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​Chapter 1  
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I nodded with a simple "Great," without even pretending to be interested, and went back to focusing on my sketch.  

"What are you drawing?" Celia asked, interrupting my concentration.  

"A drawing," I replied indifferently.  

I felt Celia nudge me in the side with her elbow and looked up to give her a death glare.  

"What's wrong? I didn't lie," I told him.  

"You're being rude," she murmured under her breath.  

"Excuse me," I replied sarcastically. "Why would I talk to him? You're the one who thinks he's attractive."  

Marcelia's cheeks turned red all the way to her ears, and I heard Andy stifle a laugh. For some reason, his mere presence irritated me, as if he expected me not to like him. Which wasn't difficult, considering I didn't like many people.  

"I'm sorry," Marcelia apologized on my behalf. "She's not always like this. Well, actually she is, but I think she's in a particularly difficult mood today."  

"It shows," Andy commented with a mocking smile, which made me look at him more intently.  

"Excuse me?" I grumbled. There was something about Andy that didn't sit right with me, and that feeling provoked an instant aversion, even if it wasn't entirely fair.  

"Didn't you understand me?" he replied firmly.  

I felt Andy sensed what was bothering me, too. There was a challenge in his eyes, a warning that he wasn't any more of a fan of mine than I was of him, and that he had no intention of backing down. His gaze was charged with an irritating confidence, as if his ego had grown twentyfold. It was so intense that the boy sitting next to him shifted uncomfortably.  

I also noticed the anxiety emanating from Marcelia. Neither Andy nor I said anything, but I knew he was trying to intimidate me with his gaze. He'd have to try harder.  
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I leaned back comfortably in my chair, my gaze fixed on his blue eyes. We were the perfect contrast: he, with his tanned skin and light brown hair that fell in waves over his forehead; me, very pale, with black hair, straight and perfectly styled upwards, if I may say so. His posture was rigid, his shoulders tense, his jaw clenched, and his gaze challenging. He didn't need to see me to know that I seemed more relaxed, leaning back in the chair with a barely perceptible smile, enjoying how easy it was to provoke him.  

"This looks like a scene from Twilight," we said in unison, turning our gaze to Marcelia. "Alexis, you're Edward, and Andy, you're definitely Jacob."  

"Are you sure?" I replied with a wry smile. "Because Andy seems to practically glow here, don't you think?"  

Andy let out a low, menacing, almost animalistic growl. I didn't know how we'd gone from strangers to potential rivals in less than five minutes, but strangely, I liked it. It was a different kind of satisfaction, not the typical kind someone like me felt when I saw others annoyed. It was as if we were destined not to get along, and in doing so, we filled a void.  

"Let's see if you dare," he replied defiantly.  

His comment carried a weight he didn't seem to grasp, but I couldn't help but respond with a playful grunt:  

"Maybe I will," I said, just to throw him off a little. It worked; I saw him hesitate for a moment, clearly confused. Marcelia shot me a warning look.  

"That wasn't your best idea," she whispered, moving closer.  

I shrugged; he was right, I'd said smarter things before. But it was worth it just to see that wannabe star lose his balance for a moment.  

During fourth period, I let out an audible sigh when Andy walked into the room. No one seemed to notice, except for Marcelia, who was sitting right next to me, as everyone else was too busy staring at him. He, in turn, returned their gazes, making eye contact with each person. Inside, I couldn't help but smirk when his lips curled into a smug grin; he was clearly enjoying all the attention.  

The girl sitting across from me turned to her friend and started whispering and giggling. You didn't have to listen to tell they were probably talking about how "attractive" the new boy was. They weren't the only ones; almost every girl in the class was talking about him. Every time a couple of heads tilted down to whisper, stealing glances at Andy, it was obvious he was the focus of their conversations.  
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Luckily, they placed him at a desk at the other end of the room, far from me. However, I could sense his presence, as if he radiated a more intense energy than the others. The more I felt it, the more I disliked him. That feeling only reinforced my suspicion that there was something strange about him, something that predisposed me to distrust and dislike him.  

From time to time, I would look at him with a challenging stare, not quite knowing why, but it simply seemed the right thing to do. On several occasions, I noticed him returning my gaze with equal intensity. His lips would curl into an almost disdainful sneer, and I would smile because, to be honest, I enjoyed provoking him.  

Naturally, this couldn't be my only class with him. When he entered seventh period, which was drama, his eyes automatically sought mine. He gave me a challenging look, and I felt a déjà vu of the first class, when he tried to intimidate me with his gaze. Just like in art, I refused to back down. I forced a smile, knowing perfectly well how much it bothered him that I wasn't intimidated in the slightest.  

"Hello everyone!" greeted my drama teacher, Miss Jenkins, who always seemed a bit too lively. "You must be Andy! Welcome to Advanced Theatre. I'm Miss Jenkins, and I'll be your teacher for the year. I assume you've had some theatre classes before, right?"  

Andy nodded and adjusted his backpack on his shoulder. Again, the girls, and some of the boys too, since it was drama class, started whispering and laughing at him. He walked around the classroom with a smile, but when his eyes landed on me, instead of giving me the challenging look I expected, he just gave me a mocking smile and kept walking, as if I didn't deserve his attention. I felt the blood rush to my head.  

Miss Jenkins told him to choose a seat, and I watched suspiciously as he made his way between the desks, passing several empty ones. Finally, he sat next to Marcelia, smiling at her, completely ignoring me, even though I was only one desk away, shooting him death glares.  

"Do you mind if I sit here?" she asked in a sweet voice that I found irritating.  

