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Chapter
One

 


 


The day started out as any other day. I woke
up. I showered. I got dressed. Maybe I did take a little bit more
care getting ready, but then, that day was special. It was my
sixteenth birthday. I, Abigail Leigh Staton, Abby to my friends,
had made it. Finally. As of that day, I was officially allowed to
date, one on one, no group date required. Not that I had anyone I
really wanted to date one on one with anyway, but hey, I was
finally allowed to. Oh, and did I mention I was finally sixteen? It
was supposed to be a fabulous day.

 


I bounced down the hallway to the kitchen,
where I could almost always find my mom. She was there, of
course.

 


"Happy birthday, baby," she said. She walked
over and gave me a quick squeeze. I beamed a smile at her and
squeezed her back.

 


"You hungry?" She asked.

 


"Yep." When wasn't I?

 


My mom has always been the mothering type. If
I scraped my knee, I got a kiss and a cookie. If I had a cold, I
got a kiss and ice cream. My mom was the best. She wasn't old and
embarrassing like other moms either. She still looked young and had
a vibrancy about her. She still wore her hair long and down to her
shoulders. We both had the same sun bleached, softly wavy, brown
hair except I wore mine longer, almost down to my waist. When I say
it was pretty hair, I am not being conceited, it just was. The rest
of me was, well, so, so.

 


My mom and I were both blue eyed and stood
about five and a half feet tall. Not short, but I guess not tall
either. I was just average. What I wouldn't have given to have
gorgeous legs that went on for miles, but no, my legs were just
average.

 


My mom had sad eyes, though. Not old eyes,
but sad. Even when she laughed, the happiness never went all the
way up to her eyes. Deep, dark, sad blue eyes. I always wondered
what the cause was, but I never had the guts to ask. Little did I
know I was about to find out. It only took sixteen years.

 


"So, what are your big plans for the day?" my
mom asked.

 


I didn't have so much as big plans, but I did
have plans. Brian, my best friend, who also happened to live next
door, and I were going to see the new horror flick at the theater
in town around four. After that, we were meeting up with a few
friends for pizza then we were going to take it from there.

 


"I'm meeting Brian later; we're catching a
movie and stuff." I was sixteen, I didn't figure I needed to
account for every minute I would be gone anymore.

 


My mom turned and gave me the one raised
eyebrow look.

 


I really tried not to squirm under the weight
of it, but found myself blurting out anyway, "We may meet up with
Jenna and Carter for pizza too."

 


She smirked at me, actually smirked. The mom
look was lethal.

 


We both looked up in surprise at the sound of
the doorbell.

 


"I'll get it," I said, figuring it was for me
anyway. My mom didn't have friends that popped over like I did.
When I opened the door, it was not to a friend or expected face. It
was to a short, greasy haired, annoyed looking delivery guy.
"Abigail Staton?" he asked.

 


"That's me," I said and forced a smile onto
my lips.

 


"Sign," he said, as he shoved a clip-board
and pen at me. I signed my name and handed it back, at the same
time trying to take hold of the package he was holding out to
me.

 


"Thanks," I said, taking my package and
closing the door, not expecting any reply. He was weird. I took my
package back into the kitchen and sat back down.

 


"Who's it from?" My mom asked. She set my
plate of eggs, toast, and sausage down in front of me and picked up
my box.

 


"I don't know. Eww, mom, you know I'm not
eating that thing." I was talking about the sausage. I ate meat
rarely. Oh, I would eat eggs, and drink milk, and I liked honey. I
just didn't eat meat, unless I wanted too. It had nothing to do
with it being animal flesh or anything like that. It sometimes
seemed gross and greasy and well, animally. Bacon was my downfall,
that and pepperoni. If the world didn't have those two things, I
would have been a veggie eater in earnest.

 


My mom simply shrugged a shoulder at me and
said, "Hey, I keep trying. You and your meat thing." She then
returned to inspecting the box.

 


"Here," I said reaching for the box. It was a
simple square, surprisingly heavy box wrapped in plain brown paper.
It had no return address. I figured the best way to find out what
it was, was to, hello, open the box.

 


Inside, underneath packing
peanuts galore, was a simple envelope, which I set aside, and a
tissue wrapped present. I carefully pulled out the gift and gently
unwrapped it to find a gold globe music box. Inside the globe a
little brown-haired girl, wearing a red cloak, knelt down next to a
big black wolf, encircled by a dark forest. It was a scene from the
story of Little Red Riding Hood
and it was beautiful. The details were amazing.
The leaves appeared to be individually made. The girl had big blue
eyes and her expression was not of fear but of affection. The wolf
was huge, shaggy, and not scary like I would have imagined. He
stood almost protectively over the girl.

