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Author’s Foreword 

What is this little booklet you’re holding, or maybe reading on your computer screen? 

That’s a fair question. The short answer is, basically, these are the deleted scenes from my novel 

Shara, just recently republished by Scrybe Press. 

Deleted scenes? 

Yup. You see, I’m what mystery writer Carolyn Wheat calls a “free-pager” when it comes 

to writing. I don’t outline. At least, not much. Instead, I just start writing. The problem with that 

is that sometimes it takes a while for me to get to know my characters. 

The new version of Shara is about 115,000 words. The original version, which came out 

from defunct 3F Publications in 2003, was a little over 107,000 words. Yes, the new one is 

longer … and there are still deleted scenes. The first draft of Shara was about 150,000 words. It 

took me about 100 pages to really get to know Shara Wellington. Most of that was cut, and 

remains cut from the published novel; the longer Scrybe Press edition actually offers some brand 

new material. 

As with the deleted scenes on a DVD, the novel makes sense without them and you 

probably never would have missed them. But sometimes it’s fun to see what got cut, like we’re 

learning some secret about the characters involved. That’s how it is with most of the material 

contained here. You don’t need it to read Shara, but for those of you who have wanted to know 

more about the relationship between Shara and Mark, between Shara and her mother, and Shara 

and her father, this little book is for you. 

And yes, this is also a not-so-subtle promo tool for those of you who haven’t read Shara. I 

hope you’ll read this and get hooked and want to know more. 

When you do, you’ll find that you recognize the last two chapters of this little booklet. At 

one time, these last two chapters were presented in Shara as flashbacks, before being restored to 

their original condition. What is included here are the shorter flashback scenes, revised a little to 

fit the overall tone and theme of the rest of this work. 



Steven E. Wedel 

3 

Now you know what this is. Your next question might be: Who is Cheryl Nazzaro and why 

is she writing an introduction to this silly book? 

I could have asked another published author to do the introduction. Kelley Armstrong was 

kind enough to write a nice piece introducing my werewolf-themed short story collection Call to 

the Hunt. Gord Rollo wrote a very interesting introduction for the new edition of Shara. But, 

because this little booklet is for the fans, I decided the introduction should come from a fan. 

Cheryl is the kind of fan every writer hopes to have. She found my work when Kelley 

Armstrong featured Shara in her online book club and was kind enough to contact me and tell 

me how much she enjoyed it. Since then we’ve become good friends, to the point she’s actually 

helped shape the course of The Werewolf Saga. 

Who better to write an introduction to this little story about Shara’s early life? I thought 

Cheryl was the perfect choice, and I’m very happy with what she had to say. 

So, without further author intrusion, I give you Cheryl Nazzaro, followed by some events 

from Shara’s pre-werewolf life. I hope you enjoy the ride and come back for more. 

-- Steven E. Wedel 

July 30, 2005 

Moore, Oklahoma
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Growing Up 

An Introduction 

By 

Cheryl Nazzaro 

 

The myth of the werewolf has both fascinated and horrified people for generations. Dark 

stories of creatures cursed to roam the night. Hated and feared by mankind. A creature that by 

day was human  Although the myths varied from a human capable of shape shifting into wolf, to 

a beast that was half-human and half-wolf, one thing remained constant: This beast was a 

mindless killer out for bloodlust. 

 Eventually, with authors like Steven E. Wedel, the way we viewed the werewolf 

changed. The werewolf took center stage, emerging from the shadows not as that hated and 

feared beast, but as a hero, a being that possesses a powerful secret, unimagined strength, 

cunning and intelligence.  For who among us would deny that deep within us all, we hold that 

dark, unleashed desire to become something more? More than human.   

Mr. Wedel is one of those few authors with the ability to capture the very essence of 

human nature and breathe that life into each of his characters. His words will weave a spell of 

their own. Rich in emotion and vivid in detail, allowing you to “see and feel” the world he 

created, and a cast of characters we can believe in. Characters we can find within some part of 

ourselves.  

Taking a fresh approach at the werewolf myth, Mr. Wedel has created his own unique 

blend of myth, fiction and history. As the history of the Pack unfolds, we become acquainted 

with a cast of characters chosen from all walks of life, and spanning different periods in time. 

Characters that are enriched with a wide range of personalities, from strong and deadly, to 

cunning and sexy, enhanced with their own sense of justice, morals and loyalty. 
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A page-turning epic, packed with a punch, where nightmares are realized and dreams are 

born, The Werewolf Saga has it all. These stories are filled with magic, mystery, violence, love 

and deception. Crossing over the boundaries of just another horror novel to appeal to a wider 

range of readers. But, don’t let this fool you. These werewolves will strike and kill without 

hesitating when they need to protect themselves, those they love, the legend they believe in, and 

the Pack. 

Just ask Shara, who grew up to be Mother of the Pack. 

Growing up. It’s something we all have to do. A path we all must walk. A time of magic 

and memories. A time when the events of our lives, no matter how big or small, sets the design 

for who and what we become. A time when that path can take many twists and turns and we are 

left open to what fate has dealt us. How many of us, touched by that hand of fate, face the world 

every day, whispering in the deep recesses of our mind, “This is not who I am, this is not who I 

was meant to be?” 

