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1

August 1st

Friday
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My sternum was ripped from my collarbone to my bellybutton, like unzipping a jacket. My ribs were cracked and spread wide to the air. My heart floundered to keep pumping blood, the wind brushing over the exposed muscle’s frantic flexing. My lungs heaved, in and out, in and out, struggling for each breath. My stretched windpipe forced out booming screams. 

My right arm was snapped off at the forearm, as my head whipped from side to side, I could see the abandoned limb out of the corner of my eye. My hand was limp and the fingers splayed. My bone stuck out sharp white in contrast of the red blood and pink meat surrounding it. The bone was gnawed with large serrated cuts slashed into the paleness, tendrils of yellow tendon trailing on the ground.

One shout pierced into my ears just as the pain increased.

“He’s starting to Change!”

Black markings wiggled over my skin, a burning sensation following as thick gray fur pressed up through my pores. My ribs snapped into place as meat and flesh pulled over it. The gaping hole in my chest sealed together then bubbled as the smashed organs inside took new shape. My torn forearm stretched and lengthened, creating fresh bones that ground together. The fingers thickened into paws, the nails curved into claws. 

My screaming cut off and choked as my vocal cords twisted, roughened. I gurgled as my skull elongated, my mouth and nose melted into one then broke open to release a howl out of my newly formed muzzle. My spine bent forward, then a tail swiped out from the base, my arms and legs hunched over as fur swiped over my new form.

Then it all faded away, as I jerked and twitched, the wolf receded and left my human body behind, laying on a pool of blood and fluid, breathing hard but alive, no wounds. My eyes burned gold with the new life birthed inside of me.

Just as dark shrouded my senses, I heard one last sentence.

“He’s one of us now.”

* * *
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August 6th

Wednesday

First Student Day


[image: ]


After being mauled by a werewolf over summer break, I was sitting in Lakeside Village Comprehensive High School’s main office meeting my principal with my father at my side. Apparently now that I’m no longer human, I had to report to the school about my Change.

Principal Lisa Hamilton typed at her computer, adjusting my student profile. She had to change my status from Human to Shifter.

“So, when exactly did the Change take place?”

I stared at the floor between my shoes and didn’t answer.

Dad said, “August 1st ma’am.”

“And you didn’t get a vaccination beforehand?”

Dad answered. “Xon doesn’t have any shifter friends so we didn’t really see the need. Besides the shifters in this town are mostly prey shifters, they aren’t aggressive like the predator types, so it wasn’t like he was going to be attacked or bitten by friends playing too roughly.”

Principal Hamilton’s brows raised. “Then how did-?”

When I still didn’t say anything, Dad spoke up. “He was attacked out of town, in California. I’ll admit I wasn’t there at the time, but a werewolf attacked him and tried to kill him, however he survived and was Changed instead.”

I touched my chest over my heart at Dad’s words. I still remembered the sensation of air touching my beating muscle, the scent of my own dying flesh.

Dad looked at the principal. “Is there any problem that my son is now a werewolf? There are other shifters at this school, so he shouldn’t be treated any differently, right?”

“There are only five other werewolves here.” She said with a sigh. “Now six including your son. They’ve made their own little group and we have several shifter faculty members. If you’re worried, don’t be. The shifters really tend to look after their own. As for humans, no one wants to anger a werewolf so he shouldn’t be targeted for bullying or anything like that. Also the Dominion is one of the staff members here, so that should also ease any misgivings.”

Dad prompted, “The...the Dominion?”

Principal Hamilton nodded. “Yes, that is an authority position within the shifter community, appointed by them and for them. Mr. Richard Forrest, as the Dominion of Lakeside Village, he simply is the leader of all the shifters here. His control doesn’t stretch to the city of Mountain Ridge. If Xon has any problems, which he shouldn’t, then Mr. Forrest is the shifter to go to.”

Dad nodded and placed a warm hand on my shoulder. “Okay Xon? That doesn’t sound too bad, right?”

I nodded, my tongue swollen too much to talk. Instead, a weak whine left my nose and throat. It didn’t sound like a human noise, it was high and wavered then lowered into a rumble. An animalistic noise. A dog noise. Wolf. Not human.

Principal Hamilton looked awkward, she bit her lower lip then averted her eyes. Dad paled under his dark skin, giving him a ghastly grayish color before he coughed and stood up. 

“Well, if that’s all, I need to get back to work.”

Principal Hamilton stood too. “That’s fine, I’ll escort Xon to class. Get your book bag.”

I picked it up and slung it over my shoulder then followed Dad out of the office. 

Dad put his hand on my waist and said to me, “Try not to be so nervous. I’m sure your friends will still be your friends and won’t think any different of you. Just be yourself and everything will be fine. Remember, the Lord guides the young. Proverbs 3:5-6,  trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding, in all your ways acknowledge him and He shall direct your paths. So  be calm and trust God, alright?”

I nodded again, still unable or just unwilling to speak. Dad was always like that, he had a scripture for everything.

Dad sighed but then Principal Hamilton joined us, so he gave me a tight hug then left.

Principal Hamilton walked me to my American Literature class and knocked on the door before entering.

Ms. Cannon, the teacher, looked up and smiled at first. “Xon! I was wondering where you were...” 

Then her voice trailed off as she looked at my face, and into my eyes.

Every shifter has some sort of telltale, the one physical trait on their body that gives away their not-human status. For wolves, in the black expanse of the pupil that’s empty in a human, there’s a bright gold spark in the midst. It’s not in the exact center, it’s off to the side and it can move around as well as get bigger and glow brighter. It’s the sign of the wolf that now lives on the inside. Mine bloomed wide, making my pupils shine like the sun.

Whispers swept around the room. The other kids I had been sharing classes with my entire life now looked pale, shocked and unsettled.

Principal Hamilton cleared her throat. “Enough talking please. Yes, Jaxon Reeves was Changed into a werewolf over summer break, but that doesn’t change who he is on the inside. Please treat him with the same courtesy and respect as you have before when he was still human. Laura, you can continue class. Xon, take your seat.”

I sat down and thumped my book bag to the ground and faced front. Principal Hamilton left and closed the door behind her. The room, before swamped with whispers, was now silent.

Ms. Cannon looked away from me and addressed the class. “As the principal said, treat Xon the same as you always have. Just because he’s now a different species, it doesn’t mean he’s any different than he was before. Now, let’s get back to our subject at hand, American Literature.”

Her throat undulated as she swallowed hard, I picked out the quickening of her pulse. I could hear the swish, swish of the blood rushing in the veins, the thump, thump of her heart beating. 