Marcelia smiled at him and shook her head.  

—No, not at all —she replied—.  

At the same time, I said:  

-Yeah.  

He turned to me with that annoying smile, and suddenly, the tables were turned. While I sat tensely in my seat, he was calm, with one eyebrow raised, as if to say, "So what are you going to do about it?"  

“I wasn’t asking you,” he finally said, shrugging. He sat down next to Marcelia, and I had to grab the edge of the desk to keep from jumping on him. For some reason, my whole body was screaming at me to react, to confront him. I felt that if we weren’t in a public place, crowded with people, I probably would have.  

I was aware that all eyes in the classroom were on us. No one had missed that minor disagreement. Even those who hadn't seen it could feel the tension in the air, thick and palpable, filling the entire room. Thirty surprised faces were watching us for an obvious reason.  

I was Alexis Callisto, the person people avoided looking at when I walked down the halls because, as they said, I was intimidating. And yet, there was Andy, unfazed by my hostility.  

"Alright, calm down, class," Miss Jenkins interjected in her high-pitched voice, full of feigned enthusiasm. "As you know, today we begin our first big project. I originally wanted you to work in trios, but since we're an even number, I thought groups of four would be simpler. However, now that Andy's in the class, there are thirty-three of us. Perfect!"  

—For the project, each group will receive a Shakespeare play. They will need to read it on their own. I know many of you have already read several of his plays, so you might be ahead of schedule. Your group will have to analyze three specific aspects: the setting, the characterization, and the theme. Then, you will have to write your own short play that reflects those three elements.  

—The characters and plot must be completely different, but the play must take place in the same setting, convey the same theme, and the characters must share similar traits. I'll give you a sheet with the rubric and detailed instructions. Now, I'll give you two minutes to form groups. Try to work with someone you haven't worked with before!  

Before I'd even finished speaking, most of them were already getting up to find their friends. I never understood why teachers insist we work with new people if we always end up choosing the ones we already know. What's the point of even trying?  

I watched as two girls approached with obvious confidence, swaying their hips as they walked. Marcelia flinched in her seat when one of them gave her a rather blatant look, as if to say, “Stay away.” For a moment, they both glanced back and forth between Andy and me, as if they were deciding something.  

“Hi, Alexis,” one of them, Emily, finally said, fixing her eyes on me. I only knew their names because they were part of the popular group. The way she blinked and played with her hair, it was clear she was trying to flirt with me. I wasn't surprised; it was always the popular girls who thought they had a chance.  
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“I was wondering if you’d like to work with me and my friend,” she said, gesturing to the girl beside her, Jenna, who smiled and blinked her false eyelashes. “I know Marcelia is usually your project partner, but hey, it’s always good to try new things, don’t you think?” There was an unnerving confidence in her gaze, as if she were certain Jenna wouldn’t turn her down.  

“I’m not a big fan of trying new things,” I replied curtly. The girl visibly deflated and blushed with embarrassment. I felt absolutely no guilt as I turned to Marcelia with a smile. “Do you want to be my partner?”  

Celia rolled her eyes, but nodded. I knew that, though she wouldn't admit it, she felt a small satisfaction at my obvious rejection. Marcelia had absolutely no sympathy for Emily, Jenna, or any of the girls in their group.  

"Andy, right?" Emily addressed Andy as if I hadn't just rejected her. Andy nodded cautiously as she placed her palms on the edge of his desk and leaned slightly toward him. "And you? Do you want to work with us? You can come to my house after school so we can... get started," she said suggestively. Andy smiled and leaned forward, standing just inches from her.  

"Sounds fun," she replied with a smile. "Though I'll miss that. I was hoping to work with Marcelia," she said, looking at Celia with a raised eyebrow, completely ignoring Emily, who snorted in indignation.  

Celia looked at me with big, worried eyes, and I shot her a look that clearly said, “Don’t even think about it.” Then she turned to Emily, her face flushed, glaring at her, and I knew I’d lost. If there was anything Marcelia liked more than being with me, it was bothering the popular girls.  

"I don't see why not," he said, smiling. Andy smiled back and winked, which almost made me uncomfortable.  

"Now I see why not," I whispered in annoyance.  

"You can always work with us," Emily interjected.  

Annoyed by her persistence, I replied with a curt whisper: "Get lost." Emily and Jenna huffed and walked away purposefully, attracting the attention of some classmates.  

"Do you have any problem working with me?" Andy asked innocently, though there was a challenge in his eyes. He wasn't about to give him that satisfaction.  

—Of course not—I replied in a sweet voice and with a tone full of irony.  
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"Very well, class," Professor Jenkins interjected. After a few moments, the murmur subsided, and she continued, "When I call your name, tell me who you will be grouping with."  

"Are you completely crazy?" I whispered to Marcelia as I practically dragged her out of the room. "What the hell is wrong with you, Celia?"  

She rolled her eyes and replied indifferently:  

—You have to endure it.  

I tried to change the subject to ease the tension.  

—How would you feel if I asked Emily to work with us?  

Marcelia stopped abruptly and forced me to do the same, giving me an annoyed look.  

"Why don't you like Andy?" she reproached me. "He's a good guy, you know?"  

"He's arrogant," I replied stubbornly.  

—Arrogant? But you were the first to treat him badly, K.  

"I'm a bit rude to everyone," I said, shrugging my shoulders.  

Marcelia burst out laughing.  

—Well, thank goodness someone isn't staying silent and is putting up with it. I think it's good that she's making things difficult for you. You need to tone down that ego a bit.  

His comment bothered me, and I couldn't help but vent.  