For one young girl traveling this path, Shara Wellington, growing up had harsh lessons. 

Shara, whose whispers into the night are answered. 

Josef Ulrik, who looked deep into her soul and saw the person she was meant to be. 

Will your whispers be heard? 

Will you leave the path, 

And dance with me  

In the forest? 

As a long-time fan of The Werewolf Saga, I have been intrigued by what past events 

might have occurred in Shara’s life that molded her into that shy, reserved, self-conscience 

young woman we first meet. A young woman, disillusioned by what life dealt her. Losing herself 

a little at a time until she lacked the courage to show the world who she truly was. 

When Heroes Fail contains all the deleted scenes from the original novel Shara. It 

provides us a more complete understanding of this young girl, allowing us an intimate look into 

the painful and sometimes heartbreaking secrets she hid so well. So, for all you old fans, and all 

you new fans, prepare yourselves. All these questions are about to be answered as we discover, 

together, the secrets of Shara’s past.  
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Chapter 1 

 

Shara Wellington watched her mother walk into the bank building in downtown Enid, 

Oklahoma. Her slender, pale hand reached slowly forward and flicked on the car radio as the 

bank door closed behind her mother. The latest Journey ballad was playing, filling the car with 

Steve Perry’s voice and making Shara smile over thoughts of the lead singer’s tight jeans and 

Nike shoes. 

Shara, nearly sixteen, sang quietly with the music until another car – a rusty, laboring 

hulk of machinery emitting blue smoke – shuttered to a halt in front of the bank. Two men 

dressed in black jumped out of the car and ran into the building, leaving another at the wheel of 

the clattering Oldsmobile. One of the men who went into the bank wore a denim jacket over his 

black sweatshirt. On the back of the jacket a large patch in the shape of a wolf’s head stared out 

with blazing eyes, fangs bared. 

“Mom!” Shara screamed.  

She reached to open the passenger door, then stopped. I’d be too late. I’d just be going 

into the problem. She took her hand off the door handle and looked at the smoking car in front of 

her. 

“The tag number!” She opened the glove compartment and pawed through maps and 

maintenance receipts until she found a small notepad and pencil stub. While she strained to copy 

down the letters and numbers on the Oklahoma license plate, the two men came running out of 

the bank, clutching guns and cloth sacks. The one with the wolf patch on his jacket looked right 

at her. Shara saw his eyes move from her face to the paper and pencil she held on the dashboard. 

He aimed his gun and pulled the trigger. 

Shara realized what was happening an instant before the man fired. She dropped to the 

floorboard of the car. The shot seemed deafening. Glass shattered and rained down on Shara, 
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cutting her, falling around her like sleet. Blood dripped from her head and speckled the shards of 

glass with bright crimson. She fainted. 

* * * 

Her eyes fluttered and opened. Shara found herself looking at the sky. Sirens were blaring 

all around her and the air was filled with blue and red flashing lights. 

“Shara! Shara, are you okay?” It was a familiar voice. It was her mother’s voice. Shara 

nodded, unsure where the voice was coming from. 

A large, round, black face filled with white teeth loomed over her. The mouth opened and 

meaningless words fell out. Shara knew the face belonged with the ambulance beneath one set of 

the rotating lights; the paramedic wore a green hospital shirt. Shara was on a gurney. The man 

pulled a sheet up to her chin. For a moment Shara thought he would cover her face. 

Then I would be dead. 

The toothy black man got another man to help him and they loaded her into the back of 

the ambulance. 

“Mom?” Shara asked. 

“I’ll be there,” Sue Wellington promised. “I have to talk to the police. Your father is 

coming, then we’ll be at the hospital.” 

“Don’t leave me,” Shara begged. 

“It’ll be all right,” the paramedic assured her. The ambulance doors closed and the 

vehicle slid into motion. 

Her head hurt and itched. Shara could see bits of white gauze straggling near her right 

eyebrow. 

They’ll shave my head and everyone will point at me and laugh. 

She closed her eyes and cried quietly. 
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Chapter 2 

 

Don Wellington sat in an uncomfortable chair and watched his daughter sleep. The smell 

of the hospital filled his nostrils and made him fidget. Shara, her head bandaged, stirred restlessly 

in the bed, slowly coming out of a drug-induced sleep. She pushed the blanket away. The green 

hospital gown was pulled tight over her chest. 

When did she grow breasts? 

He looked away from the pert mounds revealed by the strained cloth and saw that her 

eyes were open. He glanced down, knowing he’d been caught. She pulled the blanket up to cover 

herself. 

“Are you okay?” he asked. 

“Did they shave my head?” 

“Only in spots. For the stitches,” he answered. “Are you okay?” 

“Yes. I was scared,” she said. “Where’s Mom?” 

“I know, Shara, I know,” Don said. “I would have been scared, too. You were brave, 

though.” He felt a lump in his throat and quickly raised a hand to his face, covering his closed 

eyes as a vision of his little girl lying in a coffin swam to his mind. He discreetly pushed the tears 

away with the hand covering his face. 