I didn’t know any werewolves and seeing how weird she was acting, maybe Ms. Cannon never had a wolf in her class before. Or it must be the fact that the last time she saw me I was a human and now I’m staring at her with the burning gaze of a wolf.

As I sat there, staring at the floor, my wolf lifted his head. I sensed him with my mind’s eye. Like when you’re daydreaming and even if your eyes are open and you’re looking at something real, such as the clouds or trees, you could still see whatever it was you were imagining about. Well I could see my wolf, the animal now inside of me, just the same. He was looking around, sensing outwards, taking in his surroundings. As he did, I understood everything he was taking in.

I smelled the classmate next to me, I turned to look at him as my wolf took it in like layers. The first layer was the guy’s base scent, the scent of his species. He had the human scent, unclean meat. The uncleanliness wasn’t in the sense of spirit or personality, but it was an off-putting smell that discouraged my wolf from feeling like he was food or something to eat. Nobody wanted to eat something that smelled dirty like that. After the base scent came the basic scent which was is either male or female, he smelled male, strong and musty. Then the next layer was his personal scent, the scent that labeled him who he was as an individual. Onions and hay. All of that just came from his skin. Then came the smell of his clothes, his hair, his breath. The clothes smelled like detergent, lavender and vanilla. His hair like oil and dead skin. His breath, orange juice and spearmint gum.

“Xon...Xon. Xon! Jaxon Reeves!”

At my whole name, I snapped back and looked over at Ms. Cannon who had been calling me. Flushed in the face, her lips pinched together, she said, “Stop staring at Greg and pay attention! Otherwise I’ll report it as visually threatening him!”

I blinked and looked back at Greg. He was ice pale and had slid to the edge of his seat like he was this close to jumping up and running away. The room was silent again and a quick glance around revealed everyone was staring at me. But only one other person had the gold spark. The kid on the other side of me, he watched me with the long stark stare of a wolf assessing another wolf. His eyes were bright green and in his dark pupils was the shining gold glint of his wolf spark. This was the first day of school, I had no idea there was a werewolf in my class.

I smelled him just as well as I did Greg. His base scent, thick and heady like the outdoors, werewolf. Then his basic scent, forest and musky, male wolf. Personal scent, warmth like sunshine and sharp like lemons. I didn’t know his name but I knew his scent and I would recognize it anywhere. I wouldn’t forget Greg’s or this new wolf’s scent.

I faced front and focused on the teacher as she began to talk. My neck itched. I glanced over at the other wolf student; he was watching me again and his wolf spark flickered, jolted, like his wolf had noticed mine. I couldn’t see his wolf in his own body but my wolf bared his fangs. 

Who is this guy? Why does he keep staring at me? Does he want something? Is he starting something?

The werewolf student blinked then looked down at his desk. Something hard and hot burned in my gut and I looked away too. I didn’t hear a word for the rest of the class as my wolf scented and logged information of every student in class. 

The girl in the back row, she wasn’t human either judging by the lack of the unclean meat smell. Her base scent was like burnt fruits and fresh fungus. It took my wolf a few seconds to catalogue the scent as bat. The boy by the farthest window, he was human but he also smelled odd, stark, bitter, he was a cigarette smoker.

When the bell rang and Ms. Cannon gave out the homework, I  grabbed my book bag and left. The smell of the hallway smacked me in the nose. The collective scent of human beings flooded my nose, that unclean meat, it clogged up the entire building. I smelled not just their skin, but their breath, hair and clothes all had a scent to it. Before I hadn’t noticed it because it was like my wolf had been asleep or something, but now he was aware and taking note of everything. 

“Hey, Xon! Xon!”

I turned my head at my name but even as I heard that, I heard everything else and its cousin. The hallway was loud. The scraping and thudding of everyone’s footsteps on the tiled floor, the rustling of shirts and pants brushing as people moved through the crowd, even the buzzing of cell phones and the tiny animated voices of that kid over there playing his Vita.

I stood still. 

Dear God, why didn’t You  let that bastard Rocky kill me? I was dying, my body torn apart, there was no reason for me to survive that attack. Now I’m still alive but the suffering isn’t over. Shit, why is this happening to me?

“Xon, dude didn’t you hear me calling you?” Zaheed stopped in front of me, his brows raised. Zaheed’s breath smelled like milk and cheerios, his curly hair was giving off the stench of car grease. His father ran a mechanic shop. “I mean, you looked right at me but you didn’t wave or smile.”

The bell rang, once when the shrill sound was just alarming enough to make you hurry to class, now it sounded like a bullhorn blasted directly into my eardrums. 

Holy shit, I did not know that turning into a werewolf would jack my senses up by twelve million degrees. I need to go back to Cali and ask Toni more questions about this because this is almost too much to deal with.

“Wait dude...” Zaheed trailed off as he was looking into my eyes. His skin drained pale, from his normally sandy brown color to yellowish milky white. “Your...your eyes man.”

I looked away but I knew it was too late, he had already seen it. “Yeah, I know. Just last week.”

Zaheed whispered, his voice strangled and high. “Wh-what do you mean, just last week? You...you’re like...a shifter now?”

I nodded, looking at the floor. I didn’t want to see his expression but that didn’t matter because I could smell his emotions. Stinging onions, confusion. Piss, fear. A crumpled and weak scent of emotional pain. A wet muddy smell, sadness.

Zaheed asked, “So that’s it then?”

I glanced at him, taking in the strain on his face, his mouth tugged downwards, eyes damp though he wasn’t crying. 

“What do you mean? It wasn’t my choice.”

The warning bell rang, we had three minutes to get to class.

Zaheed nodded, a jerky wobble of his head and walked away with swift hurried steps.

I walked to my class, staring straight ahead. 

Great. Zaheed is afraid of me and he’ll definitely tell the rest of the guys. Not to mention everyone in my last class are probably spreading the news right now.

In my classroom, Algebra II, the teacher Mrs. Ellis was already writing a ridiculously long math problem on the board.

The classroom floor stunk, a gagging nauseating spin of everything anyone’s shoes have stepped on now stamped onto the tiles. As if  the floor wasn’t enough, I could smell the unwashed book bags, the used textbooks and the collective stench of unclean meat humans. 

There was only one person in the room who didn’t smell like that, an Asian guy leaning backwards in his chair and chatting with two girls. His base scent was like herbs and cashew, some sort of large bovine but not a cow. He was a shifter but my wolf couldn’t name the animal this guy turned into. I didn’t see a telltale in his eyes.