"The only thing that needs to happen is for him to learn his place. Have you seen him? When he walks into a room, he looks at everyone like he wants to show he's in charge, like he's the king of the world. I swear he needs to mark his territory somehow. He thinks he's so macho, like he's someone important."  

The more I thought about Andy, the more irritated I became.  

"It's like he knows how much they admire him," I continued angrily. "He's the 'new popular kid' and he enjoys it, he feeds off that attention."  

Marcelia surprised me with a joke.  

—Isn't he a bit like you?  

"What?" I asked, bewildered.  

“Come on, you know it’s true,” she said, crossing her arms and looking at me expectantly. “You get just as much attention as he does. Everyone stares when you walk into a room. Girls like Emily are constantly flirting with you, and you love it. You like everyone knowing your name, being labeled ‘the bad boy’ because you know it draws more attention. You love being able to turn down girl after girl and have them keep coming back, because you’re Alexis Callisto.”  

"You're the guy everyone wants but no one can have. Girls want to be with you, guys wish they were you because the girl they like is interested in you. The only difference with Andy is that he's more approachable. I think that's why you don't like him; you're afraid he'll steal your attention. From the moment you saw him, you knew he'd be a rival," Marcelia finished, satisfied with her analysis.  

"Are you done?" I asked, bored, which made my friend shoot me a death glare. "Just so you know, I'm not an attention seeker. And the reason I don't like him goes way deeper than that. He's not what he seems."  

Marcelia raised an eyebrow, challenging me.  

—Oh no? And what are you?  

"Shut up," I growled. "That's not what I meant."  

At that moment, Andy's voice interrupted us.  

"Hey, Celia! When do we start the project?" she asked as she approached, completely ignoring me.  

"Hello to you too," I replied sarcastically. Andy didn't even glance at me, but I enjoyed watching him clench his jaw.  

"Have you read Macbeth yet?" Marcelia asked. "This grump and I have."  

Andy nodded.  

—Yes, I read it last year, although I don't promise I remember much.  

"Me neither," Celia said, smiling and shrugging, "but I don't plan to reread it. I'm sure we can find everything online. Since we're ahead of schedule, we should start early and finish quickly."  

"I'm free tonight," Andy offered. "What about you?"  

"Me too," Celia agreed. "And you, K?"  

I simply shrugged and nodded.  

"Where will we do it?" Andy asked.  

"Not at my house," I replied quickly. Andy looked at me suspiciously, and I crossed my arms. "Is there a problem?"  

"Of course not," he smiled, a fake smile. "I'm just curious."  

—I don't want you to come to my house.  

Celia nudged me with her elbow.  

—What he means is that he has a large family and it's difficult for him to concentrate.  

"Me too," Andy said, looking only at Celia. "And you?"  

—Sure. Give me your number and I'll send you the address —she said, showing her phone.  

"Perfect." Andy wrote down her number and handed it back. "See you later, Celia."  

He turned around and walked away. To tease him a little, I yelled:  

—And you're not saying goodbye to me?  

I only got a defiant gesture, and I laughed as he walked away. Teasing Andy was too much fun. Maybe this project wouldn't be so bad after all.  

Celia glared at me, grabbed my arm, and dragged me down the hall toward the door, leading me straight into the sun. Instantly, I squinted and covered my face. "What's wrong, Celia?" I groaned. "I wasn't ready for this."  

"That, my friend, is punishment for being rude to the new kid," Marcelia replied, without breaking stride. "Changing schools is scary enough without having to deal with your attitude."  

It took me a while to get used to the light, but little by little my body adjusted and I lowered my hands from my eyes. Ignoring her scolding, I exhaled in annoyance:  

"What's the point of having traded immortality if the sun still affects me? I would think the Council could at least make me immune to that cursed star, otherwise I'll look like this forever."  

Marcelia laughed, and her annoyance seemed to dissipate for a moment.  

"They probably did, you're just exaggerating. I still don't understand why anyone would want to change eternal life. Were you drunk or something?"  
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"Sure," I replied sarcastically. "The eight-year-old who made the deal was completely drunk. But seriously, what's the point of living forever if you have to do it in the dark?"  

"To live forever," Celia repeated emphatically. "That's the point."  

"But then I'd have to watch people like you grow old and die. What would I do without my blue-haired best friend?" I joked, nudging her with my elbow.  

Marcelia gently pushed me away and, without realizing it, touched a lock of her blonde hair, as if to make sure the color hadn't changed.  

"It was just a phase," he complained. "When I was twelve and going through my emo phase, I dyed my hair electric blue. I didn't do it very well and ended up with my palms, ears, and forehead stained blue for a week."  

I opened my mouth to make some embarrassing comment, but she cut me off:  

—Shut up, vampire. Come on, you're coming home with me.  

"Wait," I stopped in my tracks and raised my hands. "At least take me to dinner first."  

Marcelia rolled her eyes, but her smile betrayed her as she grabbed my arm and dragged me across the parking lot.  

After about an hour, I heard a knock on the downstairs door. I growled loudly as Celia jumped up and left her room, not asking if I wanted to come with her, because we both knew the answer.  

From the open doorway, I heard Celia invite Andy in and lead him toward the room. Somehow, I sensed them approaching—not so much Celia, but Andy. It was as if I could feel his presence, and it wasn't a pleasant sensation. When his figure appeared next to Celia's in the doorway, I grew increasingly annoyed just by looking at him. It was a different kind of annoyance, not like when you see someone you dislike, but more like having a pebble in your shoe or an eyelash stuck in your eye. You know it's there, that it shouldn't be, but you can't get rid of it.  