 


"Oh, it's lovely," I said. I wound up the key
and let the music play. It was a hauntingly lovely tune, soft and
sad. I heard my mother gasp behind me and I turned to look at her.
Her face was pale white, and her eyes were huge. The coffee cup she
was holding was clutched with white-knuckled hands close to her
body.

 


"Do you know this song?" I asked her. I
didn't understand the stark fear, or was it surprise, I saw on her
face.

 


She shook her head slowly back and forth then
turned away. She took a deep breath, placed her cup very gently in
the sink then leaned over it for a moment. When the music ended she
took another breath and turned back to me.

 


"You okay?" I asked her.

 


She nodded her head again and said in a
surprisingly somber tone, "Open the card."

 


I cocked my head at her, as I tired to get a
feel for what was going on. Something was happening. I didn't need
to be psychic to know it either. I could feel it, from the waves of
anxiety coming off of my mom, as well as from the feelings of
confusion I felt from the unknown box I held in my hand.

 


I picked up the plain white
envelope and opened it to a pretty pastel pink card that said,
"To my Daughter, Happy Sweet 16,"
on the cover. On the inside was a simple birthday
greeting, but signed in large masculine handwriting at the bottom,
were the words, Love, Daddy.

 


"Mom?" To say I was confused and upset would
have been the understatement of the year. I didn't have a dad. It
had always been just my mom and me. I had asked once when I was
little why everyone else had a daddy and I didn't. My mom had told
me that I just didn't and I would understand when I was older.

 


Well, I was older and I still didn't
understand. Then there was the gift, granted an expensive gift,
from a man I didn't know I was supposed to know. Oh, and then there
was the question of where the heck had he been all my life. If he
thought that by sending me a gift out of the blue he would make up
for all my life without him, he was wrong.

 


My mom ran a hand down my head, petting me.
That was so not good. She stopped doing that, years ago. She then
turned away from me and walked out of the kitchen.

 


She was mumbling under her breath. All I
could catch was, "Why now? After all this time, why now?"

 


Since I didn't have an answer to that
question, I set the music box down in front of me and ate my
breakfast. After I finished and cleaned up in the kitchen, I took
the box to my room and placed it up on a bookshelf. It really was
lovely.

 


~ * ~

 


"Happy Birthday, Abby dear. Go on up, Brian's
in his room." Mrs. Dean, Brian's mom, never seemed to have a
problem with letting me, a girl, bust in on her son in his room. I
thought it was funny.

 


"Thanks, Mrs. Dean," I replied as I headed
up. I had so much to tell him, and I so wanted his opinion on the
whole dad issue.

 


Brian was primping in the mirror when I
walked into his room. Brian is not your normal guy. His room is
clean. Like freako clean. No dust, no clothes, no clutter. It
seemed so unnatural. Now, Brian himself, he was the tall, dark, and
handsome type. He had dreamy deep blue eyes and shiny short brown
and black hair. His lips were always smiling, and he had straight
white teeth, thanks to two years of braces.

 


Any chic would be lucky to have him. I kept
looking for a girl for him, but he always found something wrong
with each one of them. This one was too giggly, that one too tall,
another one was too blond. Whatever. Since he was almost six foot
four, I didn't understand the tall thing. He said he liked my
height. I wasn't giving up though. I would find him the perfect
girl. I was starting to run out of options though. Geez, was he
ever picky.

 


"So, you will never guess the day I have
already had," I said, flopping down on his perfectly made bed. I
knew this irritated him because it put wrinkles in the comforter
that he would have to fix before we left. It was fun annoying
him.

 


"Can I talk with you first?" he said, coming
over and sitting down on the bed next to me.

 


This should have tipped me off that something
was wrong, all by itself, because of the wrinkle thing, but I just
sat up and said, "Yeah, sure." My story could wait.

 


But then, he did the most unexpected thing.
He grabbed my shoulders, pulled me close and planted a big wet,
sloppy kiss on my open and stunned mouth. I shoved him back, and
said, "Bri, what the..." but he clamped down on my mouth again,
pushing me back down on the bed, his body trying to cover mine.

 


When I felt his tongue try to invade my
mouth, I figured I had had enough, so I threw a punch into his gut
and shoved him off of me. I stood up and towered over him as he lay
gawking at me on the bed.

