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My mom’s lips pinch together the way they do when she’s stressed, and she cranes her neck to cover a broad panorama of my bedroom: clutter, messes, and occasional patches of absolute clean. She’s trying not to look too disappointed at the sight, but her lips are turned down nonetheless. “These,” she says, candidly snatching my scarves from the back of a chair. “Where do these go?”

“In my closet?” I ask with a mild shrug. I didn’t realize I had so many scarves to begin with, but it’s been months since the topic of the cleanliness of my room has even come up.

The next few days will give me an unusual challenge at home. My brother Jordan is coming back from college for his fall break, and he’s bringing someone with him: his European girlfriend, Sol (pronounced “sole” like the bottom of your shoe—or like the human spirit). I’ve never met her. I’ve never heard of her, though they’ve been together for a while. Apparently she’s a social studies major who recently transferred to his school from Europe, and they started dating this fall. That means that she gets to share my bedroom for as long as she’s here, which means that today I’m spending alone with my mom, watching her fall apart as she scrambles to put things in line. If I had known ahead of time that I would be sharing my room, it wouldn’t have been this big of a deal.

My mom slides open my closet door and pauses a long moment before throwing the scarves around an empty clothes hanger. “We can’t get a bigger house because you don’t have enough space, Violet,” she says.

“I make it work,” I comment in return, glancing at the floor and realizing that despite all appearances, my room isn’t actually that bad.

My mom hardly hears my comment. I wonder if she’s calculating whether it was even worth her taking today off work to help me with this. “And what about that dirt?” She points to a spot on the corner. I see the crumpled leaf there, dirty and yellow-brown, but I have no idea where it’s from. “What were you doing?”

“I don’t know.”

“Get the vacuum,” says my mom. “You can clean up the rest of the room by yourself. I’ll take the living room.” She pauses. “If you’re lucky, maybe Sol will help you with your project for history. Do you have band practice tonight?”

My cheeks burn with the ongoing deception. “No. We’re done for now. All I have is a study group in the afternoon,” I say. So far both my parents believe my lie about joining band and neither has uncovered my sinister truth about transforming into a wolf during a full moon. They have no reason to suspect it. After the confusion of my first transformation, I hid on my own in the woods at night. At least, that was the intent. In reality,  I hid in the woods and Vince circled around sooner or later and spent the night with me. He didn’t track me down during the day and never asked why I refused to show up to the Exigency’s hangout after I’d gotten tied up. I guess he assumes that my biting Tristan is enough to keep me away. I’ll let him think that.

Truth is, I’ve landed myself into more shit than I’m willing to realize. The worst part is that I’ve met my actual spirit guide Layla. She’s the one who’s supposed to help me through the turmoil and chaos, but it turns out that she isn’t exactly welcoming or helpful. After she ambushed me and Natasha in a coffeeshop after my first transformation, she pegged me with questions. Where I’d gone in my wolf form, whom I’d spoken to. What I’d touched and why I smelled different. Natasha had disappeared. I stood there like a perfect idiot and babbled helplessly. I had expected another Fernando, but I got an angry parent—or something vaguely like an angry parent in authority and anger. Layla wanted to know my diet, my typical activities in my human form, my relationship with Vince, how old I was. I told her what I could, and then she left. And that was it. I never saw her again, never heard from her or dreamed about her. I don’t miss her, but I’m concerned when I think of her. 

This isn’t cool anymore, if it was to begin with. I feel like I’m being watched. I’d throw out my charm, but that might be wrong. I haven’t returned to the clearing in the woods. I’ve avoided the woods altogether since I transformed. I have decent excuses. It’s cold outside, and I have more than enough homework to keep busy. The only person I’ve been hanging out with by choice has been Natasha, and I mostly just see her at school. She’s adopted a new look altogether after hitting some autumn sales in town: perky with big bows and short skirts. Spirit has taken over her entire life except for me and the fact that she’s not human. But there’s also something she’s been hiding from me, something she almost told me back at the coffee shop. I’ve asked her about it, but she dodges every question.

I sprawl out on my bed and scroll through my phone for an hour or two before I hear the door downstairs open and close emphatically. I stand. I smooth out my comforter and comb my hair back into place. They’re here.

“Hey. Violet.” I stiffen and turn around, recognizing the voice at once.

“I’m really sorry it has to be like this, but I needed a way to get inside,” says Fernando. “So I sneaked. It turns out that you and I are in serious trouble.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2


[image: ]


“Fernando?” I’m overcome by shock. I’ve never seen Fernando like this—real, physical. He’s only ever appeared to me in dreams before. “What are you doing here? I didn’t know you were—real.”

His hair is limp with sweat. He doesn’t answer me at first but instead looks around my room as if seeing it for the first time. “Close the door,” he says.

I move and close it.

“Is anyone home with you right now?” asks Fernando.

“Yeah, my mom,” I say. “We were cleaning the room.”

“Is she coming back up?”

“Not for a while,” I tell him.

“Are you sure about that? No one else should see that I’m here,” he says. “No, wait, I’ve got a better ideal. Can you get your mom out of the house?”

“No, my brother’s coming over right now.” Even as I speak, I hear the doorbell.

“I’ll hide out until you tell me it’s safe,” says Fernando.

I blink, but before I have a chance to say anything, Fernando shifts—down, down, morphing and growing smaller and darker and hairier until I suddenly recognize his true form as a chipmunk.

A chipmunk. I wouldn’t have guessed Fernando’s true form to be a chipmunk, though he did at one point mention he had a tail. He sits and looks at me for a long moment, and then he scurries back and hides behind leaves. Everything comes together suddenly. My mom had pointed the leaves out earlier—has Fernando been here this whole time?

I remember the leaves my mom found in my room earlier while we were cleaning. “Don’t let anyone see you,” I whisper, suddenly not sure if he can understand my voice in that form. A chipmunk. I wouldn’t have guessed it, though he did at one point mention he had a tail.

Then I leave the room, hurrying down the stairs to see Jordan and my parents. My mom is smiling brightly, charismatically. Jordan stops talking in the middle of what he’s saying and stares at me one moment as I reach the final stairs. “Wow, Violet. Haircut?”

“Um. No,” I say. He can see it—he can see it. The difference in my shape, my transformation. My parents never caught on, but they’ve been here every day. Jordan hasn’t seen me since this whole thing started a couple months ago.

“She started playing the flute last month, but she refuses to show us what she learned,” says my mom, coming to my rescue without even knowing it. 

“Yeah, well, I’m not good,” I say. “I can get sounds to put out. Usually I just hold it up and wiggle my fingers during band practice.”

“Very cool,” says Jordan. “I want to hear it sometime.”

I shrug.

“Actually, Sol plays guitar pretty well. She’s getting it right now.” And he steps back.

Sol has tanned skin, a distinctly Spanish
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