—Very well, let's begin— said Marcelia, breaking the awkward silence.  

"What do you mean they're the same?" I exclaimed. "They're two very different words, they're not even synonyms!"  

—Yes, but one leads to another—Andy argued. —Macbeth wanted power, that's why he became ambitious.  

I laughed contemptuously.  

—Maybe that would work if we were looking for two themes, but if you knew what we're doing, you'd understand that we first have to find a central theme. 'A' for one, you fool.  

At forty minutes, this was the third argument Andy and I had, and certainly the most intense.  

—Don't call me stupid, you idiot. Just because I disagree with you doesn't mean you're right, and you barely know me to say that.  

—But I'm right, and you're wrong. I don't need to know you to realize that.  

—Celia—she warned with a reproachful look.  

“If you won’t say it, I will,” I replied shamelessly, turning back to Andy with an expression I knew intimidated him, even if he wouldn’t admit it. “Anyone will tell you that the main theme of Macbeth is ambition. I learned that in sixth grade! If only you weren’t so dense...”  

"You know what?" Andy jumped up, his fists clenched. "I'm sick of you! What have I ever done to you? You think you know everything, but you don't. If you think I'm wrong about Macbeth, you could tell me like an adult instead of yelling and throwing a tantrum like a child."  

I stood up slowly, enjoying how Andy clenched his jaw at my nonchalant attitude.  

"Honestly, I feel hurt," I joked, placing a hand on my chest. "You want me to be a mature adult? I'll be one when you are."  

"What the hell are you talking about?" Andy growled, ready to attack me.  

"You can't take the project seriously for even two minutes before you look at Celia with those eyes again," I replied.  

I internally reproached myself for losing my composure. Without it, I lost control of the situation and couldn't win.  

"Jealous?" Andy smiled maliciously.  

In the middle of the argument, Andy wrinkled his nostrils in obvious annoyance. For a moment, I thought he had regained control of the situation, but then he said contemptuously:  

"You know what, Alexis? I think you're right about something: judging someone without knowing them isn't fair. I've only known you since this morning, and I can already say you're nothing but a cowardly little boy who thinks he's the center of the universe. News to you: you're not special. You're just another attention-seeker who can't tell what's important."  
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During her speech, I remained calm, even a little bored. But upon hearing her last comment, I sensed a stifled laugh behind me. It was Marcelia, my best and only friend ever, laughing at me. I glared at her, and her eyes immediately filled with apologies, though I barely noticed because I was already heading for the door.  

Suddenly, Andy stood in front of me, blocking the exit.  

"Move it," I growled.  

"Really?" he replied, in a defiant tone.  

Now that we were so close, Andy was a few centimeters taller than me, and I had to look up a little to look at him.  

"I can't work with you. Now, move it," I ordered him.  

But Andy ignored me and replied:  

—We have a project to do. You're not going to leave just because you can't stand admitting you're wrong.  

"What I can't stand," I replied harshly, "are unbearable people who think they know everything."  

"Then I can't imagine how you put up with yourself," he countered with a mocking smile.  

"Are we back to high school insults?" I said sarcastically, trying to walk around him, but he blocked my path.  

"I'm leaving," I insisted.  

"No, you won't," Andy assured me, crossing his arms with a smug expression that deeply annoyed me.  

"Do you want to try to stop me?" I gave him a defiant look.  

"So far I'm doing pretty well," he replied with a smile.  

I'd had enough. I knew I shouldn't, but I pushed him hard. Andy stumbled back, stepping out of the doorway, and stared at me in surprise. He hadn't expected me to be so strong. Instead of celebrating this small victory, though, I strode confidently into the hallway. Suddenly, a strong hand grabbed my wrist, stopping me in my tracks. I tried to pull away, but his grip was as firm as iron.  

It made no sense. My strength had to surpass that of any ordinary mortal.  

"What's going on?" I exclaimed, trying to hide my surprise. "Let go!"  

I stifled a gasp as Andy pulled me closer until we were just inches apart.  

"Listen," he growled in that characteristic, almost animalistic tone of his. I saw a prominent vein in his neck, and I couldn't help but feel my fangs baring. That never happened to me; over the years I'd learned to control them. But this time I couldn't stop them. The pounding of his heart and the blood flowing through his veins were irresistible. Suddenly, I realized I was starving; I hadn't drunk properly in days. More than listening to what he was saying, I was fighting to control my urges.  

“You may not know much about teamwork, but you can’t abandon your group,” he added, his fury seeming even more intense than before. The vein in his neck was so prominent that I had to exert a great deal of effort not to lean over and bite him. I couldn’t remember what I’d said to anger him so much, but I clearly had.  

"So you're an expert at camaraderie?" I looked away from his neck, trying to distract myself, though my voice was trembling more than I wanted to admit.  

—In fact, yes —he replied firmly.  

"Uh-huh, sure," I exhaled, trying to sound sarcastic and bored, though my voice was still shaky. "See you later, Celia."  

"Goodbye, K," she replied gently.  

Andy turned his head towards Celia and asked:  

—Are you going to let it continue like this?  

"Just let it go, Andy," she sighed, and it was hard to stay angry with her. She knew my limits better than anyone and always supported me. Andy finally let go of my wrist, and I took the opportunity to quickly back away, not caring how desperate I was to leave.  

I didn't understand why her blood affected me so much. I'd never experienced anything like this before, except when I was young and constantly hungry. Her blood wasn't normal; it simply couldn't be.  