Something dropped into his lap, and Don realized for the first time his daughter had left 

the bed. She sat on his lap and buried her face in his shoulder. He reached up to comfort her, his 

hand touching her bare back through the opening of her hospital gown. He jerked away as if 

burned and she raised her head. Dan couldn’t help but notice the fabric pulling tight over her 

breasts again. 

She’s not my little girl anymore. She’s become a woman. 

He pushed her off his lap. 
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“You’re too big for that, Shara,” he said. His heart melted as her face puckered. He was 

sure she would cry, but she held her tears, slipped off his lap and hurried to the bathroom, 

closing the door behind her. 

That was a stupid thing to do to her. She’ll always be my little girl. 

He went to the bathroom door and listened for a moment. Shara was crying quietly. 

“Shara? Shara, I’m sorry,” he said. “You’re just … I’m sorry. Are you okay?” 

No answer. 

“I’m going to go to the vending machine and get you a Dr Pepper,” he said. “Do you 

want anything else?” She didn’t answer, so he quietly left the room and went down the hall. 

When he returned he found his wife in the hospital room. The bathroom door was still shut and 

Shara’s bed was empty. 

“What did you say to her?” Sue demanded. 

“Nothing,” Don answered, then his shoulders slumped. He sat on the foot of the bed, put 

the can of soda on a table and faced his wife. “I pushed her off my lap. Told her she was too big 

for that. I – I hadn’t realized how … how grown up she is. She’s not a little girl.” 

“You couldn’t have picked some other time to realize that?” Sue asked. “I’m surprised at 

you, Don.” 

“I didn’t mean to hurt her feelings. It was stupid of me.” 

“Well, she’ll get over it,” Sue said. 

Don only grunted. “I let her down,” he said. He covered his own eyes again and 

remembered a little brunette with her hair in doggy-ears running toward him in a park. His 

fingers soon became wet and he blamed the moisture leaking from his eyes on the sickening 

smell of the hospital. 



When Heroes Fail 

10 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3 

 

Dorothy was right. There’s no place like home. 

Shara looked into a mirror and raised a hand to her hair. Her face was a patchwork of tiny 

bandages; the doctor promised her none of the cuts would leave scars. But her hair … The 

emergency room attendants had shaved her to the scalp in several places to remove the broken 

glass. 

I can’t go to school looking like this. 

The doorbell rang. Shara ran downstairs in time to see her mother close the door. She was 

holding a vase of pink roses. 

“Ohhh, Shara,” Sue sang, “This card’s addressed to you in a boy’s handwriting, or I’m a 

toad.” 

Shara took the flowers in trembling hands. She sniffed the delicate blossoms quickly, 

shyly lest her mother suspect her joy, and tore open the card. She smiled at the familiar 

penmanship and turned so her mother couldn’t read the note. 

 

Shara, I’m sorry I couldn’t get these to you in the hospital. See you soon. 

--Mark 

 

“Well, come on, who are they from?” Sue prompted. 

“Just a boy at school,” Shara answered. She ran up the stairs and put the roses on her 

dresser, where the morning sun would shine on them. Alone, hidden, she drew a deep breath of 

the sweet fragrance, then hurried back to her mother. They left the house for the drive to the hair 

salon downtown. 

“Is this boy anyone special?” Sue nagged. 

“No,” Shara said, then, more slowly, “I don’t know.” 
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“Does he drive yet?” 

“No, his birthday is a month before mine.” 

Sheena Easton’s “Morning Train” came on the radio. Sue said, “I like this song.” She 

hummed along until the chorus, then sang softly. Embarrassed that passing cars would see her 

mother singing, Shara turned her face to the passenger window. “If you want to invite him to a 

movie or something, I’d drive you to the mall.” 

“What?” Shara asked. 

“Your boyfriend. I’ll take you to a movie if you want.” 

“Girls aren’t supposed to ask boys out.” 

“Oh Shara, this is the Eighties,” Sue laughed. “A woman can ask a man out. Sometimes 

you have to just to get the ball rolling.” They drove in silence for a while. “Has he asked you 

out?” 

“Well ...” Shara fiddled with her hands in her lap. “I guess so.” 

“Couldn’t you tell if he was or wasn’t?” 

“He did, but I told him I didn’t think I could.” 

“Why did you tell him that? You didn’t think your father would let you?” 

“Daddy said I couldn’t date until I’m sixteen. At least.” 

“I’ll take care of your father. You gotta lighten up, kiddo, have some fun. Take it from an 

old lady, you’re only young once. You’ve got to get the best man you can because if you wait 

too long, all the good ones will be gone.” 

“It’s not like he’s asking to marry me,” Shara said. 

“Maybe not yet, but play your cards right, and he will eventually. What does he want to 

do with his life?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“You need to find out. You don’t want to help put him through college without having a 

goal in mind for his graduation.” 

“His graduation? I’m just worried about mine.” 

“Oh yeah, the veterinarian thing. Well, marry a rich man, or a man who will get rich, and 

you won’t have to worry about that.” 

“Mom, I want to be a veterinarian.” 

“Well, we’ll see how you feel when the time comes.” 
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Shara groaned and gritted her teeth to keep from saying more. They arrived at their 

destination. Shara noted that the salon was just around the corner from the bank; she looked 

around carefully for men in denim jackets with wolf patches on the back before getting out of the 

car. She hurried into the salon and stood just inside the doorway, impatiently motioning for Sue 

to hurry up. 

