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Good evening, the short story in your hands is rather like a locked attic. You know you shouldn’t look inside, but you will. 

The title, FULL MOON, is quite accurate, though I should clarify: the publisher has refused all responsibility for what happens after you read it. Sleeplessness, trembling, and the occasional scream in the dark are entirely your affair.

The short story you are about to enjoy is part of a book titled NIGHTMARES - 13 Twisted Tales, though I should confess that title is a bit misleading. You see, most nightmares evaporate the next morning, like the mist in at sunrise. These stories, however, have the unnerving habit of lingering with you long after you wake up. 

One final note. As the author, I should wish you “pleasant dreams” at the conclusion of this story. But that would be dishonest on my part. 

May I suggest you keep a light on, and the door locked.

Shall we begin?

* * *
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Chapter 1 
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Abigail and Edward Caldwell arrived in the village of Saint-Clair-du-Bois just as a thin evening fog drifted low across the cobblestones and swirled around their boots.

The village was quaint, almost like a movie set. Half-timbered houses with slate roofs and chimneys spilling the woodsmoke into the twilight air. As they neared the Inn the fragrance of bread still warm from the ovens greeted them.

But what caught Abigail’s eye wasn’t the picturesque boarding house. It was the wolf’s head mounted above the entrance, its yellow glass eyes glaring down at them.

“How charming.” She giggled, then looped her arm through Edward’s. “Shall we eat first or go to the room?”

“Room.” Edward answered, then dramatically swept her up into his arms. “Honeymoon rules.”

Abigail kissed his face, delighted to be carried across the threshold beneath the watchful gaze of the wolf.

Inside, the century-old Inn was dim and warm, lit by a large stone fireplace crackling with fresh kindling. Shadows danced across heavy oak beams in the ceiling. 

Behind the desk stood Madame Rousseau, a stout woman in her late sixties with a face that had smiled a great deal in its time. She greeted them as though they were her own children returning from a long absence.

“Ah, mes chers, you must be exhausted from that dreadful train service from Paris. It gets worse every year, doesn’t it?” She fussed over Abigail, brushing imaginary dust from her coat, then clapped her hands sharply at a young man who appeared from the kitchen. “Luc! Take the newlywed’s bags to the corner room.” Then turned back to Abigal. “That is the best room in the Inn. It has a beautiful view of the square.”

Edward exchanged a glance with Abigail as the young man, presumably Madame Rousseau’s son, scrambled to obey.

Hours later, Abigail and Edward came downstairs. Madame Rousseau herself laid out their supper on a secluded oak table. A fragrant beef stew, a thick loaf of country bread, and a carafe of deep red local wine. “Eat, eat.” She pointed to Edward, planting her hands on her hips. “A man needs food if he is going to make healthy babies. No one leaves my table hungry.”

“Maa-dame!” Abigail said and then started to giggle, seeing Edward blush. He devoured his stew while Abigail picked daintily at hers, savoring each bite. 

Madame Rousseau returned near the end of the meal. “The night air in Saint-Clair is very fine from the balcony. I will send up a lovely cake and some dessert wine. There is no need to leave the Inn tonight.”

“That sounds lovely, but I was hoping to take a walk.” Abigail replied, taking the cloth napkin from her lap.

Edward cut in quickly, a mischievous grin on his face. “Actually, I have some unfinished business upstairs.”

Abigail rolled her eyes, though she was more than ready to help Edward finish his business. “That is a very good idea, monsieur.” Madame Rousseau chuckled mischievously. 

“Maa-dame!” Abigail said again, stifling a laugh. “I will remind you that we are on our honeymoon. My husband does not need any prompting to stay indoors.” 

“Forgive me. I am a simple old woman.” Madame Rousseau softly replied. “I meant no disrespect to you or your husband.”

Abigail reached out, taking the woman’s hand gently. “I took no offense.” She told her, patting her hand. 

“Nor I.” Edward said a bit too loudly.

Abigail rolled her eyes again, then stood up from the table, holding her hand out for Edward to join her. “Your Inn is lovely, and I accept your offer. But the only thing my husband has an interest in . . .” She added, nodding to Edward. “Is keeping me locked in the bedroom.”

Madame Rousseau let out a bellow of laughter that filled the entire dining room. “In that case, Madame Caldwell, I will leave the dessert by the door.” 
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Chapter 2 

[image: ]


The morning sun poured over the rooftops of Saint-Clair-du-Bois, warming the slate tiles. The air carried the smell of yeast from the bakery across the square, where a long line of villagers already waited with baskets. Church bells tolled softly, not as summons, but as a ritual the village had kept for centuries, even when there was no mass to attend.

Abigail and Edward wandered hand in hand, the map they’d bought in Paris folded uselessly in Edward’s back pocket. The village was too small for maps. Three crooked lanes, a square, and everything else leaning against the forest. Abigail stopped to admire the flower boxes spilling geraniums from every window, while Edward was distracted by the butcher’s shop, its doorway strung with garlic and rosemary.

Inside, the butcher handed over their purchase of steaks and a loaf of bread wrapped in paper. He gave Edward a wink. “Best not to leave raw meat outside at night.” He said it in English so heavily accented it was nearly another language. “The wolves, eh? They develop a taste.”

Abigail arched a brow. “Do all the shops here come with stories about wolves, or is this some kind of a tourist act just for us strangers?”

The butcher only smiled. Outside, they noticed a group of children skipping rope and chanting in a singsong:

“Full moon, hide, hide, hide,

Wolves will find you, side by side.

Not to dance but to eat you too . . . ”

The rope slapped the cobbles as the children shrieked with laughter. Abigail tossed a coin into the circle, adding to their joy. “Perfect honeymoon location.” She teased. “Maybe there’s dinner and a show at the graveyard later.” 

As fate would have it, later that afternoon they found the cemetery at the edge of the village. It was small, shaded by tall oak trees, with the ground uneven and covered in vines. Some of the headstones had crumbled, but a few still stood. 


Died of werewolf attack, 1742.

Taken by wolves, 1819.

Mauled beneath the full moon, 1873.





Abigail traced one with her finger. “Can you imagine if this was back home in England?” She asked. “Cause of death . . . Mythical beast with dental issues.”

Edward didn’t laugh. “Abigail . . . these are real graves. Real people . . . they believed this.”

“True, but once upon a time, people believed the earth was flat.” She countered, brushing the dirt from her hand.

That evening, they visited the tavern near the square. The beams inside were blackened with centuries of smoke, the air alive with fiddle music and laughter. 

They shared a jug of the local brandy, far cheaper than in Paris, but so strong Edward’s cheeks went crimson after a single glass. It was then that a farmer, deep in his cups, leaned across their table. His eyes were watery, but his voice was friendly and amazingly clear.

“I saw you in the graveyard . . . you two are new here.” He said. “Do not worry, Saint-Clair is safe.”

Abigail, already laughing at
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