Putting that information away for later, I looked for my friends that shared this class; Aydan and Regan Nicholson, twin brothers. They were already at their seats in the back. I preferred to sit at the front during math class because it was hard and I needed to pay close attention if I expected to pass.

I walked over to them. “Hey guys. How was your weekend?”

“Oh...hi Xon.” Aydan made a weak smile, compared to how he usually grinned so wide you could see all of his gums, now his smile was very small and didn’t last but a second. He had this faint pissy scent, nervousness. “It was um, fun. We went to the movies with the other guys. Ah...Zaheed told us. We didn’t want to believe him. Dude, is it true?”

I lowered my eyes, trying to hide my wolf spark with my lashes. “Oh...yeah. It’s a new development, but you know, I’m the same person.”

Regan coughed. “You’re a shifter Xon. You’re not even human. How is that the same?”

That hurt. 

Not human? If I’m not human, if I’m not the child of God...then what am I? Who’s child am I then?

My knuckles cracked and my nail beds itched. I got a whiff of my own scent, burnt and dry, irritated. 

“Xon, stop talking and take your seat.” Mrs. Ellis called from the front of the room. “You’re holding up class, sit down.”

I went to my seat and sat down with a heavy exhale. I slumped over, dropped my book bag and covered my face. Once my hands covered my nose, I smelled myself, my personal scent. Tea leaves and ground pepper. It was a calm soothing familiar scent, it was like jumping into my bed and rolling up in my covers, it was my scent, just me and I could easily accept it.

Dear God...my friends don’t even like me anymore. They’re saying I’m not human but God, you created humans, you created me as a human. If I’m not human, if I’m not Your creation...then who created me? Did You really abandon me? Once I became something else, am I no longer Your child? I’m so confused Lord God. Please, help me. Amen.

“Xon, Xon. Jaxon Reeves!”

At the sound of my full name, I jumped and looked up. 

Mrs. Ellis had her arms crossed. “I told you to put your hands down but you ignored me. I’m not going to start class with you being disruptive. Keep your hands away from your face and pay attention, understood?”

I nodded. “Yes Mrs. Ellis.” 

She strode to the front of the room.

It was like on one hand, my life was normal. Getting up, going to class, interacting with my teachers. On the other hand, it was completely out of whack. Smelling everything, hearing everything, my friends mistrusting me, there was no way that anyone would actually want to be a werewolf if this was what life was going to be like.

The class began and I went through the motions, doing the worksheets and taking notes but my mind wasn’t comprehending or retaining anything. The bell rang, Mrs. Ellis told us what exercises to do in the book and I walked out. Any other time, I would have walked with Aydan and Regan to lunch and we’d meet with Zaheed and Daewon. 

I started down the steps to the cafeteria and was nearly knocked on my ass. 

If I thought the students, the hallways and the classrooms smelled nauseating, none of it had prepared me for the olfactory horror of the cafeteria. Over there, the giant buckets of garbage cans with people dumping their rotten food inside, there was the smells of vomit and spit gum, soiled napkins. Even with that, my wolf raced to start cataloging the smorgasbord of scents. The first thing he did was start separating the human scents from the not-so-human ones. 

I smelled a pair of siblings, male and female, they smelled like grass and leaves with the boy having the extra masculine scent of hot wind. They were gazelles. I scented another set of siblings, twins this time. They smelled dusty and breezy, my wolf was quick to acknowledge that these two were tabby cats. There was a male who smelled like seawater; dolphin. There was another boy, he smelled salty and fishy but this guy I actually knew. Dave Powell, the president of the SSGA or the Shifter Student Government Association. I knew he was a shifter but I hadn’t known what type. My wolf knew this scent, he was a swan.

Now that my wolf had successfully sorted out all the students, it was time that I delved into actually finding something to eat. Each of the five lanes serving food all had their specific round of scents. 

First lane, beef tacos. The ground beef was soaked in grease, the soft tortilla had been over-grilled and was giving off the stark scent of charred flour. The shredded cheese smelled like it was at least three weeks past the expiration date, the lettuce smelled wilted from sitting out for too long, the slimy tomatoes piles of red mush.

My stomach pitched towards my mouth like to make me hurl so I exited that lane for the next.

Pizza. Wait. This is what pizza smells like to a werewolf? Really? Back then pizza smelled like heaven. Somehow,  by turning into a wolf, pizza had turned into a twisted hell of what was once good memories. The bread smelled strongly of the oven it had been in, the oven that must not have been cleaned in a century. The tomato sauce was over-baked, the melted cheese gave off this wet milky odor, even the pepperoni smelled like it had been shaved from an old warthogs back.

I stumbled away from that lane. 

Three more lanes left. Please, let something be edible!

It was cheeseburgers. You know what, fine. Meat, bread and cheese, you can’t go wrong. Yes, the bread smelled old and moldy, the cheese wasn’t melted because the burger was ice cold, I didn’t care. I got the burger, a scoop of cardboard French fries, a cartoon of acid fruit punch and checked out of the line.

“Hey Xon!” Walking up to me with his large Afro and bright white smile was my best friend for most of my life, Daewon Harris.

I turned my head away, hoping to hide my wolf-shined eyes from him. 

He sighed and clapped my shoulder, making me jump.

“It’s not like I don’t know already,” he said. I quickly looked at him, shocked. Daewon tsked his teeth at me. “Your mom is best friends with my Mom, remember? Miss Kyra told her, so I know. Besides, Zaheed, Aydan and Regan also told me.”

I said, “But...do you still want to be my friend?”

Daewon’s eyes widened. “Bro, I’ve known you since we were in diapers. So what you howl at the Moon now, as long as you don’t bite me or anything, you’re still awesome.”

A smile wiggled its way across my face.

Daewon laughed and threw his arm around my head, forcing my face into his shoulder in a hard quick hug before he pushed me away. Even so, I caught his scent in that quick moment. Despite the unclean smell, he smelt like my friend, which was like a watered down version of my own scent. Like mine.

“Dumbass,” he said cheerfully. 

I chuckled then asked him, “Have you seen Melody around? She lives across from you, you ride the same bus.”

Daewon shrugged. “Ah she didn’t ride the bus this morning, and we don’t share any classes this semester. Still, if I know, wouldn’t Melody already know? I mean, this is a small town, and she is your girlfriend. Your parents must have informed her parents too. Anyway, come and sit with us, let’s eat.”

I nodded and walked with him to a round table by the large plate-glass windows that took up the far wall. Aydan, Regan and Zaheed were seated with their food, while there was an empty seat with a tray there, and a second empty seat.