Shara chose a hairstyle from a book and had to tell the story of the bank robbery three 

times before the stylist was finished. 

“You look good,” Sue said as they left the salon. 

Shara gently touched her hair. The layered cut and body wave had covered the shaved 

places and given her hair a fuller, more bouncy look. 

“What does my maybe-future-son-in-law look like?” Sue asked over lunch. 

Shara sighed, but reached into her small red purse and fished out a school picture. “We 

haven’t even had a date,” she reminded as she pushed the photo across the table. 

“How did you two get together?” 

“We haven’t ‘gotten together,’” Shara answered gruffly. 

“You should call him tonight and thank him for the roses.” 

“Yes, Mother. I’ll call him from work.” 

“Work? You plan to go to work tonight?” 

“I need the money if I’m going to have enough for a down payment by my birthday.” 

“The car again.” Sue shook her head. “If this boy’s birthday is before yours, you can just 

have him drive you. You won’t even need a license.” 

“I’m getting my license,” Shara said. “I’m not depending on any boy to drive me around 

when I can do it myself. You don’t wait for Daddy to take you everywhere.” 

“But I’m already married. I have to drive to get groceries and run errands. Where will 

you drive? To school and work. I can take you there. I don’t mind. Or your boyfriend can do it 

when he gets his license.” 

“Even if I can only drive to the quick shop, I want my own car.” Shara wound the strap of 

her purse in her hand as her frustration mounted. 

“You have to make sure a man is willing to do these things for you, Shara. Even if you’d 

rather do them yourself,” Sue argued. 
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“I’m not talking about this anymore. Daddy won’t let me date, and you don’t want me to 

drive. It’s not fair.” 

“Watch yourself, Shara Elaine. Don’t sass me, young lady. I can still ground you. You 

not only won’t date, you won’t leave your room for a week.” 

“One minute you’re telling me to get married and then you’re threatening to ground me. 

Why can’t you – ” 

“That’s enough!” Sue ended the conversation. 
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Chapter 4 

 

Shara sat in a chair in the insurance office where she worked. She was alone. Outside, 

rain pounded the picture windows of the office, breaking and distorting the colored illumination 

of downtown stop lights. Shara stared at a telephone, her heart telling her to pick it up and make 

the call, but some other part of her resisted. 

Her father had gotten her the job cleaning the insurance office. She hadn’t wanted the 

job; she had wanted to work at the local video arcade, but her father thought the cleaning job 

would be better for her. She’d had no choice. 

Shara picked up the phone and blindly pushed the buttons of a number she had 

memorized long ago, but never used until now. A female voice answered, and for a moment 

Shara’s heart sank, then she remembered Mark had a sister. 

“Is M-Mark there,” Shara stammered. The sister yelled for her brother, then Mark was on 

the line. 

“Hello?” 

Shara moved her mouth, but no words came out. She pushed the phone receiver away 

from her head and almost hung it up, then hesitated. 

“Hello?” Mark called again. 

Shara put the handset back to her head. “H-hello,” she said. 

“Shara?” 

“How did you know?” 

“It is you,” he said, and he sounded pleased. “I guess I was just hoping. Did you get the 

flowers?” 

“Yes. Thank you,” she said, then added, “They’re beautiful.” 

“Like you.” His voice cracked as he said it. Shara smiled. 

“Thanks,” she said. 
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“Would … umm … would you want to go to a movie with me?” he asked. “My dad said 

he’d drive us.” 

“Yeah. That would be fun,” Shara said. She felt her face turning scarlet and was glad he 

couldn’t see her blushing. 

They talked quietly, shyly, about school and the shooting incident that had sent Shara to 

the hospital. 

“I’m at work,” Shara said. “I guess I should go. I have to finish cleaning the offices.” 

“Okay. You’ll be at school tomorrow?” Mark asked. 

“Yeah. I’ll be there.” Suddenly going back after the robbery and haircut didn’t seem so 

bad. 

“I’ll see you there, then,” Mark said. 

Shara hung up and resumed her cleaning duties. While she was dusting she found a 

battered romance novel on the receptionist’s desk. When she finished cleaning, she read until the 

headlights of her mother’s car blurred on the wet glass of the office window. She threw the book 

back onto the desk and ran outside, wondering if she was about to embark on a real romance of 

her own. 



When Heroes Fail 

16 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 5 

 

The teenagers sat mutely in the back seat of the Dixon family car. Mark’s father, a 

mechanic with black grease under his fingernails, drove quietly, stealing glances at the couple in 

his rear view mirror. They arrived at the shopping mall and the teenagers left the car and the 

oppressive quiet. 

At a table in the food court, Mark and Shara ate fast food and talked about the cars they 

would like to own when they were old enough to get their driver’s licenses. 

“I want a Mustang,” Shara said. “I want a convertible, but I doubt I could afford that. I’m 

saving, though.” 

“The new body styles are cool,” Mark agreed. “I want a Trans Am. About a ’78 model.” 

“Like in ‘Smokey and the Bandit’?” 

“Yeah,” Mark said. 

