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“Mom! I’m running late, there’s no time for breakfast!” I exclaim, struggling to break free from her hold.







“No way, you can’t skip your most important meal of the day,” she insists, just as my twin brother Leo attempts to sneak out the back door. As I find myself pulled to the table.




Then he shrieks, “DAD!” Mom and I share a giggle as he’s brought to the table. “Why, father, why?” he sighs.




Gathered around the table for what is often hailed as ‘the most important meal of the day,’ we savour breakfast before heading off to work and school.




“Alright, it’s time to head to the place I dread most—school,” I say, my voice dripping with disdain as we climb into the car.




================================== 10 minutes later ===========

===========================




We finally arrived at school, the place where I’ll be spending a significant part of my life. It’s a bit overwhelming since I’m still getting my bearings and figuring out my way around.




As we pull up to the school entrance, we take a moment to figure out how to get inside before parking the car. Approaching the doors, I catch a whiff of other werewolves in the air and silently thank my lucky stars for the perfume I chose. Just as we step inside, the receptionist greets us with a warm, “Hello, how may I help you today?”




“Could we please have our schedule and lockers?” I ask the lady.




“Alright, what are your names?” she enquires, her smile tinged with insincerity.




“Celeste and Leo Falconclaw,” I say with a perfectly crafted smile, hoping you catch the reference.




“Alright… Here it is… I hope you have a great time at Marion High School,” she says, returning to her game of Best Friends on her phone.




We arrive at our lockers, conveniently positioned side by side. The locals gaze at us, their expressions a mix of confusion and curiosity. It makes me ponder—why? They all appear to believe we’re just like them, which is precisely the impression we aimed to create.




“Hey,” an unfamiliar student grumbles with a low growl.




“Hi?” I respond, puzzled by his sudden interest in our conversation.




“What brings you here?” he asks, his voice softer than a growl.




“I’m going to school,” I say flatly, and he doesn’t take it well.




“Don’t talk to me that way,” he snarls, his breath hot against my skin as my brother tightens his grip on my shoulder.




I begin to snarl at him, but my brother swiftly places his hand over my mouth, stopping the words before they escape. He draws me back against his chest and says, “Sorry about my sister; she fights like a bull. We’re just here to finish our last year of education, and then we’re out.” His tone is surprisingly calm.




The other guy just *tck* and strolls off, thank goodness. As I walk into the classroom, I’m met with a sea of eyes fixed on me, all filled with intensity.




I’ve come to realise that it’s wiser not to bite the hand that feeds your learning. So, I find myself sitting at the back of the room, far from everyone, hoping to catch some sleep. But, as fate would have it, the guy I met in the hallway walks in.




The whole class comes to a halt, bowing their heads in unison, while I remain with my head resting on my desk—though, honestly, I wouldn’t have participated anyway.




He sits right in the middle of the class, and honestly, it really gets under my skin. He carries himself with this air of superiority, as if he’s the king of the room. I get that he’s the alpha and all, but it still drives me crazy.
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As class begins, I’m focused on tuning out everything around me when suddenly, a paper ball strikes my head.




All I say is “Stop.” It. Moves forward. Quiet. Seriously, everything quiets down and the teacher enquires




“Is everything alright, Miss Falconclaw?” I lift my head from the desk, meeting her gaze directly.




She simply says “No,” accompanied by a look that screams ‘do you have a death wish?’ or ‘are you really that clueless?’ Then, with a sharp snap, she turns away.




“So, what was the pressing issue that required you to interrupt my class?” accompanied by that all-too-familiar insincere smile.




“Your class is tossing paper balls at my head, and I’d really appreciate it if they could cut that out,” I remarked with a touch of sass, implying it shouldn’t matter to you.




“Do you even know what we’re doing, Miss Falconclaw?” she asks, and suddenly, the entire class turns to me, awaiting my response.




“*sigh* You’re working on exponents, and the solution to what you’re tackling is x+n-b=h.”

“It’s a sad problem, I know,” I say with a straight face, then let my head fall back onto my desk when I’m finished.




The entire class turns to me, their expressions a mix of disbelief and confusion. They glance at the board, confirming that she’s correct, then shift their gaze to the teacher, who is equally taken aback. All eyes then fall on the new student, as the collective thought echoes in the room: ‘How on earth did she pull that off?’ And just like that, the lesson continues.