I walked home frowning and hurrying. I'd left my car at school because I'd gone with Celia to her house, and I didn't feel like going back for it. Besides, I needed a good walk to calm my nerves, because I wasn't sure what I felt. Of course, I was angry; that was inevitable every time I had an encounter with Andy. But I also felt deeply confused. From the first time I saw him, something inside me repelled me, as if we were two magnets with their like poles facing each other.  

However, when he was so close, it was as if one of those magnets turned and showed its opposite pole. I felt an inexplicable attraction to him, or rather, to his blood. I had never before experienced such an intense desire, an almost irresistible urge.  

I was so absorbed in my thoughts that I almost walked right past my house, which was difficult to do considering its imposing size.  

It wasn't really my house. I lived there and called it home, but it belonged to too many people for me to consider it exclusively mine.  

The mansion was located in the middle of nowhere, practically in the heart of a forest. There were no other houses or buildings for a mile around. The house was enveloped by a canopy of trees so tall and leafy that it always seemed dark when I looked out the window.  

Upon entering, the living room was surprisingly empty. Normally, with fifty people living there, there was always some kind of bustle. But now, the atmosphere was unusually quiet.  

I soon discovered the reason. The room wasn't completely silent. Closer to the kitchen, I could hear my father and brother arguing. Nobody wanted to be around when those two started fighting.  

I walked around the enormous room until their voices could be heard just around the corner, and I pressed myself against the wall so as not to be discovered.  

"We have to attack! Don't you see? We can't live so close to them and expect peace. If we don't take the initiative, they will," I heard my brother say.  

—So far, you're the only one thinking about war —my father replied in his imposing voice, which always intimidated me, but didn't seem to affect Cedric.  

—You're blind!  

—You're a fool!  

"How can you just sit there knowing that a few miles away, a pack of werewolves could be plotting against us? They're werewolves, Father! They're cunning and dangerous and..."  

"Enough!" my father roared. "I don't know where your obsession with wolves comes from, but this ends now. They are our enemies, yes, but as long as they don't come near us, we won't interfere with them. Understood?"  

She knew that even Cedric didn't dare respond further at that moment, but she also knew he wouldn't give up so easily. For now, she would leave the subject, but it would come up again.  

Cedric's hatred for werewolves was no secret. He made his contempt known whenever he could. Sure, we all hated them to some degree—it was part of our nature—but none as extreme as him. If he could, he'd wipe out the entire race.  

I hadn't known a pack had taken up residence in the city. The idea of ​​wolves prowling nearby made me uncomfortable, but I could hardly imagine the fury Cedric felt.  

I stepped away from the wall as Cedric appeared around the corner, visibly annoyed. When he saw me, he narrowed his eyes suspiciously.  

"Were you listening?" she whispered accusingly.  

I chose my words carefully; an angry Cedric was not someone to joke around with.  

"No, not really. I just got here. But I heard you mention werewolves. What's that about?" I asked, feigning ignorance.  

"A damn pack of werewolves moved in not far from here," he growled, and I knew I'd chosen my words well. No matter how annoyed he was, Cedric wasn't going to miss the chance to vent about the wolves.  

While he continued his complaint, my mind returned to Andy and that almost uncontrollable desire I felt. My face must have reflected my anger, because Cedric commented:  

—I know, it's horrible.  

"Yes," I replied. "I need to catch up on my homework."  

Cedric snorted disdainfully.  

"Yes, whatever you want," he said and walked away with a firm step. I knew he wasn't upset with me, but with the situation, so I didn't let his tone affect me.  

Cedric was always difficult to put up with, but I'd spent sixteen years getting used to him. He was the kind of brother you never quite clicked with, but you didn't have a bad relationship with him either. He had ideas and attitudes I didn't agree with, like his radical aversion to werewolves, but he was still my brother. Even though he behaved unpleasantly most of the time, I loved him brotherly. We weren't especially close, but I knew he cared about my well-being and what was best for me, and I felt the same way about him.  

One afternoon, feeling terribly thirsty, I went to the kitchen and found my father already there, pouring himself a glass next to the refrigerator.  

"Want some, K?" he asked me.  

I nodded gratefully, and he took another glass from the cabinet to pour me some of the thick, red liquid. I drank it in seconds.  

"Hey, slow down, champ!" he laughed. "When was the last time you drank?"  

I shrugged.  

—A few days ago, I think.  

My father looked at me strangely.  

—I don't understand, Alexis. We always have plenty of blood here, but you go days without drinking.  

He was right; I used to do it. Why? I had no idea. It wasn't like it was hard to get food. Just like humans go to the supermarket, we vampires have places where we get blood. Everyone thinks we have to go out hunting to feed ourselves, but that's as absurd as saying humans have to hunt cows to eat a hamburger. We always have a steady supply.  

Of course, it wasn't the most appetizing blood. We weren't allowed to drink human blood, so it usually came from cows and other farm animals. It wasn't bad, but it was bland and didn't keep you full for very long.  

"And how's school?" my father asked.  

I stopped mid-pouring another glass and let out a dramatic sigh, throwing my head back.  

"Was it that bad?" he laughed.  

I quickly emptied the glass and replied:  

"There's a new boy... and I don't like him."  

"But he's only been at school for a day, isn't it too soon to hate him?" he asked me.  

"It doesn't matter, I just don't like it," I replied indifferently.  

The next day, Marcelia drove me to school in her car, since I had left mine there the previous afternoon.  

"Can I ask you something?" he said as he parked.  

I shrugged.  

—Sure, tell me.  

—Is there something you want to tell me?  

I raised my eyebrows, hoping he would clarify the question, but when he didn't, I replied:  

—Uh, no.  

