.”

Gail stared at me across the table. Even though she maintained a poker face gaze, I could smell the heightened sexual desire in her. I knew she had been thinking about those times, years ago, when our intimacy wasn’t just emotional, wasn’t just intellectual, but also included the hot and wet skin on skin sensation.

I felt myself getting hard while detecting that desire in her, and I shifted uncomfortably in the seat.

And I knew, because Gail was the most intuitive woman, hell, the most intuitive person I had even known, that she could tell her arousal aroused me. She glanced down ever so briefly at my crotch, then immediately returned her eye contact to me. Because the desire, the lust, the thirst she was exuding was musky and strong. It was the same desire, the same lust that we had felt the first time we had gotten together.

The same mutual attraction and carnal hunger that we felt every time we came together.

And, sadly, the type of heightened sexual tension that we had felt far too many times in the past three years.

“You’re feeling it now.” I said.

She maintained her stoic face. “There are underlying animalistic feelings I can’t avoid, Andrews. You are an attractive man. My body can’t help but remember how good it always was.”

“But your mind,” I said, knowing where she was going.

“And my heart,” she said.

“But you love me, Gail. And more than as a friend, more than like a sister loves a brother. I can feel how much you love me. And you know, as sure as you know anything, just how much I love you.”

She nodded.

“So what the hell are we doing? Why are we torturing ourselves like this?”

She closed her eyes, shook her head slowly, and I could feel the overwhelming pain, anxiety, and angst in her heart. She hated herself for hurting me; but she couldn’t help the way she felt. She couldn’t help how unprepared she was to accept the underlying feelings she had for me.

When she opened her eyes, they were glassy, moist, and she stared at me with the facade of the poker face slowly melting away.

“I can’t,” she said. “I can’t explain it, but I also can’t keep having this conversation, Michael.

“Love isn’t enough. Lust isn’t enough.”

“What is enough, Gail?”

“I... I don’t know.” And a single tear rolled down her left cheek. More than anything, I wanted to reach across, gently wipe it away, and then hold and comfort her. I hated the fact I had brought this up again, that I had pushed her back into the self-loathing I could smell broiling in her heart.

As much as I loved and respected her, I wouldn’t be able to understand the conflict she was going through. And, in the same way that she was internalizing the blame, turning the anger towards herself, I hated myself for what my insistence was doing to her; how much it was tearing her heart apart.

“I’m sorry, Gail.”

“I know. And I know how much you love me and how much you are beating yourself up right now for bringing this up, for forcing me to confront this. But I’m not ready, Andrews. I’m just not ready, and I’m not sure if I will ever be.”

I reached across the table, laid my hand down palm up and stared at her.

“I know,” I said. “But I’m here, anyway. And I’m not going anywhere, Gail.”

“I know,” she said, smiling at me, and she placed her hand to overlap mine, our fingers laced together. I watched as another tear streamed down the side of her face. “And that’s one of the many reasons why I can’t help but to love you so dearly, Michael.”

We sat like that for a few minutes, hands clasped, a few more tears running down both her face and my own, and didn’t say another word to one another.

A minute later, when the bus boy came to collect the empty plates, Gail let go of my hand, pulled out her wallet and left a pair of twenty-dollar bills on the tabletop.

She then got up.

“Goodnight, Andrews,” she said.

“Goodnight, Sommers,” I replied.

And we left the bar, neither of us saying another word as we walked for a couple of blocks in silence before we each parted ways; her heading to her apartment, and me heading towards Central Park. It would still be a couple of nights before I would turn into a werewolf again, but I ended up walking through the park in quiet introspection, wishing that I could turn into a wolf, if only to escape the pain and frustration that I knew I’d be lying awake with all night.

Then I felt guilty, knowing that, in just a few nights, I would have that luxury.

But Gail, sadly, would never have that reprieve.

I replayed that evening repeatedly in my mind like a film loop on an endlessly repeating re-roll as I walked north along the High Line park.

When I reached the end of the park, just south of the Javits Center, and a few blocks away from that last time I had seen Gail, that last conversation we’d had a couple of weeks earlier, I figured I should let her know I would be leaving town for a while.

I didn’t call Gail. 

I just sent her a quick text message.

Going to LA to work on the set of Tome of Terror. Will give you a call when I get back.

After all, good friends know the other needs. Gail needed her space. I needed to find my own. Perhaps, when I got back, I’d be better able to accept the pleasure of her incredible friendship and leave it at that.

With no more longing.
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