Another boy approached the table, a wicked grin on his face. “Hey, Markety Mark, how’s 

it hanging, boy?” The new boy slapped Mark on the back. The movement caused his mousy hair 

to fall over his eyes. He pushed it away. “Are you actually on a date? With a girl?” 

“That’s right, Duane,” Mark said. “What’s the matter, did your hand turn you down 

tonight?” 

“Hey, man, that’s low.” The intruder turned to Shara. “Hi, Shara. What are you doing out 

with this bum when you could be with me?” 

“Why don’t you run along?” Mark suggested. “I hear they’re lighting farts in the 

bathroom. You should be good at that.” 

“Oh! Man. I’m hurt by your sarcasm and your subtle but effective attempt to get me to 

leave so you can strike out with a babe that’s way out of your league,” Duane said. He held his 

hands before him and backed away. “Fine. Fine. I’ll go. Shara, when you need a real man, you 

know where to find me.” He turned and left, quickly disappearing into a sea of teens. 
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“What a jerk,” Shara said. 

“Oh, he’s not so bad. We’ve been friends since fourth grade,” Mark said. 

They finished their food, then stepped down from the food court into Enid’s only 

multiplex, featuring an incredible five screens. They watched an action movie that Shara thought 

was nothing more than a completely unbelievable sequence of events, senseless explosions and 

dumb one-liners. But she pretended to enjoy it because Mark obviously liked it. 

At some point in the film, Mark shyly took her hand in his. Shara blushed in the darkness, 

but did not withdraw her hand. 

The film ended. Shara and Mark left the theater. He made no move to release her hand, 

and Shara didn’t pull it away. Mark stopped in the lobby of the multiplex. 

“Before we get back in my dad’s car, I just wanted to ask you if, you know, maybe you’d 

go out with me again,” he said. 

“Sure. It was fun,” Shara said. 

“Great. I’ll call you tomorrow.” 

Mark’s father drove them home. Mark did not attempt to kiss her good-bye when they 

arrived at her house; Shara was not sure how she felt about that. She believed he should have at 

least tried, and she should have resisted, since it was their first date. 

He’s a nice boy. Almost as shy as I am most of the time. 

She went inside her house and found her parents sitting on the couch, waiting for her. 

“Well, how was it?” Sue asked. “Did he kiss you?” 
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Chapter 6 

 

“Fuck! Shit!” 

Mark looked around the opened hood of the Pontiac Grand Prix and saw Duane squatted 

by the quarter panel, squeezing his left thumb in his right hand. A pneumatic sander lay on the 

floor beside Duane. Mark grinned and ducked back behind the hood. “You ain’t supposed to 

sand your fingers,” he called. 

“Fuck you.” 

“When are you gonna put that Holly four barrel on this piece of shit?” Mark asked. 

“When are you gonna put the beef to Shara?” 

“Do we have to talk about that again?” Mark pulled a spark plug from the engine and 

checked the gap. 

“What the hell are you doing?” 

“You don’t know jack shit about car engines.” Mark adjusted the spark plug and put it 

back. “You’ve got to have those gapped right or it won’t spark right. Bad performance.” 

“At least I’m getting some performance,” Duane said. Mark tried to ignore him, but his 

friend continued. “You know, I took Marla out the other night.” 

“Who hasn’t?” 

“You. And she wants you, man. She told me so. It made me mad at first. I mean, I was 

paying for the dinner and movie, and she kept asking about you. I fucked her, though, and then 

told her you were pussy-whipped by Shara.” 

“I’m not pussy-whipped.” 

“No. I guess not.” Duane laughed. “You have to get some pussy before you can be 

whipped.” 

“Fuck you.” 

“It’d be your first.” 
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“You’re gonna piss me off.” Mark put his ratchet aside and faced his friend. 

“Oh, come on, I’m just ragging on ya.” Duane punched his arm and Mark glared at him 

for a moment. “Seriously, what’s with her? Is she frigid?” 

“No. We do other stuff.” 

“Man, how long can you settle for getting jerked off? I mean, you’ve got a finger in her 

cunt and she’s pulling your taffy. Just do her. Hell, if she’ll do all that other stuff, she wants it. 

She may not know she wants it, but she does.” 

“You think so?” 

“Why else would she do that other shit?” 

“She thinks sex is sacred, or something.” Mark returned to the spark plugs so he wouldn’t 

have to face his friend while he spoke. “I don’t know. She has this – sort of fantasy image of it. 

Like knights in armor and damsels. She thinks the knight should marry her, carry her off to a 

castle somewhere and make wild but gentle love to her on a bed of fresh rose petals. God knows 

I’ve given her enough roses to make a bed.” 

“Wow. She said that shit?” 

“Most of it.” 

“What a bitch. She expects you to marry her?” 

“After college.” 

“College? You’re going to college? You never told me that shit. What about our plans to 

open a shop? Remember? I’ll do body work and you’ll do engines?” 

“She thinks I should go. Had me fill out all this paperwork for grants and scholarships. I 

don’t want to go. We’ll do the garage.” 

“Dump the bitch. Fuck Marla. Get some experience, then find a good woman,” Duane 

urged. 

“I don’t know.” Mark hesitated on the last plug. “I mean, I’ve been going with Shara for 

about two years. I can’t just dump her.” 