Daewon dropped himself down in front of his tray, and pulled out the seat next to him. I put down my tray, but Regan hooked his ankle around the leg, and jerked the seat against the table before I could sit down.

I said, “Regan?”

“Listen,” said his twin, Aydan. “We...we’ve already decided.” He glanced at the other two, then lifted his chin at Daewon. “We don’t want Xon sitting with us.”

Daewon sat up straighter. “What? Guys, Xon is-”

“Not human,” said Zaheed in a low tone. “And I don’t really feel comfortable with him sitting here. Besides, majority rules. Xon can’t sit with us.”

These guys and I had been friends since last year, and it was Daewon who introduced me to them. 

Daewon said, “Xon can sit here, he’s our friend.”

Regan looked me in the eyes for a moment and I looked back. He paled and jerked his head away.

“There’s no way I’m eating with him,” he said, his fists clenching on the table. His scent thickened with the piss of fear, yet mired in it was the minty aroma of truth. He meant what he was saying. “I can’t sit here with him staring at us like that.”

Zaheed and Aydan nodded, also not meeting my eyes.

“Fine,” I said, picking up my tray. “Don’t,” I said as Daewon moved to stand up. “You can sit with them. I’ll see you later.”

“Xon!”

Daewon called after me as I walked away. I  went and sat down alone, at the far end of a crowded table where there were  two empty seats. I stared moodily at my food, not feeling like eating a bite.

Then my mind’s eye flickered. The wolf in me raised his head, sniffing and then my stomach grumbled. He was hungry and wanted to eat.

I pushed the vision, the feeling, back. I didn’t feel like eating, I was so fucking pissed. 

The wolf’s hunger came right back, the urge was like knives in my stomach, my throat grumbled and pain pricked my forehead. If I didn’t eat, it would make me sick. The wolf in me wouldn’t even let me not eat. 

I downed the burger in two bites, gobbled the French fries and finished off the juice in a quick gulp. It all dumped into my stomach and was digested immediately. My wolf curled up and went to sleep, satisfied. 

So now it’s not just me, as in Xon, but there’s another me, the wolf on the inside. The wolf has its own feelings and needs that have to be met, along with the ones I already have. Not to mention, I get that each emotion has its own scent. I’ve learned what fear and truth smells like. Ok...maybe that is a little cool. I know one thing, no one is going to be able to lie to me again, ever.

I walked up the cafeteria steps and opened the door to the men’s room. My eyes sunk closed, my knees weakened at the battering ram that  knocked into my face, nearly whamming me unconscious. When I was human, before the Change, I was aware the men’s room smelled but it wasn’t like the atrocity I was smelling right now. My nose burned hot like I was trying to inhale lava, my eyes pricked with pained tears.

“Hey!” A guy protested from behind me. “Are you going in or not? You’re blocking the door!”

I don’t want to go in. I don’t want to! 

My bladder clenched; I had to go in or I’d piss my pants. Pulling my shirt collar up to cover my nose, I walked straight toward the closest urinal, struggling to undo my buckle. I had to do my business and get out, now! I finished as quickly as possible, washed my hands then hightailed it out of there.

I entered the hallway and I smelled her first.  A warmed feminine version of my own scent, mixed with the personal scent of melted butter and fresh bread. She walked around the corner, Melody Summers, my first girlfriend that I’ve been dating since eighth grade. 

“Melody,” I sighed, walking over to her while rubbing my damp hands down the sides of my jeans. “I was hoping to see you.”

She turned her head, soft blonde curls bounced against the nape of her neck. A smile was on her face at first as she looked at me with bright blue eyes but it dropped once my wolf spark flickered in my pupils. 

“Xon.” Melody stepped back, and her creamy skin blanched gray.

“Yeah,” I said with a short smile, rubbing my close-cropped hair with one hand, the other hand I curled into a fist behind my back. “I wanted to talk to you, you know, explain some things.”

Melody turned her head away. “I...I can’t talk to you. I...I have to break up with you...”

I froze and only her name edged out through my lips.

“My parents Xon, they don’t want me to even be around you anymore.” Melody sniffed just as I smelled the salty metallic of tears. Her scent clouded with a heavy dank scent, unhappiness, mired in a wet slimy mold scent of hopelessness.  “They believe that...werewolves are demons.”

I gasped. Mr. and Mrs. Summer’s warm smiling faces flashed before my eyes. We went to the same church, that was where I had met Melody before going to high school.

Demon?

Melody ran her arm over her face, and fully turned her back. “I can’t say if you’re really a demon Xon...I don’t know how a human being can turn from a human into a wolf, and it doesn’t sound of God at all. The idea of you just...what if you get angry and attack me? You have fangs and claws, and...your eyes...those eyes aren’t the eyes that I remember before you left for California. You...I just can’t.”

She sprinted away and I didn’t call her back, I just stood there numbly as the bell rang, signaling the end of the lunch period.

* * *
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U.S. History with Mr. Malone, an ex-military hard ass who spoke like a drill sergeant and tended to yell. I took my normal seat, third row by the window. I looked out, my view was of the courtyard. 

There was the fountain in the mid-center, it had been so heavily vandalized with graffiti, laundry soap and vomit that the water was turned off and there were caution signs around it. My enhanced eyes could pick out the individual tags on the cracked dirty marble, black jagged spray paint of nicknames and numbers.   Farther back was the field, just an expanse of tall grasses, undeveloped land. On three sides were trees. Lakeside Village was inside a forest, a large section had been mowed down and the village built there. Most of the forest remained, our town  snuggled inside of it with a river that cut through and separated our village from the neighboring city, Mountain Ridge with a bridge connecting us together. 

The wind blew outside and drowned out Mr. Malone’s loud bark of a voice. Instead, I could hear the twittering of birds, the thud of heartbeats, saliva rushed over my tongue and my pulse ached, throbbed. A sharp prick, a tingle, at the very back of my head, like something shifting. The wolf lifted his head and leaned forward, pressing against my control. 

I tore my eyes away from the window and stared at my desk. I didn’t want to think of the forest anymore, didn’t want to imagine peeling my skin off and letting the wolf run free. I bit down on my tongue to hold the urge back but the bright flash of pain only jolted excitement down my spine. My heart expanded, a gasp filtered its way past my itching teeth.

No, no, no, no. I chanted. No, not now. Go back, go away, go to sleep.

The wolf didn’t listen, fur tickled underneath my rolling skin, my fingers tensed up and released claws, slashing from my nail beds, curved and shiny ebony like freshly polished switchblades.

