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Some ghosts don’t just haunt – they demand justice.

As Sheriff John Tench uncovers long-buried truths about Sobolton’s dark past, he finds himself caught in a race to stop a fresh wave of terror. The town’s fragile peace is cracking, and those in power will do anything to keep their secrets buried – even if it means letting evil walk free.

Meanwhile, Lisa Sondnes must confront the trauma that once broke her. With her memories returning, she’s faced with an impossible choice: expose the monster who ruined her life, or protect herself from the consequences. But some evils won’t stay hidden, and as two worlds begin to merge, the cost of silence becomes unbearable. How far will she go to protect her daughter?

And beneath it all, a dead girl waits, her fury growing with every passing moment. She was silenced once – but now she’s ready to burn Sobolton to the ground. And the wolves are getting closer.

Man on the Moon is the chilling sixth installment in the Horrors of Sobolton series – where each book uncovers a new layer of darkness in a town that refuses to forget its sins.
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Twenty years ago...

“What are you doing here?”

“Well, Lisa,” Sheriff Joe Hicks replied, pushing past as he walked into her apartment and took a look around, “is there anything wrong with your friendly neighborhood law enforcement professional paying a house call? I'd have thought that in these trying and troubled times, that'd be seen as good service.”

He turned to her.

“Are you experiencing trying and troubled times, Lisa?” he added pointedly.

Lisa opened her mouth to reply, before hesitating for a moment. She looked outside again, still keenly aware that she felt as if she was being watched, but there was no sign of anyone and she quickly realized that Joe's gaze was fixed on her very firmly. Her mind was racing and she still hadn't quite worked out what to do next about her memories of Michael and the wolves, but she knew for certain that Joe Hicks was the last person she could talk to about any of that; in fact, as she gently shut the door and turned to face him, she couldn't help but wonder whether he already knew about some of what had happened.

“Don't forget,” Joe continued, with a faint smile as he studied her expression, “your father and I were very good friends, Lisa. Hell, I still remember the very last conversation I ever had with him, when he asked me quite specifically to keep an eye on you after he was gone.”

“I don't need... keeping an eye on,” she said cautiously.

“Oh, everyone does,” he replied, turning and making his way across the room as if he was looking around for something. “Sometimes I think that's my job, really. People assume a sheriff's in place to maintain law and order, and that's certainly a part of it.” He stopped and looked along the corridor that led to her bedroom. “But mainly, I think my job is to keep an eye on the town. Watch for trouble before it flares up.”

He turned to her again.

“Are we on the same page?” he asked.

“Sheriff,” she replied, trying to act naturally, “it's late and I'm pretty tired. I really think I just need to get some sleep.”

“You know,” he continued, “I've been keeping a particular eye on you, Lisa, and I just can't stop worrying. I think it's that report you turned in a while ago, the one about the wolves. I keep thinking that there must be more to it, that you of all people wouldn't turn in a report like that unless something else was going on.” He took a couple of steps toward her again. “Now, I'm not doubting for one moment that you encountered a wolf, or some wolves, out there on the road leading out of town. What worries me is that this particular encounter might have dredged up some painful memories for you. Memories you'd rather leave in the past. Memories you should leave in the past.”

“I'm really not sure that I know what you mean,” she told him.

“And then there was that Wentworth Stone business,” he added. “I started to see a narrative emerging. First the wolf thing, and then you seemed awfully destabilized when you were making all those wild accusations about Mr. Stone.”

“I told you what I saw,” she said firmly.

“And when I went to check it out,” he replied, “there was nothing.”

“Mr. Hicks, I don't know what you're getting at but -”

“Call me Joe,” he added, cutting her off. “Come on, Lisa, where's all this Mr. Hicks stuff coming from? You know you can call me Joe.”

“I just think -”

“Say it, Lisa,” he continued. “Call me Joe.”

She sighed.

“Call me Joe,” he said yet again, and now he sounded much more serious. “Do it, Lisa, just so that I know we're in the same wheelhouse here. I want to hear you call me Joe, so I know that you trust me.”