"Are you sure?" he insisted, taking my hand that was resting on the center console. "You know I would never judge you, right?"  

I withdrew my hand, feeling somewhat uncomfortable with his attitude.  

"What's wrong?" I asked calmly.  

"Nothing," he replied quickly. "I just want you to know that you don't have to hide anything from me."  

I looked at her in disbelief.  

—Celia, you already know the biggest secret I could tell you. I don't think there's anything left to hide after telling you I'm a vampire.  

She sighed.  

—Yes, I know... but are you sure?  

"Come on, if you have a question, just ask it," I said, a little impatiently.  

"Are you gay?" he blurted out suddenly, then covered his mouth with his hands. "Oh, Alexis, that's not how I meant to ask..."  

"What?" I stammered. "No."  

—Or bisexual? Or pansexual?  

I shook my head.  

—Celia, I'm heterosexual. I thought you knew that.  

"I knew it..." she said hesitantly. "I was just curious."  

I raised an eyebrow at him.  

—Can I ask why? Do I give you that impression? I thought my attitude was quite clear.  

Her cheeks flushed and she began to twist a lock of her blond hair between her fingers, a nervous tic she had always had.  

—No, you're right, it's nonsense. Forget I asked.  

"Wait, not so fast," I said as he went to open the door. "I'm not upset, I just want to understand. There has to be a reason why you're asking this out of the blue."  

She huffed and settled back in her seat.  

—It's just that... there are always girls who approach you, but you reject them. That's why I asked.  

She was lying; I didn't need to know her that well to notice that Marcelia was terrible at lying.  

"Sure, sure," I replied sarcastically. "It's not as if we haven't had long conversations about how I want to be with someone who doesn't give herself to me easily, but is modest and genuinely interested in my personality."  

I saw her hesitate for too long before she laughed weakly.  

"Oh, right, I'd forgotten. How silly of me," she said.  

I gave her a look that said I didn't believe it, and she sighed resignedly.  

—Well, Andy told me to ask you.  

Just hearing his name annoyed me. "What the hell? Why?" I asked, irritated.  

Celia shrugged. "I don't know," she replied. "Honestly, I have no idea."  

I looked at her suspiciously, and she raised her hands in surrender. "Honestly, I don't know," she insisted.  

I frowned, looking at the blonde girl. "So, if I had said yes, would you have told her?"  

"No!" Celia exclaimed quickly. "That's not true, Alexis, I promise you. She asked me after you left, and I told her then that it was none of her business and that I wouldn't say anything even if I knew. But after she asked, I was actually curious."  

I felt a strange urge to hit something. "That guy!" I whispered angrily. "Why do you think he wanted to know? What would have happened if I'd said yes and you'd told him? He probably wanted to use it to blackmail me or expose me at school. How shameless!"  

Celia placed a reassuring hand on my arm. "I don't think so, Alexis. I really don't. You've only known each other for a day; he can't hate you that much to go this far. I think he was just curious. Or maybe he's gay and likes you."  

I laughed skeptically. “Ha! As if that’s it. He just wants something to use against me,” I said, a smile playing on my lips as I imagined a plan. “Tell him yes,” I ordered. “Tell him I’m gay, really gay. I want to see what he does with that information.”  

Celia's eyes widened. "Are you crazy? What if he tells?"  

I shrugged. "So what if he does? It's his word against mine; I can deny it just as quickly. Besides, who cares if people at school think I'm gay? It's 2016, they should be used to it."  

Marcelia seemed hesitant. “I don’t know, Alexis. Our school is as typical as a high school can be; it’s almost like a scene from ‘Mean Girls.’ We have the popular jocks, who are arrogant, bullying, and very homophobic.”  

I scoffed. “So what? If Andy tells on someone and they have a problem with it, tough luck. Besides, in those typical high schools, there’s also the homophobic jock who’s confused and curious and decides to experiment with the openly gay kid. Maybe he’ll even get lucky with a jock,” I said, winking at her. Marcelia laughed and rolled her eyes.  

"Are you sure you're heterosexual?" he laughed.  

"As sure as a stake," I replied with a smile.  

As expected, we were late for first period. Nor was I surprised to feel the urge to punch something as soon as I walked in and saw Andy sitting smugly at my desk.  

But alongside that impulse, I felt excitement. It was time to act.  

—So—I said slyly as I sat down—. I heard you had some questions about my sexuality.  

Andy's cheeks turned pink; one point for me.  

"I, uh..." he stammered.  
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I bowed my head and pursed my lips. "What, too cowardly to ask me yourself?"  

Andy didn't say anything, but irritation was reflected in his eyes.  

—Since you wanted to know so much —I continued—, yes, I prefer fish sticks.  

Andy's eyebrows rose in surprise. "Are you gay?"  

I exaggerated a dramatic gasp. "And are you heterosexual?"  

"No! I mean, yes... what?" His face turned bright red, which gave me more satisfaction than I could ever describe. Whatever I did with the information was worth it just to see him so flustered.  

I just smiled and watched as his embarrassment turned into annoyance.  

—Whatever you say, champ—I told him.  

—Hey, what are we supposed to—  

"Guys!" Mrs. Gremlin interrupted. "Are you paying attention?"  

"No," I replied indifferently. The teacher's face turned as red as Andy's, and I braced myself for the reprimand that was sure to follow.  

But before he could say anything, the fire alarm blared loudly.  

"Oh, how silly of me!" laughed Mrs. Gasoline. "I forgot there was a fire drill today. Well, everyone knows what to do..."  

But most of the class was already out as soon as they heard “fire drill.” Before long, we were all scattered into the crowd in the hallway. Nobody really followed the rules in these drills; it would be too boring.  