“That’s a big investment, all right. But no return. Unless you’re in love. And I’ll tell ya, 

man, you’re way too young for that shit. You’ve got your whole life, and a variety of pussy, 

ahead of you. Don’t be falling in love with the first one you get your finger in.” 
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“I don’t know,” Mark said. “She’s so bossy sometimes. And there is the sex. Or, the lack 

of it. We’ve had a lot of fights over it. And her dad ... I get the feeling he’d kill me if he knew I’d 

touched her.” 

“Then do Marla on the side. Marla won’t care. You know, I heard she’s even bi.” 

“No shit?” 

“Maybe you should have Marla jump in the car next time you and Shara are out on a dirt 

road,” Duane laughed. “She could teach you both how to fuck.” 

“You’re a cold motherfucker.” 

“Prom’s coming up,” Duane reminded. “Maybe you could be the prince then. Take her to 

a motel room. Some booze. Music. Maybe a new nightie. Soften her up, booze her up, wet her 

up, and slide into home plate.” He slid the palm of one hand over the other to show what he 

meant. 

“I thought about trying something like that,” Mark admitted. “She doesn’t drink.” 

“Damn! What does she do? Other than give what must be some hellacious hand-jobs?” 

Duane stopped for a moment. “Champagne. Surely she’ll drink champagne. Tell her it’s a 

celebration.” 

“Celebrating what?” 

“That you’re getting her pussy, you dork. Do I have to write you a script? Make 

something up. You didn’t take her to the prom last year, did you?” 

“No. I had to work so the seniors could go.” 

“There. Tell her you’re celebrating your first prom together. Women love that 

sentimental horse-shit.” 

“Maybe.” 

“I don’t know why you’ve stayed with her this long,” Duane said. “I mean, shit, she acts 

so shy, but you say she’s a bossy bitch. And she won’t put out. I’da dumped her ass a long time 

ago.” 

“I didn’t say she was a bitch,” Mark argued. 

“You said she was bossy.” 

“I didn’t say she was a bitch, though.” 

“Whatever. You gonna do it?” 

“I don’t know.” 
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“Everyone gets laid on prom night,” Duane insisted. “If you don’t tell me you’ll do it, I’ll 

tell everyone you’re still a fucking virgin. Those stories you tell are bullshit and I know it. If I 

tell everyone you’re a virgin, you’ll get so embarrassed they’ll know it’s the fucking truth.” 

“You wouldn’t.” 

“Maybe I’ll tell Marla first. Or Woody. You know Woody’d tell everybody. He told his 

whole fucking homeroom how I said Missy’s pussy smelled like a sewer. Damn, she got pissed.” 

“I’ll do it. Champagne, motel, the works.” Mark did not face his friend as he said it. 

“I’ll know if you lie to me.” 

“No, you’re right. It’s time she put out or got out.” Mark thought he even felt the 

conviction of his words. “Hell, and I ain’t going to college, either.” 

“Don’t tell her that till after you bang her,” his friend warned. 

“I won’t. Two years. She needs to show she cares about our relationship.” 

“You are pussy-whipped. Screw the relationship thing. You just wanna get laid before 

you graduate fucking high school.” 

“That too.” 

“Go to Bob’s Corner and get me a cherry Coke,” Duane said. “Giving ree-lation-ship 

advice makes me thirsty. I’ll have that panel sanded down before you get back. I got half a bottle 

of Jack Black stuck up in the attic. We can mix it with our Cokes.” 

Mark left the garage and got into his car, the Trans Am Shara hated. Why can’t she like 

it? I don’t really care more about it than about her, no matter what she says. He turned the key 

and the engine roared to life. The Trans Am vibrated all around him, bristling with power, like a 

rabid race horse. He gunned the engine, dropped the gear shift into drive and burned some rubber 

off his new tires as he left Duane’s curb. 

“Hell, yeah!” he shouted out the open window. “Put out, or get out, baby. I could be 

doing Marla. And I saw the way those cheerleaders were looking my car over. Maybe they’d be 

willing to stretch out in the back seat.” 

Prom night. I’ll play the part of the prince, and if Shara won’t do more than a hand-job, 

this prince will ride his horny stallion to some other castle where the maidens aren’t so bossy. 
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Chapter 7 

 

Shara adjusted the thin straps of her pink gown and looked mournfully at her chest, 

wishing the bodice of the dress was better filled. 

Prom night. Graduation in two weeks. She would be finished with high school. There 

would be no more conversations like the one she had found herself in a week earlier. 

The other three girls involved were Paige Harper, Sandra Look, and Marla “Do Her” 

Daly. The conversation was about sex. Every conversation with Marla was about sex. 

“So, Shara, Mark must be a real tiger in bed,” Marla said. 

Shara admitted she and her boyfriend hadn’t had sex. They laughed at her. She defended 

her virginity. The laughed louder. Shara ran from them, shamed, angry, cursing herself for giving 

voice to her secrets. 

She brushed her hair, staring at the mirror without really seeing her reflection. “There’s 

nothing wrong with being a virgin until you’re married,” she said. 

Her date arrived. Shara could hear Mark’s car coming from several blocks away; the car 

that had become oh so important to her boyfriend. The doorbell rang. She hurried downstairs. 