“Alright, Joe,” she replied awkwardly, “you might be right. I think the best thing is if I just sleep on it. I've been a little frazzled lately. I've probably been working too hard, and I guess it's possible that I'm not quite on top of things.” She paused, hoping that she might be starting to persuade him. “You wouldn't believe some of the cases I've been dealing with lately. It's as if every cat, dog, chicken and guinea pig in the Sobolton area has decided to require my attention. Plus I had to cancel a lot of procedures during the recent power outage, so I've got to catch up on all of that, which means working every hour that God sends.”

She waited.

Joe merely stared at her.

“So,” she continued with a nervous smile, “if you think I've even got so much as a spare second to sit around thinking about the past, or about Lakehurst or any of that stuff, then you couldn't be more wrong. Right now, all I can think about is my workload for tomorrow, so I hope you won't take this the wrong way, but I really think that I just need to hit the hay.” In an attempt to drive that point home, she headed to the door and pulled it open again, while desperately hoping that Joe would leave her alone. “Please, you mustn't think that I'm being rude. I'm sure you've got far more interesting things to deal with than my sorry work-life balance.”

She turned to see that Joe was still standing in the middle of the room, showing no obvious suggestion that he might be about to leave. Although she wanted to keep talking, to find some way to make him leave, for a few seconds she really couldn't think of anything else to say.

“Well,” Joe replied finally, putting his hands on his hips, “you've given me a lot to think about there, Lisa. A great deal. I just can't quite get past the feeling that everything's not quite on the up-and-up, if you catch my drift.”

He wandered back toward the corridor that led down to the bedroom. He looked toward the doors at the far end, and then he turned to Lisa again.

“You know I've always had your back, don't you?” he continued. “Even twenty years ago, when your dear departed father was panicking about your troubles, I'm the one who pulled a few strings and made sure you got the treatment you so desperately required. I wasn't even sheriff back then, although I sure had my eye on the top job. Took me two more decades to get into position, but I managed that because I built a history of helping people out. But there's something more important than that, Lisa. From an early age, I've known about the dividing line between the forest and the town, and I've always had a keen eye on the need to balance those two conflicting interests. They can't mix, because do you know what happens when they do mix?”

Lisa tried to work out how best to answer that question. Before she had a chance, however, she realized that she could see a shadow moving in the corridor behind Joe, as if a figure was slowly stepping toward him.

“Chaos,” Joe added. “I've seen it first-hand, with my own eyes. That's why I'm the best person to... massage the situation so that everyone's happy. Now, establishing a balance doesn't mean making everything stay the same all the time. Sometimes it means a little quid pro quo. Do you know what that phrase means, Lisa? It's Latin, or something like that.”

Swallowing hard, Lisa saw that the shadowy figure was still creeping up behind Joe, who seemed to have no idea that it was there at all.

“It means that sometimes the town takes something,” Joe continued, slowly reaching for his gun, “and sometimes the forest takes something, and so long as the balance remains in the bigger picture, that's fine for -”

Suddenly he pulled his gun and turned, ready to fire. Before he had a chance, however, the figure grabbed him by the shoulders and threw him across the room, sending him smashing into the opposite wall.

Horrified, Lisa pulled back into the corner and watched as Joe tried to get to his feet; moving too fast to be seen properly, the figure raced over and hauled Joe up, knocking the gun from his hand before throwing him again, this time against one of the other walls. Letting out an angry cry, the figure immediately clambered over the furniture and threw itself down onto Joe, grabbing him by the throat and letting out a primal snarl before bringing its fists crashing down against Joe's face over and over, as if trying to beat the life out of him.
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Today...

“We're dealing with an animal,” John said as soon as he entered the office, where all the other officers had gathered to receive their instructions. “We're dealing with someone who has no limits. No boundaries. No sense of right or wrong.”

“Is there any news about Tommy?” Sheila asked, her voice tense with fear. “Did you speak to the hospital?”

“Tommy's still in critical condition,” John said, stopping behind his desk and looking at the assembled group just as Robert Law finally caught up, entering the room while leaning heavily on his walking stick. “He's in the best hands at Middleford Cross, though, so we have to focus on catching whoever did this to him.”

“Do we have any leads?” Toby asked.