“Jaxon Reeves!”

My head jolted back and my eyes spread wide. 

Mr. Malone stood in front of me, arms crossed and his thick brows furrowed. “Enough sleeping in class! Your whining noises and kicking the floor are disturbing my lecture. Now keep your head up and pay attention. Understood?”

I nodded, realizing the entire class was staring at me. My head had been down on the desk as I fought back the wolf so he thought I had been asleep. Mr. Malone went back to the front of the class and I stared at my lap. My jeans had ten furrows from my claws slicing into the fabric like butter. I had cut my skin, blood stained the ripped fabric but I had no wound. 

I rubbed my nose. Try and calm down, focus on paying attention. When I lowered my hand, I breathed in deep and scented a shifter. Mr. Malone’s back was turned, so I looked around for it. The kid all the way in the back, he was wearing a hat and sunglasses, both of which were not allowed in school but Mr. Malone hadn’t said anything about it. I could smell him, his base scent was hot and tangy, horse.

Something hard hit me in the head. I jumped and caught it before it fell. It was the cap to a dry erase marker. I looked up.

Mr. Malone glowered at me. He spoke through gritted teeth. “Face front and pay attention Reeves. If I have to speak to you again, I’ll give you detention, understand?”

“Yes Mr. Malone.” 

I handed him back the cap and focused on my work. Even so, I was stunned by how my new heightened sense of smell could find out anything about anyone. Also how many students here that were shifters that I had never taken notice of. I wondered if they could all smell me just the same.

When U.S. History was over, I slowly headed toward my last period, Psychology. Ms. Hughes was at her desk, flipping through the textbook. Today the desks were arranged in groups, four or three circles together. There were already names on each desk. My stomach fell.

Jaxon Reeves. Melody Summers.

I didn’t even read the other two names. 

Why. Why did she do this? Why.

“Xon.” Ms. Hughes got my attention. “Sit down please.”

I sat after a moment. Melody barely got in the room as the late bell rang. 

Ms. Hughes gave her a warning look. “That was cutting it close Miss Summers.”

“Sorry,” Melody gave her the sweetest smile then her shiny blue eyes scanned the room, noticing the set up. Then she saw the last remaining seat with her name on it and her gaze bounced to me, my desk next to hers.

“Miss Summers, sit down. You’re holding up class.” Ms. Hughes’s eyes sparked with impatience and her crisp singed smell revealed it. 

Melody’s normally smiley face slumped then she straightened her shoulders and sat down next to me, getting out her binder and textbook.

My wolf sat up, looking over the slender white curve of her neck, the soft blonde curls at the dip below her skull, how her slow calculated breaths rose her breasts close to the neckline of her shirt. I inhaled and her scent swept over me. Rose and cherry perfume, coconut hair gel, her lemon fabric softener scented clothes, her meat-stink human smell, all of it charged up my nostrils and stabbed me in the brain. I covered my face with my hands and turned away, instead sucking down my own scent, calming myself down.

Ms. Hughes was talking and I managed to lift my head up to try and pay attention. “After his accident, Phineas Gage was reported to have a major shift in his personality...”

Melody next to me, she did her best to completely ignore me, and not look my way. She also shifted her body as far away from me as she could without falling off her chair. Her scent shifted with an faint ammonia smell of anxiety with strings of wet muddy scent of sadness. I wanted to comfort her, just tell her, say something, anything, to let her know that I’m not a demon, and I’d never get angry and attack her. Just because I had a wolf, that didn’t make me more violent.

The wolf lifted his head again but I shut that door, not wanting to urge on another near Change again, not with Melody sitting right next to me.

Ms. Hughes passed out handouts. I had missed the instructions she had made, and Melody was talking with Wesley and Karen. I think they had tried to get my attention but seeing as I was unresponsive, they were working without me.

Wesley was human, but the girl next to him, Karen, she wasn’t. Not only that, I recognized the warm deep scent that I’ve come to label between siblings. She was the sister of the guy in my U.S. History class, the horse who wore a hat and sunglasses even though it was against the rules. Her horse scent was different from his, hers was a cool sweet scent, female.

Too much. Too much is going on. I  don’t want to deal with this.

I closed my eyes and let the classroom drift away, my head laid down on the desk. The handout stuck to my face, it smelled like the copier it had been printed from and Ms. Hughes’s hands; they smelled like oil, nail polish and dead skin.

Everything smells. 

I could hear the classmates talking over me but nothing was making sense, the heartbeats, the breathing, the sighing. 

Everything is loud. 

My spine tensed, my toe joints snapped in my shoes. I wanted the forest, the tickling grass, the fluttering trees.

Mrs. Hughes’s hand laid on my shoulder, her long fake nails pressed on my skin. “Xon? Do you want to go to the main office? Are you sick?”

I wasn’t sick, in fact I was probably more healthy than I had been in my entire life. The wolf in me purged my abilities to get sick, natural immunities  came with the werewolf health care package. But if going to the office would get me out of this room, then hell yes.

I nodded and slowly lifted my head, when I spoke my voice sounded like I was ready to hurl, lower and tightened. “Yes...I want to leave now.”

Ms. Hughes looked concerned but said, “Alright, go to the office and lay down. Maybe Mrs. Mitchells will let you call home, but seeing as this is the last period, there’s not much point. Sure you can’t just hang on until the final bell?”

I didn’t even want to try. I  wanted to leave, I had to get out of this building. I stood up, shaking my head and picked up my book bag. I wanted fresh air, skies, grass, trees. The concrete, the tile floor, the walls all around me, the sickening meaty stench of humans, all of it was driving me mad.

I headed towards the front door when I smelled blood, rushing straight into my nostrils by a gush of cooled air from a vent. Unlike how human skin smelled like unclean meat, the smell of blood was intoxicating, like the scent of food to a starving man, like the scent of honey to a honey bear.  

I had to have it.

The Change clutched my stomach and it shifted, jerked. I lifted my shirt to bare my abdomen and saw the skin rolling and bulging, my ribcage made a cracking sound and my spine bent forward. I dropped my shirt and covered my nose, but the vent on the ceiling blew cool air toward me, the smell of human blood riding on it. Like a bug attracted to glowing light, I turned around and followed the smell down the hallway. My eyesight enhanced. I could see the individual flecks of paint on the walls, the threads making up the banners of the school organizations hanging from the ceiling, the pixels of skin of the sports teams photographs in the trophy cabinet to the side. The colors were more extreme, brighter and vivid.