Pictures. Her parents stood them before the fireplace and snapped flash after flash of 

Shara and her date. Mark wore a white tuxedo with a red bow tie. His eyes shown like blue 

diamonds.  

He really is handsome. How did I get lucky enough to get a guy so good looking who’s 

willing to wait until I’m ready to have sex? 

Another camera flash blinded her. Shara glared angrily at her parents. 

“What time will you have her home?” Don asked. 

Mark responded with a time two hours later than the end of the dance. Shara turned her 

glare to him. Sue chastised Don for being over-protective. 

“Shara’s in good hands,” Sue said. “You know Mark’s a good boy.” 
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She wants him for a son-in-law. Shara found she couldn’t look at her mother. At times it 

seemed like she liked Mark better than her own daughter, Shara thought. In her bedroom 

trashcan there were two unopened condom packages her mother had given her along with the 

advice, Sometimes you have to let a man sample the wine to entice him to buy the bottle. 

“We have to go,” Shara said. She grabbed Mark by the arm and pulled him toward the 

door. 

In the car, Shara confronted Mark about the time he said he’d have her home. “That’s two 

hours after the prom’s over,” she said. “I am not going parking in this dress.” 

“I know,” Mark said, not taking his eyes off the road to look at her. “Don’t worry about 

it.” 

They arrived at the school. Mark failed to open the car door for her. Again. He used to be 

such a gentleman. At the door of the gymnasium he paused to talk to his friends about 

improvements he had made to his car. Shara shrugged away from him and went inside. A record 

she hated was blaring from the disc jockey’s table. Mark caught her and joked with her about 

being mad. 

“I just didn’t want to hear your car stories anymore,” she said. “I hear enough about that 

car.” 

“Not the car thing again, Shara. Come on. I’m sorry your dad made you buy that 

Plymouth Laser instead of a Mustang, but that’s no reason to keep trashing my car.” 

“Whatever. Let’s sit down,” she said. 

“Sit down? We’re supposed to dance.” 

“I told you, I’m only dancing the slow ones. The good slow ones. Not any of that New 

Wave stuff.” 

“Shit, Shara, aren’t you going to lighten up and have any fun?” Mark asked, but kept his 

voice low so she didn’t hear him over the Men at Work song. 

“What did you say?” she asked. 

“There’s a couple of chairs together over there.” He pointed to a pair of folding chairs 

near the wall of the gym. 

“Yeah, that’s not what you said.” Shara went to the chairs and sat down in one of them, 

Mark following close behind and taking the chair next to her. 
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They danced together only three times. Mark urged her to dance fast songs with him, but 

she refused. She knew people would look at her, point at her, laugh at her, just like they did the 

first day of first grade when she didn’t get to the bathroom in time. 

The slut, Marla Daly, sidled up to the chairs where Shara sat with Mark. Shara sensed 

Mark suddenly perking up. The slut wore a dress cut low at the neck and high in the skirt. Her 

breasts swayed as she walked. She asked why they weren’t dancing. 

“Shara only wants to dance the slow songs,” Mark said. “The good slow songs.” 

“That’s crazy,” Marla said. “Come on. I’ll dance with you.” She grabbed Mark by the 

arms and pulled him onto the dance floor. 

Shara remained seated, her face expressionless, cold, as if it were stone. She watched her 

boyfriend and the slut gyrate together. Finally she could take no more and went to the restroom. 

The stone of her face cracked and water spilled from her eyes behind the closed metal door of a 

stall. 



Steven E. Wedel 

25 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 8 

 

The Trans Am stopped in front of a low, faded green building with many orange doors. 

Each door had a brass number. The garishly lighted sign near the street said a room in the 

Racetrack Motel cost $19.95. Weekly rental was available. 

Shara remembered Mark had said he would have her home two hours after the prom was 

finished. She chewed her lip and stared straight ahead at the number 8 on the door in front of 

them. 

“Why are we here?” she asked. 

“I thought it would be good for us to be alone for a while,” Mark said. 

“To do what?”  

“Come on, Shara. We’ve been together almost two years and I haven’t gotten more than a 

handjob from you. Don’t you think it’s time for more? Don’t you want to show me you really 

love me?”  

“If you really loved me, you wouldn’t be pushing me to do this.” 

“Come on. Just come inside with me. I have champagne and flowers, and I bought you 

something. Just come inside.”  

Shara thought about it. She’d never tasted champagne. She thought she might like it. 

Besides, she’d had this conversation with Mark before. In the end, he always accepted her 

refusal. Like her mother had said, Mark was a good boy.  

“I’ll come in, but that’s all.”  
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The room was dim, musty, lewd. The white walls bore yellow stains. The orange 

bedspread was threadbare. Non-descript prints hung listlessly on the walls. Mark led Shara to the 

bed and sat her down while he poured champagne into plastic cups. 

She drank. The bubbles tickled her nose and throat. Her mouth was dry. She drank more. 

Mark offered her a box wrapped in purple paper. She tore the wrapping away and took a garment 

of black lace from the box. 

“What is this?” she asked.  

“I just want to see you in it,” Mark said. “I think the black lace will really look good 

against your smooth white skin.”  