“The power outage meant that no surveillance cameras were working at the time of the attack,” John explained, “and it's going to take a while to check cellphone records from the area, although I'm not holding out much hope in that department. But whoever did this has to have left a trail. Someone must have seen them elsewhere in the town, and we're running on the hypothesis that this is the same person who attacked me a while back. I don't think this is someone local. I think it's someone from out of town.”

“So which town is he from?” Sheila said. “Is there some kind of way we could try to liaise with -”

“My working hypothesis,” John continued, interrupting her, “is that this is someone who's come out from the forest. I know that might sound strange, but we've received reports of someone possibly living out there, and I'm increasingly confident that there's some kind of connection.”

“But the forest is huge,” Wallace pointed out. “Boss, we can't search the entire forest. It's impossible.”

“Plus we've always kind of avoided going out there too much,” Kelly stated.

John turned to her.

“Under Joe, I mean,” she continued nervously, looking around at her fellow officers as if she was hoping for a little support. “I don't want to speak out of turn, it's just that Joe always used to tell us that our jurisdiction kind of ended where the forest begins. I know it doesn't literally end there, but he always said that anything from the forest was kind of... not our business.”

“Joe ran things his way,” John replied, bristling at everything he'd just heard, “and I run things my way.” He paused for a moment. “Besides, I'm not sending anyone out there into the wilderness. You're right, that's an impossible task, it'd be like hunting for a needle in a haystack.”

“Plus there are wolves in the haystack,” Robert added.

“Exactly,” John continued. “So here's what we're going to do. If this bastard came out of the forest, and went back in there, he has to have left a trace. I don't know what that trace might be, but that's where I'm relying on you guys. I want you to split into teams of two and check the entire perimeter of the town. Look for any sign of something moving between the town and the forest, and -”

Before he could finish, the lights briefly flickered as if they might be about to go out entirely. John looked up at the light above his desk, which continued to flicker for a few more seconds before stabilizing again.

“That'd be just what we need,” Toby said. “Another power outage.”

“There's not going to be another power outage,” John said firmly. “Not tonight. Tonight we're going to be hunting this monster down, and I hope I don't need to remind you all that this is personal. One of our own is fighting for his life in the hospital, and it's our duty to catch whoever put him there. Before I came back to the station tonight, I talked to Tommy's wife and I promised her that we're going to get this son of a bitch. I made that promise on behalf of everyone in this room right now, and I don't know about the rest of you, but I, for one, intend to keep that promise. And now, if there are no more questions, it's time for us to get to work.”

***
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“These maps mark the boundary between the town and the forest,” John said, hurrying through to the reception area with a set of maps in his hand, then quickly setting the maps on a nearby table, “and -”

Stopping suddenly, he saw a sobbing Carolyn sitting behind the desk, dabbing at the front of her shirt.

“Are you okay?” he asked as the other officers caught up and began to take the maps.

“No!” Carolyn hissed angrily, slamming a set of paper towels down onto the desk. “Look at me! Why does that coffee machine in the break room hate me so much? Every single day now it spits coffee at me, no matter what I try to do! It's like it's gunning for me and trying to spray me with coffee whenever I try to use it and...”

She burst into more sobs, and although she was still trying to speak, her words were becoming increasingly unintelligible.

“Okay,” Robert said, limping around behind the desk and putting a hand on her shoulder, “I think perhaps you need to take a little break.”

“I can't,” Carolyn whimpered. “Tommy's in the hospital and I just feel so powerless to do anything to help him!”

“Well, you can't do much if you're exhausted and covered in coffee,” Robert told her. “Listen, why don't you let me drive you home? You can try to get some sleep, and then in the morning you'll be in a much better position to give it your all.”

“I just hate that something like this could have happened to him,” she replied, sniffing back more tears. “Tommy's the nicest man I've ever met in my life. He has a wife and a son, he has everything to live for, and now he might not even make it through the night.”

“Let's just stay positive,” Robert replied, before glancing at John. “Listen, I'm going to drive Carolyn home. I also know for a fact that I'll be no help out there in the search, I'd just slow everything down, so I'm not going to interfere. Instead I think I'll head back to the hospital and see if there's anything I can do there. Middleford Cross only reopened recently after being closed for a few years following an... incident a while back. Some of the guys there are still finding their feet, and I might be useful. Or not. Either way, I have to try.”