 


"Are you out of your mind!" I yelled at him.
I swiped a hand over my mouth to wipe away the feel of him. He was
my best friend since we were in diapers. He was the one I told all
my troubles too. He was the one I could always count on for
anything. You don't kiss your friends. You just don't.

 


"Abby, you must know that I love you," he
said, as he slowly came to his feet in front of me, straightening
his shirt.

 


"You can't be serious."

 


He took my cold hand into his and I could see
it in his face, in his eyes, that he was perfectly serious. That
couldn't be. How had I missed that?

 


"No, no," I protested. "You're, you're my
best friend, just like a brother to me. You can't love me, Bri. You
just have to stop it, right now. I mean it."

 


"I can't. I don't want too. I have been
trying to tell you for months, but you seem intent on throwing
other girls at me. You aren't hearing me. Well, now you have to. I
love you, Abby. I'm saying it out loud. Right to your face, so you
can't pretend anymore that you don't know." He pulled me to him and
tried to kiss me again, as if to prove it to me, but I turned my
face away from him.

 


"Cut it out!" I said. I put both my hands
against his chest and pushed him back, hard. His legs came up
against his bed, and I watched as he lost his balance and fell down
onto it with a bounce. I looked into his eyes and his shocked face.
I am sure my expression matched his. I couldn't think of anything
else to say to him so I very calmly walked out of his room.

 


I headed back home, but instead of going in,
I plopped down on the front step. The green outdoor carpet crinkled
as I sat on it. Elbows on my knees, chin in my hand, I brooded
there, unsure of what to do.

 


I felt betrayed and sad. Did I just lose my
best friend? I still felt his hands on my arms and his lips on
mine. Why did he have to go and do that? Why did he have to think
he was in love with me? I felt my eyes begin to burn, but I
swallowed back my tears. There was no use crying. It wouldn't solve
anything.

 


The sun was bright on my face, so I closed my
eyes and simply let the sun's warmth wash over me. When I felt
better, I stood up, took a deep breath, put on a happy, although
fake smile and went inside.

 


"Mom," I yelled into the house.

 


"Yeah," she yelled back from the depths of
the house. I shook my head and headed in her direction, hunting her
down in the laundry room.

 


"No movie?" she asked.

 


"Nah, we had a change in plans." That was
what I would stick with anyway. She would have worried too much if
I told her that Brian and I had a fight and she would have
absolutely freaked out if I had told her what happened. So, a
change in plans was my story.

 



Chapter
Two

 


 


"Well, since you have some time," my mom
said, "I really need to talk with you."

 


I figured sure, why not. My day couldn't get
any worse, right? I followed her up to her bedroom and when she sat
down on the bed, I sat down next to her. That was her favorite
chatting spot. Some people like couches, or tables, but not my mom.
She liked the familiar comfort of her room. We had spent many hours
over the years, sitting on that bed, hashing out some problem or
another.

 


She gracefully folded her hands in her lap
and stared at me.

 


"Ah, Mom?" I said, after a moment. Patience
was not a virtue I possessed. I could only sit there for so
long.

 


"I don't know where to start," she said. Her
hands fluttered up and then fell limply back down into her lap.

 


I shrugged my shoulders then said the
obvious, "Just start at the beginning."

 


She gave a little laugh, shook her head,
pulled my hands into her noticeably cold ones, and held on. "Did I
ever tell you I met your father at the library? Of all the places
in the world, it was in the library that my life changed."

 


I didn't answer her. I didn't think she was
waiting for me to. It was more of a musing than a real question.
Plus I didn't want to interrupt her right then. She never talked
about my father. Never. Since she finally was, I didn't want her to
change her mind.

 


She continued, "I was finishing up my final
paper before I graduated from Business College. He was gorgeous,
Abby. God, he walked in and I swear the world spun before my eyes.
He had black, black hair, and he stood so tall. I felt, not really
short, but childlike before him. I hid in the stacks and watched
him move through the room. It was the way he moved, the way he
watched, that drew me to him. He was graceful and lean. Then our
eyes met, and that was the end of my life, as I knew it. Mom and
Daddy had been gone for several years at that point, and I admit I
jumped into our relationship with both feet and eyes wide open. I
saw him. I wanted him. It was that simple. He always said it was
the same for him. We fell madly and wildly in love."

 


I sat there next to her, afraid to make a
move or a sound. I didn't want her to stop. I thought I knew why
she was finally ready. The music box had set the course in
motion.

 


She gave another snort of laughter then said,
"Love at first sight. I should have known better. Even then, as
young as I was, I should have known better. Who really believes in
love at first sight anyway? We were married within three months. I
was young and for the first time in years, I wasn't alone. Adam was
everything I ever dreamed of."