I followed the smell to the main office and looked inside through the glass cutout on the door. It was a kid sitting on the bench against the wall across from the desk. He had a massive nosebleed, coming down his mouth and chin, deep red sparkling blood. He was overweight; his whole body must be full of blood. If I could just taste some then-

“Hey, Xon, are you going in or not? You’re in the way.”

I turned around and faced Zaheed Mohammed, my friend who had rejected me earlier today.

He stared at me and paled, his sandy skin color turning dank yellow. “Jesus, Xon, what’s up with your eyes? They’re yellow...” 

Shit, my eyes are still in wolf form! 

I closed them and thought hard about being human, chasing back the smell of blood and the want to eat, to feast. I visualized my own eyes, light brown and concentrated on it until I felt a sharp prick. I opened my eyes and I could tell from the dimmer colors and the lesser focus on things far away and small, that my eyes were back to normal. Even so, I could tell my vision was much better than before I had become a werewolf, I could see sharper, crisper.

Zaheed stepped back several times, and swallowed hard. His scent flooded so strong with the scent of piss, it was enough to make my eyes water. Still, I blinked it away and fixed my shoulders. I needed to set some things straight.

I said, “Zaheed, I know I’m a werewolf now, but that’s literally the only thing that’s changed about me. I’m still the same person.”

Zaheed laughed hollowly. “Oh, right, the same person? You’re not human anymore, so how are you still my friend? Your eyes changing are just the start. Claws, fangs, super strength. What happens if I piss you off, huh? You can  rip my arm off no problem.”

My lips tightened for a moment. “Zaheed, that’s insane. As a human, have I ever tried to attack you when I get angry? I took taekwondo for a year, remember? I know how to control my emotions.”

Zaheed shot back. “Yeah, as a human! Now with a wolf, you won’t have that control anymore! You’re nothing more than an animal in human skin!”

In the shocked silence after that, the door opened behind me. 

Mrs. Mitchells peered at us, “Boys, why are you standing in front of the door? Do you need something? Otherwise go back to class.”

I lied, looking up at the ceiling and my fingers wrapped around each other. “Mom is picking me up, she’s outside. I was  coming to say I was signing out.”

Mrs. Mitchells frowned. “You know she has to come inside and sign you out. Hey! Get back here!”

I ran out the door and dashed down the steps. I dropped my bag, picking up the pace. A hand grabbed the back of my collar and heaved me back. It was like getting a noose snatched up around my windpipe and I gagged from the strength of the grip.

The hand whirled me around and it belonged to the Chemistry teacher at my school, Mr. Richard Forrest, one of the shifter faculty members and the Dominion of Lakeside Village. He was tall, just underneath my six foot, his body thick and bulging with a beer belly, he had a gravelly voice, a hot temper and no patience. He was known for being a bald, grumpy old man and quick to give detention.
He stared at me with beady eyes from under brown bushy eyebrows. His eyes were black, his pupils and irises merged into one dark abyss. “Where you heading off to so fast Mr. Reeves? Maybe you didn’t notice, but class is still in session. So get your book bag and get back inside.”
Even though I knew before Changing that Mr. Forrest was a shifter, now I could tell because he smelled inhuman. His base scent smelled very pungent, harsh, ragged, like he was pure wildness on the inside. Like an aggressive strong animal stuffed behind the thin human skin. I didn’t know what animal he shifted into but there was something about Mr. Forrest, his incredibly strong grip, the hard stare of his solid black eyes, I knew this guy was no joke. The wolf inside of me was backing away, like I instinctively should be afraid of him. But why?

I rubbed my neck, my collar had abraded my skin and at my touch the pain went away. I thought werewolves were supposed to be the strongest shifter. The strength in Mr. Forrest’s hand had been unlike anything I had ever felt in my life. 

I asked, “W-what are you?”

Mr. Forrest’s eyes narrowed as a tiny red dot burst into life in the black expanse of his pupils, bright like hot acid. “I will not repeat myself Mr. Reeves. Get your shit and get back to class. I know how new wolves are, you’re antsy and the forest calls to you, calls you to go running to it but rules are rules and the rules say school ain’t over just yet. Get inside, now.”

That last now was guttural and gruff, a sound so rough and raspy that human vocals shouldn’t be capable of sounding like that. His nose wrinkled back, his lips turned black and shriveled up as he bared thick fangs, they were so large in his human mouth that it should have been cartoonish but there was nothing funny about it. His fangs were sharp and jagged, like machetes carved out of mountains.

Fear shot down my spine and I barely managed not to straight out piss my pants. Still, I couldn’t stop my legs from trembling, from how my body began to shake, sweat pouring down my tingled skin. My wolf scrambled backwards like he wanted to run and hide behind my spine. So I grabbed my book bag and rushed back into the building.

I didn’t want to go to class after just walking out, nor did I want to see Melody so I went to the library instead. 

The librarian looked up to see me and frowned. “Shouldn’t you be in class?”

“I got permission.” I lied, averting my eyes and my foot scuffed the carpeted floor.

The librarian tilted his head, St. Croix stamped on his staff id. 

He said, “You’re looking a little heated up. You should go see the guidance counselor. You know which one I mean.”

I did know who he meant. There were two guidance counselors at our school, one for humans the other for shifters. It wasn’t discrimination but if a student shifter is having problems that humans cannot have then only an adult shifter would be able to help.

I sighed but I knew St. Croix, he wouldn’t just let me laze around in the library for the remaining thirty minutes of class. I went to the counseling office and opened the door; the bell attached to the doorknob jingled. 

It was a medium-sized room with several arm chairs, a table stacked with magazines, the walls plastered with posters reading encouraging slogans like, If you can believe, you can achieve and shifters are humans too! That last one was on a door that had been covered with little sticker paw prints of different types of animals, so there was no doubt who was behind that door.

A man sitting at the desk  by the door, he looked up, saw me then pointed at the animal-themed door without saying anything,  looking into my eyes then away. I sighed again and walked over. The name card on the door read Jayanti Sher.

“Come in,” said a woman’s voice before I could even knock. I didn’t have to be freaked, she definitely heard me the moment I came in.

I opened the door; the office was little more than a closet. A short desk was shoved against the far wall with a rolling chair behind it and two chairs in front, the tiny plastic ones for little kids because a full-sized chair wouldn’t fit in this cramped space.

I stepped back as my wolf reacted with bared teeth and raised hackles. Without any windows, there was no sight of trees or clouds, there wasn’t even a vent so no fresh air. It was a hell dimension with no access to nature.