I stayed by Marcelia's side the whole time; when we were finally outside, I took her hand and led her away from the crowd.  

"What's wrong?" she asked curiously.  

“You’re not going to believe this,” I said excitedly. “Yesterday I overheard my dad and Cedric talking, and apparently...” I stopped, feeling like someone was listening. I looked around, but no one was close enough to hear, especially since he was speaking in a low voice. My suspicious gaze shifted to Andy, but he was several feet away, talking to a guy from the soccer team.  
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"Apparently what?" Celia asked, giving me a little push on the shoulder.  

"I can't shake this feeling that someone is listening to us," I replied honestly.  

Marcelia laughed and said, "Come on, don't be ridiculous. There's nobody around, at least not with how quietly you're speaking."  

"I know, I know," I replied distractedly. "But... I'll tell you another time, okay? When we're alone."  
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"Okay," Marcelia said slowly, giving me a strange look just as Andy appeared out of nowhere and put an arm around her shoulders.  
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—Hello, Celia —he greeted her naturally—. I didn't have a chance to wish you good morning.  
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I could see a slight blush on my best friend's cheeks, a pinkish tone that was barely perceptible.  
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It just can't be...  
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"Good morning," Celia laughed with a shy smile.  
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"Oh, no," I thought to myself.  
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"Good morning," I repeated, imitating Celia's laugh in a mocking tone.  
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Andy completely ignored me, while Celia glared at me. “When are we going to continue with the project?” she asked. “I really want to finish it before Mr. Cooper assigns us another task.”  
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Mr. Cooper was our Advanced World History teacher, known for the endless assignments he gave us every two weeks. “I agree,” I said. “How about we try to finish it after class today?”  
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"I can't," Andy replied. "Blake invited me to his soccer practice; several of his teammates are sick and they need someone else for training."  
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"Do you play soccer?" Celia asked. "How do they know if you're good?"  
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"Yes, I'm playing," Andy replied with a shrug and a confident smile. "You'll find out later."  
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"So," I said slowly, "what I'm hearing is that you're too busy with your own affairs to help with the project."  
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Andy opened his mouth to reply, but I quickly interrupted him: "That's fantastic! Tell Drake or Jake, or whatever his name is, that I thank him!"  
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Celia giggled, which earned her a look from Andy. She blushed and shrugged, but didn't apologize, so I considered that another victory for me.  
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Slytherin: 2  

Gryffindor: 0  
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I dropped my bag to the floor and collapsed onto Celia's bed, sighing wearily. "So," I began, "where did you two leave off yesterday?"  
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"We're not... that," Celia replied, a little nervously. "But, uh, I'd say we almost had the whole plan ready when he left."  
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"Perfect, let me see it," I said, sitting up and extending my hand. "I'll probably have to make some adjustments."  
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"Excuse me?" Celia replied, handing me her notebook with a hint of annoyance.  
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I lay back down on the bed and flipped through my notebook until I found the project. "I'm sure what you wrote is fine. What worries me is that boy you like."  
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"You know, she's actually quite intelligent," Marcelia remarked.  
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“If someone who wasn’t in love with him said that, I’d believe it,” Celia protested with a small sound. “Forget it, darling, I’m not blind.” I smiled as I read the work they had done. “Were you able to convince him that ambition was the main issue?”  
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Celia shrugged. "It wasn't difficult. If you had phrased it in a less arrogant way, I probably would have listened to you."  
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I put the notebook aside, satisfied with what I saw, and turned to look at her. "Celia, admit it," I sighed. "I don't try to make you like girls like Emily or Jenna."  
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"But that's different!" exclaimed Celia, frustrated.  
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"Why? Because you like him?" Her face flushed.  
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"That's not how it is," he insisted.  
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I decided not to push it any further. "He's just not my type, Celia. He's only been here two days and he's already hanging out with the athletes."  

––––––––
[image: ]


-And?  
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—Well, he's just a guy who's looking for fun. To me, guys like him are what girls like Emily are to you.  
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"Alexis, everyone thinks Emily is a difficult person; I'm not alone in that. But I'm pretty sure you're the only one at school who doesn't like Andy."  
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I shrugged. "I'm proud to be different."  
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"You're impossible," Celia complained. "Come on, think about it. You were the one who was rude first."  
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—So that confrontation we had, the one you said looked like a scene from Twilight, was completely one-sided? Was it just me?  
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"Even so, you were the first to be rude. He tried to make a joke, and you responded rudely. If you hadn't reacted that way, that little macho contest wouldn't have happened."  
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"Ah, but you see, Celia," I said reproachfully, "you're wrong there. It all started long before."  

––––––––
[image: ]