 


She got up and went over to her jewelry box
and pulled out an old faded yellow envelope. She came back over to
the bed and handed it to me. I noticed that my hands shook as I
opened it and pulled out several photos.

 


They were pictures of my mother, and a man,
my father. Mom was right. He was gorgeous. He had deep dark brown
eyes and long shaggy black hair. I could see the love in their
faces, the real and all consuming kind. They were so totally
focused on each other. To the extent that as I looked at the
photos, I had felt excluded. They looked so very young and so very
much in love; all smiles, glowing, and clingy. "What happened?" I
finally asked.

 


"This is the hard part. This is where it gets
a little hard to understand, a little weird. I need you to listen
and try to understand, okay?"

 


She looked so serious and intent, so I nodded
and said, "I'll try."

 


"We had moved into a lovely little house. I
stayed at home, took care of our home. During the week he went to
work at eight and came home at exactly twenty minutes after five.
Those were the best days of my life. We were in love and we were so
happy."

 


"We had been married only a few months when I
found out I was pregnant. I had gone to the doctor and was sitting
at home excitedly bouncing around the house waiting for him to get
home. It was five thirty and he didn't come. It was six and still
he wasn't home. By nine, when he finally came home, I was frantic.
I had already called the hospital and his office. I thought
something awful had happened to him. So, when he walked through the
door unhurt and whistling, I went from being worried to being
angry.

 


"I marched right up to him and demanded to
know where he had been. Instead of answering me, he grabbed my
shoulders and yanked me to him and then, well he smelled me."

 


I must have made a face at her because she
nodded and said, "Seriously, he ran his face along my neck and down
to my stomach and smelled me."

 


"'Who have you been with?' he yelled at me. I
mean yelled. His voiced echoed off the walls it was so loud. It
scared me to death. You have to understand, Adam had never raised
his voice to me the entire time I had known him. I was suddenly,
inexplicably afraid. I admit it. I was afraid of him that night.
Afraid of what he might do. I tried to pull away from him, but that
caused him to grip my arms tighter. I had bruises on my arms the
next day to show for it."

 


"Anyway, I told him I hadn't been with
anyone, but he didn't or wouldn't believe me. He shook me, hard,
and told me I was a liar and a cheat. Then he threw me to the
floor. In that moment, Abby, I swear I was so frightened. I
remember lying there on the cold, black and white tiled floor,
stunned and shaking wondering who the man was that was standing
over me. It couldn't be my Adam. It couldn't be.

 


"He turned his back on me and I heard him cry
out, a pained, desperate cry. I still hear that sound in my head
sometimes. He told me to leave him. He told me to get out. I should
have listened, but I didn't. I thought he was just angry and upset.
I loved him and I wanted him to believe me that I hadn't been with
anyone, that I would never do that to him. I didn't understand
then. I didn't know."

 


She paused here and looked at me carefully.
"Abby, I know you won't believe me, but I swear as I sat on the
floor trying to figure out what to do, he tore his clothes off and
well, he turned into a wolf."

 


My brain stopped at that word. "A wolf?" I
asked, incredulously.

 


"Yes, a wolf. You know, like a dog. Hairy
and..."

 


"A dog?"

 


"Yes. Why do you keep repeating everything I
say?"

 


"Seriously?" I said. I finally had to laugh.
Why did I keep repeating her? She just told me my father turned
into a werewolf and she didn't understand why I was bit
confused?

 


"I'm not lying," she said. She crossed her
arms over her chest.

 


I said, "I didn't think you were. I think
maybe you didn't see quite what you think you did. When you fell to
the floor, did you hit your head?" I now understood why she never
mentioned my father. She thought he was a werewolf, for Pete's
sake.

 


"Abby, I didn't hit my head. I know what I
saw." She stood up abruptly and began to pace the floor in front of
me.

 


"Okay, fine." I figured I would play along
for a moment. "Let's say he turned into a werewolf. Then what
happened?" I said, turning her attention back on the story. I had
never seen her this upset before. Not even the time I crashed my
bike when I was nine and came home covered in blood.

 


"He wasn't a werewolf," she said indignantly,
"He was just a wolf."

 


I didn't really understand the difference,
but I wasn't going to argue with her right then. "Fine, he turned
into a wolf. Then what happened?"

 


"He walked up, rubbed against me everywhere
he could reach then he lay down on my lap."

 


My first thought was did he walk on two or
four feet, but I didn't think she would appreciate the joke.