“That sounds like a good plan to me,” John said as the last of the officers headed out through the station's front door. “I need everyone to be where they're most useful.”

“I just need to get my coat,” Carolyn sobbed, standing up and heading through to the back room. “I hate that coffee machine! It's like it's out to get me!”

Once she was gone, John and Robert stood in silence for a moment.

“This isn't your fault, you know,” Robert said finally. “I heard what you said at the hospital, and I just want you to understand that you have no responsibility for what happened to Tommy tonight.”

He waited for an answer, but he could already see the sense of guilt in John's eyes.

“John -”

“I left him out there,” John said, cutting him off. “I was supposed to have someone relieve him, but I was so busy with everything else that I forgot.”

“So then someone else would have ended up in Tommy's place,” Robert pointed out. “Who would you rather it had been? Toby? Sheila? Wallace? Kelly? If you could change things so that someone else ended up meeting that monster, who would you choose?” He paused for a moment. “Believe me, John, I know what it's like to have to make difficult decisions. That's actually something I want to talk to you about, but I guess it can all wait until tomorrow.”

“Is it related to what's happening tonight?”

“Not as far as I'm aware,” Robert admitted, “but it might be relevant to the Lisa Sondnes case. Probably not, but in the interests of full disclosure, I should tell you that -”

“Sir?” Toby called out, hurrying to the doorway and stopping, clearly shocked by something. “We just got a call from someone who lives out toward the edge of town. They found... something.”

“What?” John asked, ignoring Robert entirely as he headed over to the doorway. “Is it related to Tommy?”

“Yeah,” Toby said, looking a little pale now, “and... Doctor Law, you might want to come out to take a look with us. It's kind of in your wheelhouse.”
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Twenty years ago...

“Stop!” Lisa screamed. “Michael, don't kill him!”

Letting out an angry snarl, Michael gripped the sides of Joe's head and stared down at the unconscious man's face. He adjusted his hold, getting ready to squeeze tight and crack his victim's skull, but a moment later Lisa's hand touched his shoulder and he pulled back.

“Michael,” she continued, her voice trembling now with shock, “I need you to listen to me. You can't kill him. Please, I'm begging you...”

“He was going to hurt you,” he replied, as flakes of skin fell away from his bloodied face. “I could sense it in him. He was going to do something bad.”

“That doesn't mean you have to kill him,” she pointed out, keeping her hand on his shoulder in the hope that she might be able to calm him down. “He's in a pretty bad way already, Michael. Please, just... pull back.”

Michael hesitated for a moment longer, still shaking with anger, before finally letting go of Joe's head. As the sheriff slumped down against the floor, Michael took a few steps back and tried to get himself under control; he glared at the man at his feet, clenching his fists, and then he turned to see the shocked expression on Lisa's face. He wanted to say something, to apologize for all the damage he'd caused in her apartment, but he was still coming to terms with the fact that – after so many years – they were face-to-face again.

“What happened to you?” she stammered, looking him up and down but quickly peering once more at his bloodied, damaged face and his hairless head. “Michael, you look...”

“Awful?” he asked, as flakes of dead skin fell from his cheek. “I can't say the same for you, Lisa. Somehow you're even more beautiful than you were when I first met you.”

“I didn't remember you,” she told him, taking a step back. “Twenty years ago, my dad sent me away and I had treatment that messed with my head. By the time I came back, it was all gone. I knew something was wrong, that something was missing, but I had no idea that it was so important. It's been coming back slowly, especially recently. Eventually I found your cabin again, but -”

“I was there,” he said, cutting her off. “I couldn't believe it when you walked back in. I so nearly spoke to you, but instead I hid.” He paused. “I've been hiding a lot,” he explained. “I've been watching over you, Lisa. For the past twenty years I've been watching you and keeping you safe, even when you were with that other guy I didn't take it personally, I knew that you had your reasons. I knew you'd forgotten me and I thought that might be for the best, but I still didn't want to leave you unprotected.”

He looked around.

“I even came in here sometimes,” he added. “Just to remind myself of your scent. I couldn't bear to forget that.”

He touched the counter; when he pulled his hand away, a few flakes of dead skin remained on the surface.

“What happened to you?” Lisa asked again. “You look so different.”