The woman at the desk smiled. “Ah. Jaxon Reeves. I knew you’d be showing up soon, a brand new wolf. You  entered my register this morning. I keep requesting an office with a window as shifters don’t like to be confined but anyway.” She shrugged and then stood up. “Let’s move outside, shall we?”

As she walked towards me, I took in her smell. Her base scent, hot, humid, jungle. The wolf labeled it. Tiger. My mouth went dry. She was short, barely came to my mid-chest, but what Ms. Sher lacked in stature she made up for in curves. Toss in her full mouth, large heavily lashed brown eyes, dark gold skin and long straight reddish black hair, Miss Ma’am should be a beauty queen, not stuck in an airless guidance counselor’s office.

Taking my eyes off her plentiful assets, I lead the way out of the room.

Ms. Sher closed the door behind her and said to the man, “Finney, I’m taking him outside.”

Mr. Finney  nodded and turned back to his book. Ms. Sher opened the door and took me right back to the front steps where I had been when Mr. Forrest caught me. I could still smell him, that harsh pungent odor hung in the air, stained on the steps.

Ms. Sher’s nostrils flexed and she moved down to the lawn where the air was a little cleaner and after smoothing down her skirt, sat down right there on the grass. I kept my eyes off those golden legs and sat down across from her. A check on my watch revealed there was little under twenty minutes of class left and honestly, I’d rather spend Psychology out here with a beautiful woman than inside with my former girlfriend and a teacher who smelled like nail polish and hair spray.

She started. “So Jaxon.” 

“Xon.” I said. “People only call me Jaxon when they’re mad at me. If we’re cool, everyone calls me Xon.”

She smiled, her brown eyes glowed with a sudden green glint, like emerald light  flashed over her irises. “Xon then. And you can call me Jayanti. So, I can tell you are newly Changed. May I ask the situation that took you from your birth state?”

I kept looking in her eyes, hoping to see her telltale again. “I don’t really like to talk about it, but a werewolf attacked me, he tried to kill me. Before I could die, the Change took over and healed me. It happened the last week of summer break, so five days later I’m at school like nothing happened.”

“But something did happen Xon,” said Jayanti. She was looking me straight in the eyes and didn’t flinch when my gold spark reflected in her deep black pupils. She didn’t pale, she didn’t smell afraid or confused. She was a shifter like me and I was a normal person in her eyes. “You’ve made that wild strange exotic shift from one species to the next level, from a human to a higher being. It’s intense but-”

I had to cut her off. “A higher being ma’am?”

She smiled. “Jayanti.”

“Miss Jayanti.” I said. “What do you mean a higher being?”

“We’re two-sided.” She held up two fingers. “We have this human or skin form.” A wave of her hand gestured to her body. “And the fur form.” 

She held that same hand out to me, and it bubbled, like hot oil when water is dashed in it; her skin wrinkled back and thick fur burst over her hand. Her fingers thickened as silver claws shot out from the beds and her palms turned black and padded. Just like that, sitting on the end of her wrist, was a tiger’s massive paw. Her other hand held up her human wrist, which looked like a toothpick dangling on the end, ridiculous and unmatched. 

“This form is superior to the human, the one-sided.” 

The tiger paw wiggled, flexed and like watching a tape rolling backwards. The digits shortened, the pads softened then paled, the fur receded as skin slid over the appendage. Then there was her slim gold-skinned hand just like before. It was as if the shift into a tiger’s paw had never happened.

I had stopped breathing at some point and my heart pounded like I had just run a marathon. I had known Jayanti wasn’t human since before I met her. She was the shifter’s guidance counselor, she smelled like a jungle and she had the telltale in her eyes but that, that right there nailed it all in.

She wasn’t human.

And now I’m not human.

Tears burned as I struggled to understand that thought. I didn’t know about shifters being higher than humans but was she right that I wasn’t human at all? She said I made a shift from my birth state, from human to shifter. So if I’m not human...then what am I really?

I don’t understand God. The bible doesn’t say anything about You creating people with the ability to turn into animals. Does that mean someone else created us? But there is no one else but YOU right? You are the Creator of everything, so how, how is this possible? Am I no longer Your child? You really did abandon me, forsook me the moment I was Changed from human to shifter. Its because You hate me, is that it? I don’t get it, God. I don’t know what to think anymore.

The bell rang, class was over and it would only take mere moments before this lawn was overrun with the meat-stink of humans.

Jayanti stood up in a smooth flowing motion and brushed off her skirt. “You can come see me anytime Xon and I’ll be more than happy to put your fears at ease. Remember, just because you’re a shifter, it doesn’t mean you’re a different person. Consider yourself an enhanced version of yourself. See you.” 

She smiled at me as green light flickered from her irises. She turned and walked into the building.

Students rushed out of the doors, laughing and talking while the buses rattled and heaved up to the sidewalk. The air immediately began to stink and I stood up, getting my book bag. I turned to get to my bus and a girl stepped right in front of me, I nearly tripped over her. 

I didn’t know this girl’s name, though I recognized her from the halls. She always had her long hair in a different style of braids. Now she was full on confronting me when before she never looked my way. She spoke quietly enough that I knew no one else around could hear but what she said made me freeze.

“So, you’re one of us now. When did that happen? Last I checked, you were human.”

I swallowed and I took in her smell. She smelled completely different from the rest of the humans at my school. I had learned that humans smelled like meat, unclean meat really, as if they were a dead deer or pig that had been left in mud for too long, off-putting food. This girl smelled like a sweet musky odor, like a woman who’s been rolling in rose petals and honey. It was attractive and it meant one thing. She wasn’t human either.

My throat was dry. “Did you smell that?”

“And saw it.” She said. “You’re twitchy, eyes flicking every which place. Your nose is wild, flexing and inhaling and your fingers are tense. You’re a cub waiting to fling yourself out of your human skin and run for the forest. It’s all over you kid, freshly Changed and can’t even think straight. So, when?”

Her irises were a mysterious shade of bright hazel, like honey. Her black pupils shined with the gold spark in the depths, her wolf staring out at mine. My wolf jolted back and forth, alternating between baring his teeth and ducking his head down, like he couldn’t decide between aggressive or submissive. His confusion had my skin bristling hot and my breath was cold, my throat tightened.

I whispered, “Who are you?”

“The name is Skylark Cloud.” She held out a hand. “Call me Sky, not Lark. And your name?”

I clumsily shook her hand. My hold was weak and sweaty, her grip was steel-tight, easily able to crush bone. My stomach jumped and I couldn’t speak as my wolf’s hackles raised and he slumped backwards, tail tucked between his thighs. He didn’t know what to make of her, a lady wolf. She wasn’t weak or innocent, but had sought me out and confronted me. So was she an enemy or was she a friend?