—————————————————————————Two classes later ————————

————————————————————




At last, it’s lunchtime! I notice most of my classmates pairing off, looking adorably cute together. Everyone except for that guy who sits in the middle of the class and never engages with anyone. Sure, he’s the alpha’s son, but does it really hurt to strike up a conversation? Not my business, though. I glance outside and see the rain pouring down, showing no signs of letting up anytime soon.




I sit down with my brother, and we take a moment to reflect on the challenging day I’ve experienced. He had an amazing day, even finding his match, though he hasn’t shared the news with her yet. Then we head out and feel sorry for me because of the terrible day I’ve experienced.




Following my outburst at my brother, we head to the final class of the day, and Hess what it is… Woohoo! I’ve got physical education as my final class—what a delight! Do you sense the sarcasm?




First, we have to do laps, so we’re all running until the alpha’s son decides to spice things up with a little game called ‘bump the new girl.’ And yes, that new girl is me. When it’s his turn, I expertly dodge, and he nearly takes a tumble. I can’t help but smirk and say, “Hmm? Did you miss something?”




Despite the guys’ lowly growls directed at me, I remain unfazed and continue my jog. After what feels like an eternity, we finally pause to engage in an activity—dodgeball, here we come! Yay!




Allow me to share an intriguing incident that unfolded… I was the first to step out, and as soon as I got back in, they struck me right after I left the queue. At that moment, I questioned, ‘Why am I still engaging with them?’’And my wolf responds, ‘You don’t have much of a choice; this is school.’ I realise she’s right. ‘God dammit,’ I mutter, and it goes on for the next hour.




Finally, I’m back home! Oh no, I’ve really messed up this time. My parents stand there, scowling at me. “What did I do now?” is the first thing that escapes my lips as I step inside.




In perfect harmony, they declare, “You are grounded, missy,” followed by a soft, curious “Why?””In the background, it continues, ‘We received a call from the principal stating that you had spoken back to a teacher.’”




I simply exclaim “oh” and retreat to my room for the night, throwing a loud “NIGHT” to the rest of the house.
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Connection with the wolf or mental bond


Until the very end


After school, my brother and I begin our walk home, chatting along the way. As we stroll, we spot our parents driving down the road and pause our conversation to see what they need.


“We need to go,” my mum declares as they pull up to us.


“Why?” my brother and I ask in unison.


“We were found,” my dad replies briefly.


“Damn,” I whisper as we step inside.


“On the bright side, they’re blissfully unaware,” my brother quipped.


“Leo Daniel Falconclaw!” my mom exclaimed. “Do not talk like that! You know why we’re trying to stay hidden—she is too strong for a pack!” My mom continued to scold me.


I find myself sitting there, pondering, ‘What’s my next move?’Then it strikes me, “Mom, you can say I was just a fling with a human.” She gives me a puzzled look for a moment, and then a look of disgust flashes across her face.


“No!” That’s all I hear as we all turn to dad while he navigates the road to the pack’s house.


————————time jump ———————


Upon our arrival at the Terren pack house, we were greeted by the alpha and his family, alongside the guy I had encountered at school.


My initial thought is simply, “Great!” It’s amusing how we get caught up in these little moments. We still carry that unmistakable human scent, so for now, no one suspects that my brother and I are anything but ordinary.


Hey, do we possess some extraordinary abilities?I reflect on my wolf, Micco.


Could it be that when you’re shifting, blue comes to mind?’Is my wolf’s reply, and I pause for a moment to reflect.’


‘Yes, I believe that if I envision a different colour, we will become that instead.’ This reflects our thoughts.


‘Well, we have nothing left to lose, so let’s dive in.’ At least we’re aligned on this.


The alpha begins with, “Since you’re attempting to conceal your werewolf nature, it’s time for all of you to shift.” With that, we proceed through the family mind link.


‘Sweetheart, we’re going to say you’re human’ is mom’s way of finding a middle ground.


My dad’s response was, “That’s better than the fling thing.”


“Well, thanks, Dad!” that’s me.


My brother is spot on; we all come back to reality when the alpha shouts.


“We all know you’re all wolves, so hurry up!” was the command that sent a chill down our spines.


‘Celeste.’ My mom calls out as they all shift. My dad, a massive black wolf, stands tall—an ex-alpha, after all. My mom transforms into a small light grey wolf, while my brother resembles our dad, just a bit smaller. They all gaze at me as I begin to shift.


I begin to see my wolf as just another part of me, but