 


After a moment, Mom said, "At first I just
sat there, not sure what to do. I thought he would bite me or eat
me, or something, but then when he lay there calm and easy, I began
to relax. I…well, I petted him and ran my hands over his fur and
just sat there with him sprawled out on top of me. He was so soft,
warm, and heavy. He didn't do anything but lie there for a long
time.

 


"After a while, he finally got up, padded
into the dining room, and when he came back, he was simply a man
again. He walked over to where I still sat on the floor, took my
hand, pulled me to my feet, and we went to bed. Neither of us
spoke. I don't think we knew what to say to each other. I know I
didn't know what to say. I was still in shock. That was not how I
pictured the night going. I planned on telling him about being
pregnant and instead, I lay there in our bed, awake that night for
a long time trying to decide what to do. What was best for me and
for you?

 


"I worried about being pregnant with you most
of all. I worried about the fact that he was a wolf. What else he
may have been hiding from me? Was he dangerous? I didn't know if I
could live with it, especially with a small baby on the way. All
these thoughts and questions spiraled and circled my brain.

 


"The next morning he got up. He left for work
like clockwork, and by twenty after five that night, I was gone. I
took what I could fit in my little car, and I ran. I moved right
here and I haven't seen or heard from him since."

 


I sat there a moment quietly thinking over
all she had said and in fact what she hadn't said. "Did you want to
see him again?"

 


She shrugged her shoulders at me and said, "I
thought he would come after us. I thought he loved me enough to
fight for me. When I ran, I was afraid. I admit it, but after time
went on and he never came, I...I missed him."

 


"He was a dog. Why would you want to go back
to that?" I asked.

 


"You have to understand, Abby, love is a very
powerful emotion. I loved him. I wanted him. I needed him."

 


"Then why didn't you go back?"

 


She smiled at me. "I couldn't. Pride is a
terrible thing sometimes. I wasn't going to fight for someone who
wouldn't fight for me."

 


"Wait, you never heard from him again, until
today? Geez, mom, are you still married to him?" That would explain
why she never dated. That would explain why she didn't even look at
other men. That would explain a lot, in fact.

 


"Yes."

 


"Geez." I couldn't seem to say anything else.
Maybe I could have, but I would have gotten in trouble for using
that kind of language.

 


Then a new thought crashed into my brain.
"Wait a sec. If my father is a werewolf...?"

 


"Not a werewolf, just a wolf," my mom said,
interrupting me.

 


"Okay, fine," I said. If her story was true
though, I had to wonder, what did that make me? It was my turn to
pop up off the bed and pace around. What about me? Was I going to
grow hair and fangs and run around trying to bite people? "Oh,
God."

 


It felt as if my life was over. How was I
supposed to finish school if I turned into a wolf every time the
moon was full?

 


Would it hurt to change? It always looked
like it did in the movies. I had seen that werewolf movie where the
guy runs around London eating people. The change was always
accompanied with screaming and pain. Was I going to hunt down my
friends and family and eat them?

 


I didn't know if that was really how it
worked or not, but before I could work myself up into a real freak
fest, my mom said, "I have watched you all your life Abby, and I
have never seen anything wolf-like about of you. I promise. That
worry has always been in the back of my mind, but nothing has ever
come of it. You're fine. Come on, you don't even like meat."

 


I had to admit, thankfully, that she did have
a point there.

 


She gave me a sideways look then said, "How
do you think I felt? There were times that I was worried I was
going to give birth to a puppy. How would I have explained that to
my doctors?" My mom said this with a raise of her eyebrows and a
grin.

 


This threw me for a moment. She was actually
teasing me? At a time like this, she was cracking jokes? "That's
not funny," I said.

 


"Oh, come on. Yes it is."

 


Maybe it was a little funny, but there was no
way in the world I was going to admit it then.

 


"Whatever," I said with a shake of my head.
"So, now what?" I was still holding onto the hope she had only hit
her head that night and didn't real know what she saw.

 


"I don't know, honey. I just thought with
your dad finally getting in contact with us, well, that you should
be prepared. That it was time. You know?"

 


No, I didn't know. In that moment, I felt a
little lost. The day was supposed to be a great day. It was my
sixteenth birthday. My world was supposed to have been great.
Instead, I may have lost my best friend and found out that I not
only had a father, but one who may or may not be a wolf. It was not
a fabulous day after all. In fact, I decided that birthdays kinda
sucked. "No. He may be my father, but he's not my dad."

 


"Abby."

 


I shook my head at
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