“You’re such a suck up,” Shara said. She felt lightheaded and knew she’s already had too 

much champagne. She was surprised at how quickly it worked on her. 

“Will you just try it on for me? Then you can take it right back off.” 

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Me taking it off.” 

He grinned. “Well, that’s not what I meant, but yeah, I’d like that. A lot.”  

“No.”  

“Oh, just try it on. Just let me look at you in it. Please?” 

“I don’t know,” Shara said. She took another drink and Mark refilled her cup. She began 

to feel disoriented and started to giggle at Mark’s pleading. She gave in and went to the 

bathroom, where she draped her prom gown over the shower curtain rail and put on the negligee. 

He gasped when she came out of the bathroom. He complimented her. He came forward 

and touched her naked shoulders. His touch was strong, gentle. He embraced her. His hands 

cupped her buttocks and then her breasts. She protested, but weakly. Her head ached, her knees 

were weak. She pulled away and sat on the bed. He sat beside her, held her, comforted her, 

untied the bows that held the lace over her breasts. 

Shara wanted to lie down. He helped her. She argued when he began pulling the lace over 

her hips, but she could not coordinate her hands to stop him. 

“Don’t do this, Mark. I don’t feel good.” 
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“You feel great to me,” he said. 

“I said no, Mark. No.” She feebly slapped at his hands. 

“Dammit, Shara.” His voice was angry. “Do you want to be the only virgin at graduation? 

No one does that anymore. It’s natural to do it on prom night.” 

Sometimes you have to let a man sample the wine to get him to buy the bottle. 

Then Mark was naked. He loomed over her, stabbing at her pelvis with his swollen 

manhood. 

Shara recognized what was happening, but it was too late. He found what he was looking 

for. She gasped, the effects of the alcohol destroyed in a burst of pain that set her nerves on fire. 

She clenched her teeth to hold the scream. 

He was like a dog. An animal with no feeling. He pushed and pushed and pushed until his 

face became rigid and his buttocks tightened. He relaxed, rolled away, and apologized. 

“I hate you.” She said it again. “I hate you.” 

She left him on the bed and went to the shower. The blood of her destroyed virginity had 

grown cold on her thighs. Hot water would not wash away the pain and hatred she felt. Shara 

dressed and returned to the main room. He asked if it would be okay if he showered, too, before 

taking her home. Shara didn’t answer him. Mark went to the bathroom and Shara heard the water 

coming from the showerhead. 

The phone rang. Shara picked it up, her heart hammering, believing her father had found 

them. A voice … a female voice … Marla Daly’s voice … “I guess Mark got you,” she said. “So 

he won’t need me tonight.” 

Shara dropped the phone. She took Mark’s keys and his clothes and drove away in his 

car. In an empty parking lot not far from her home she found a brick and hammered at the car 

until her hands were bloody, her fingers bruised, her throat thick and aching with sobs she would 

not let go. She walked home. 

Her parents were waiting. Her mother said Mark had called. He claimed Shara had left 

him at the prom and taken his car.  

“You can’t steal his car, Shara,” Sue said. “When you’re married, then it’ll be your car, 

too, but – ” 

“I beat the living hell out of it with a fucking brick!” 
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“Shara Elaine Wellenington! Don’t you use that language with me,” Sue screamed. “I 

won’t have you – ” 

“You destroyed his car?” Don asked. “Shara, we’ll be responsible for that. Do you know 

how much that’s likely to cost?” 

Shara burst with the pressure of the sobs. She ran to the sanctuary of her bedroom and 

threw herself onto her bed, clinging to a doll she’d had since childhood, a doll that had always 

been there to offer mute comfort when she needed it. 
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To learn more about Shara and how she handles the failure of her heroes, read the novel Shara, 

available Summer 2005 from Scrybe Press. The novel is the second volume in Steven E. Wedel’s 

series, The Werewolf Saga. 

 

The Werewolf Saga 
Murdered by Human Wolves 

A novella about Katherine Cross, who died in Konawa, Oklahoma, in 1917. She only wanted to 

save her friend Elise from the scandalous McGrath clan, but instead Katherine found herself 

seduced by Thomas McGrath. And then she discovered she was pregnant, and the McGrath’s 

were worse than anyone in town suspect. The book includes a feature article with a paranormal 

researcher who has been investigating Katherine Cross’s grave for many years. 

 

Shara 

A novel about how shy young Shara Wellington accepts the gift of lycanthropy from Josef Ulrik, 

her college zoology professor, in hopes it will give her the confidence she so desperately wants. 

Instead, she finds that being a werewolf only makes her more isolated. After Ulrik abandons her 

in the woods, she marries the first man to be kind to her. When she gives birth, she gains the 

attention of the Pack. Now the Pack is hunting her, some to breed her, some to kill her. The new 

Scrybe Press edition includes an introduction by Gord Rollo and the first chapter of the 

upcoming sequel, Ulrik. 

 

Call to the Hunt 

A collection of 12 lycanthropic tales about Josef Ulrik and his friends and foes, with an 

introduction by Kelley Armstrong. 

 

Available at: 

Amazon.com 

Shocklines 

Kayleighbug Books 

Books-a-Million 

Barnes & Noble 