—How is that?  
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"This may sound strange, but... from the moment I saw him, I hated him," I explained as she crossed her arms.  
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"That's not fair," he said.  
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“But he felt it too, at least I think so,” I continued. “I know it doesn’t make sense, but I’m serious. If he had a heart, it would have started beating faster, and not because of love at first sight. More like it wanted to rip his throat out.”  
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Marcelia paused thoughtfully for a moment. "Well... that's rather strange," she admitted. "And I don't understand how you could know that he felt the same way."  
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"I don't know," I admitted. "But I just... have a feeling."  
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Celia made an annoyed face. "This is giving me a headache. Let's change the subject. What was that news you wanted to tell me earlier?"  
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I perked up enthusiastically. —Oh, right! I almost forgot about the wolves.  
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Celia was startled to hear about the werewolves, just as she had expected. She didn't know if she was excited or worried, but she seemed to be a mixture of both emotions at that moment.  
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"How great!" he exclaimed.  
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"What if there are wolves in the school?" he asked with some concern.  
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"Do you think they could hurt someone?" she added, with a mixture of fear and curiosity.  
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"Oh no! What if Cedric runs into one? He'd definitely go crazy," she said worriedly.  
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"I want to meet one!" I said excitedly.  
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—Or wait, maybe not—I corrected myself.  
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"Hey, they can't be worse than you, right?" Celia joked.  
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We didn't start working on the project until after seven in the evening because we spent too much time inventing scenarios, almost all of them involving Cedric encountering a werewolf. It was fun, but we wasted a lot of time.  
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However, the project was quite simple. We finished the planning in half an hour and managed to start the work. When we were about a quarter of the way through, we decided to call it a night. Celia's mother invited me to stay for dinner, but, as always, I made up an excuse not to stay. Over the years I had become quite good at lying; it was necessary when you were keeping such a big secret.  
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Once again, I'd left my car at school, so I had to walk home. It was almost nine o'clock, but it wasn't like I was afraid of the dark. That would be ironic, even funny.  
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I took my time on the way there, and I was glad I did when, upon arriving, I heard my dad and brother arguing again in the kitchen. Seriously, couldn't they have taken a day off?  
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Like last time, I stayed and listened from the corner. Don't judge me, but their arguments could be quite entertaining.  
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"It'll be five against three!" Cedric whispered excitedly. "Are you crazy? What if they decide to ambush us?"  
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"No one is going to ambush anyone," my father replied calmly. "This is a peaceful meeting. Only the leaders and their successors will attend; if we brought half the clan, it would look like an attack."  
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"Maybe it should be an attack!" Cedric complained, his voice childish. "We're going to be in enemy territory, already outnumbered two to one. If they..."  
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"They won't," my father said, losing his patience and raising his voice. "You're next in line to be boss, but your immaturity surprises me. The three of us will go to this meeting, and if you make the slightest noise, forget about being boss."  
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My eyes widened at the threat. My father didn't make empty promises.  
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"Get out of there, Alexis," he ordered me.  
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I jumped in surprise, as if I'd been startled. How could she have scared me like that?  
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I came out of my hiding place, looking down in shame.  
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"Oh, hello," I laughed weakly. "I didn't know you were here..."  
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My father gave me a dry look and I shrugged, resigned.  
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"Since you heard, I assume you know about the meeting," she asked as she walked to the refrigerator. She poured a glass and handed it to me. "No more days without food for you."  
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I took the glass gratefully and said:  
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"I didn't hear much, just that there's going to be a meeting with the werewolves and the three of us will be there," I smiled mischievously at Cedric. "Oh, and this little wolf hunter needs to behave himself."  
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My father chuckled softly, while Cedric glared at me. Cedric and I shared some characteristics, but a sense of humor wasn't one of them.  
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"The meeting will be this Saturday. I hope you behave yourselves," my father said.  
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—Of course, Father —I replied respectfully.  

"What are you drawing?" Andy asked.  
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I glared at him, annoyed. He must know how much his mere presence bothered me, and he probably enjoyed provoking me with his stare. What a nuisance.  
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"A drawing," I replied curtly. I went back to focusing on the sketch I was working on. I had a habit of drawing without thinking too much, and many times I didn't know what I was creating until I stopped to look at it. I let my hands do as they pleased and then admired the result.  

––––––––
[image: ]


In front of me was a page with an illustration of the full moon in the middle of the night, barely interrupted by a few dark, wispy clouds drifting here and there. I had no idea why I was drawing that, but the result seemed pleasing to the eye.  
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—Dude, I'm just trying to be nice—Andy said.  

––––––––
[image: ]


"You're not being that way," I replied without even looking up.  
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Andy sighed, almost defeated, and didn't try to speak to me again. I didn't dwell too long on why he wanted to be nice to me, because frankly, I didn't care. I'd already made it clear I didn't like him, and I wasn't about to change my mind just because he wanted to make amends. Celia must have convinced him, because as far as I knew, he hated me.  
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What was annoying was that, after he spoke to me, something changed inside me, like a switch had been flipped. Suddenly, I was much more aware of his presence. The irritation I felt around him skyrocketed, and I couldn't ignore it. He spent the entire class talking—or rather, flirting—with Celia, and I heard every awkward moment.  
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I couldn't stand it.  

––––––––
[image: ]


So, halfway through class, I asked permission to go to the bathroom and didn't come back. After that, I didn't feel like going back to any classes, so I slipped out without the security guard noticing—it wasn't difficult, he was asleep in his booth—and drove off aimlessly. Just like with my drawing, I wasn't paying much attention to where I was going. Maybe it was a little risky, but, like with many things, I just didn't care. As long as I didn't cause any accidents, it was fine.  
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I ended up just wandering around, doing nothing too special, but not boring either. I was just trying to kill time until school ended at two in the afternoon. I drove to Marcelia's house, thinking we were going to work on the project again, and saw her car and another one I didn't recognize—probably Andy's—parked in the driveway. Marcelia's mother let me in, and I went up to Celia's room, feeling increasingly annoyed as I got closer.  
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I have to admit, this whole thing with Andy was really confusing me. No matter how much I thought about it, I couldn't figure out what it was about him that repelled me so much. Obviously, I didn't like him, and that could just be part of my personality. But this literal irritation, like an annoying itch I felt just being near him, was something I'd never experienced before.  
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Or maybe I just didn't like it at all.  
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I opened the bedroom door with one hand, while covering my eyes
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