“The last time you saw me,” he replied, “I'd just been attacked by my brother. I was badly hurt, and I had to shift to my wolf form so that the damage would be undone. That's a little trick that my species possesses. You have to believe me, Lisa, I had no choice, but I saw the horror in your eyes when you finally saw what I am. I saw the terror and the fear, and after I changed to my human form again and took you home, I swore that I'd never look that hideous again. So for the past twenty years, I've refused to go back to being a wolf. I won't do it ever again, not after the way you reacted.”

He held his hands up, revealing the blistering sores that covered his entire body.

“Unfortunately,” he added, “my body doesn't like that very much. My species is supposed to change periodically, so remaining in one form for so long... it's hard, but I don't mind the pain. I refuse to ever again become the thing that upset you so much.”

He waited for a reply, but now she seemed to be lost for words.

“I shouldn't be here,” he said suddenly, turning and heading toward the door. “It was a mistake coming here tonight, but I could sense that the sheriff was up to something bad. I just -”

“Don't go!” she replied, hurrying over and putting a hand on the side of his arm. “Michael, after everything that's happened, you can't possibly walk out like this. Where would you even go? Back into the forest?”

“It's where I belong,” he replied, resisting the urge to turn to her. “Any time I come to the human world, I'm very much aware that I'm just an interloper. An invader. I don't belong here.”

“I've only just remembered you,” she pointed out, still touching his arm. “Michael, I have so many questions. My head's spinning right now and I'm not even sure that all my memories are back yet. Some of them are a little murky, so I think I need your help to pull them out better. Can you do that for me, Michael? I know I'm asking a lot, and I understand if you're mad at me for forgetting everything, but I really need your help to make sure that I remember everything that happened to me. Can you stay, at least for a while?”

“I never intended to let you see me again,” he told her. “You have to believe me.”

“I do,” she said, “but this entire situation is crazy and I really need to know why all of this happened. I feel as if a huge part of my life has been ripped away, and I need to know the truth. Can you help me with that?”

She waited for an answer, but a moment later she heard a faint groaning sound coming from the other side of the room. Glancing over her shoulder, she saw that Joe Hicks was starting to stir; trying not to panic, she stepped away from Michael and headed across the room, and she looked down just in time to see that Joe's eyes were slowly opening. Reaching up, he touched the side of his head, immediately wincing as he felt one of the many spots where Michael had made contact.

“We need to get him out of here,” she stammered, turning to Michael. “I don't know how, but -”

In that moment, she saw that the apartment's front door had been left wide open, and that there was no sign of Michael at all. She hesitated for a moment before hurrying over to the doorway and looking out across the parking lot, but already she could tell that he'd taken the opportunity to slip away.

“Michael!” she called out, hoping against hope that he might return. “Come back! You can't just leave like this!”

She waited, but a moment later she heard a long, slow groan emerging from Joe's lips. She turned to see that he was sitting up, and she felt a sliver of dread in her chest as she realized that she might have to start explaining herself. In their brief struggle, Michael and Joe – well, Michael really – had pretty much entirely trashed the apartment, and as Joe turned to her, Lisa realized that she'd never be able to talk her way out of trouble. Not this time.

“Hey,” she said cautiously, “what -”

“What happened?” he asked groggily, trying to get to his feet before slumping back down as if he was a little too dizzy. “Lisa, what am I... I don't quite remember...”

Realizing that she might have struck lucky, she made her way over and took his hand, helping him up and onto the sofa.

“I don't quite remember how I got here,” he murmured, rubbing one side of his head again. “What in the name of all that's holy is going on here?”

“You disturbed an intruder,” she told him.

“I did?” He looked up at her, as a trickle of blood ran down from a cut on his forehead. “Where is he now?”

“He... got away.”

“He did, huh? I guess there's a first time for everything.” He winced again. “I'm sorry, Lisa, I feel like I've let you down. Damn it, I can't believe the bastard gave me the slip. Excuse the language.”

“Let me grab something so I can clean you up,” she replied, feeling relieved as she headed to the bathroom. “I'll be back in a moment.”

“Take your time,” he said, turning to watch as she disappeared along the corridor, then taking a moment to look around the overturned apartment as his eyes narrowed slightly. “An intruder, huh?” he whispered under
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