Sky’s eyes went wide. “Why are you so scared of me? Was it a woman who Changed you? I mean, I’m short, like a foot shorter than you. I’m not a threat. Relax, okay, jeez. Just wait until Shane sees you. Hell, he’ll beat you up just for the joy of it.” 

My throat tightened even more, until my voice croaked like a bullfrog. “S-Shane? Who’s Shane? Is he...like us?” 

Saying us was like swallowing something nasty. Us. As in not human. Us. Not just me, not just her, but Shane, and the others. More than one. I’m not insane. It happened. It’s real.

Sky crossed her arms. “Man you are one shaken up pup. We usually meet up at the playground in Lakeview Park. You can come with me, I was on my way. Come on.”

Lakeview Park was in walking distance from the high school but just about everything in Lakeside Village was in walking distance.

Sky didn’t talk so neither did I as I walked behind her. I kept my eyes away from her swaying hips, unsure if she would be able to tell if I was staring or not. 

The park was  over a small incline then settled into a tiny valley, like God had pressed his thumb into the ground. The developers had paved the three hills down into the park, which skateboarders used to ramp off into the sky like they were birds with wheels. With the trees that surrounded the valley and the tall grasses, the wolf stopped pacing inside, stopped trying to chase me off into the forest to be away from the school and the airless hallways and the stink of humans.

Because school had only just let out, the playground was mostly deserted. There was an older couple sitting on the bench, the man reading a newspaper and the woman engrossed in a hardcover book. Grouped at the monkey gym were three other boys; I didn’t know any of them. Sky jumped from the top of the stairs to land at the bottom of the valley, easily thirty steps. Then she turned and looked up at me. She didn’t speak and she didn’t have to.

My wolf’s hindquarters lowered, tensing. He was being challenged, he liked it and he wanted to do it too. I ignored him and  walked down each step.

Sky was already at the monkey gym, leaving me to walk over by myself. As I walked, I took note of the other three. I could already guess who Shane had to be. He was tall, two inches taller than me and muscular. His skin tanned from the sun, his head graced with wavy blond hair and his eyes were bright sky blue. Right in the midst of his black pupils burned the wolf spark, the gold color shining brighter than sunshine. 

The other boy was Hispanic with straight black hair, his skin was colored lightly toasted brown and he was on the chubby side. He immediately gave me a kind smile and his wolf spark glowed like a miniature star in the blackness of his pupils.

And the last boy, who was the smallest, his head topped with brightly dyed neon green hair. There was a small smile on his face but he was sporting a black eye, the skin mottled purple and drying blood from a cut under his eye spotted his skin. Yet even as I stared, the cut was sealing together, the purple color fading to a dark blue then paler. After about three seconds, the green-boy’s skin was clear and peachy-colored again. He used his finger to pick off the dried blood, revealing perfectly healed skin underneath.

The first boy chuckled. “You look like you have never seen accelerated healing before.”

“He’s very new,” said Sky. “Like yesterday or something new. Right?”

I shrugged, scuffing my sneaker into the colored rocks. The gravel was pink, blue, green and yellow. It looked blinding. It looked like vomit. My stomach pitched and I looked up again.

The other boy held his hand out but lowered it when I jerked back. “My name is Javier Eduardo de Calderón Méndez, you can  call me Javier. What is your name?” 

His voice was accented and he spoke very proper English, like he had studied it in formal education. Add in his pressed black slacks, white collared shirt and the tie tucked under his chin, he dressed for success, like school was his profession.

“Jaxon Reeves.” I got the words out around my heart beating in my mouth. “Everyone  calls me Xon it sounds like Zon but you spell it with an X.”

I had thought he was going to attack me, when he lifted his hand like that. As a human, I wouldn’t have been scared, he  wanted to shake hands, it was obvious. But my wolf took it as an aggressive gesture and flinched, which made me flinch. 

The older white boy, no doubt Shane, snorted then stood up off the ladder. “Xon huh? So when were you Changed new kid?” 

He was over six-feet and had the heavy muscles at the chest and arms of someone who lived and breathed at the gym. I now saw the small blood stain on his right knuckles and knew where the other kid got his black eye from. 

He’s not to be messed with. He’s the leader and I’m a nobody.

I stepped back, my wolf huddled, his tail wrapped around his leg, ears lowered. My knees slightly bent, my shoulders hunched towards my ears. All body language so he’d know I wasn’t a threat. My tongue twisted, I couldn’t speak.

Sky nudged me, saying, “Relax. Answer the question, he’s not going to hurt you.”

“I might,” said Shane with a drawling lazy tone, his half-smile bared a canine sliding into a fang, his blue eyes tinged olive. In his pupils the wolf spark flashed. “He’s pissing me off.”

I swallowed hard then said, “The last week of summer break. Five days ago to be exact.”

“And here you are on the first day of school.” The green-haired boy laughed. “I can’t believe you  came to school like nothing happened. I’d be hiding in my closet for at least a month. I’m Connor Hawkins, by the way.”

He laughed again but a strange scent was coming off his body that didn’t match. He had a musky scent, but it wasn’t as heady and thick like how Shane smelled, or even me. It was softer and wispy, young. A pup. Over that though...it was dank, heavy. My wolf sniffed then supplied me the information. It was unhappiness. Even though Connor was laughing and smiling, he was sad. The strange thing was the fact the sad smell was stamped on Connor’s skin, like a personal scent. 

How can someone be so sad that the scent stains their skin?

Shane crossed his arms, the muscles that pressed against his shirt sleeves made me back up again. He smiled, his blue eyes satisfied. He knew he had intimidated me and liked it. Something small and hard in my gut burned. 

He said, “Shane Armstrong and I’m Changed too, three years ago. Only Javier here isn’t.”

“Isn’t what?”

“Changed.” Javier smiled. “I am a natural wolf.” He saw my blank look. “It means I was born a werewolf. I have never been human. So if you were bitten, then what happened after that?”

I said, “I don’t remember much...there was so much pain.”

Sky’s brow crinkled. “If it was only a bite, then there’s some pain but not enough to black out your memories.”

“I wasn’t just bitten.” I explained. “Rocky tried to kill me. He ripped my insides out, he tore my arm off, broke my collarbone. I passed out after the Change, I slept the rest of Friday and most of Saturday. So that’s why I don’t remember a lot.”

Javier watched me carefully. “This Rocky...what happened to him?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I didn’t see him again so I’m sure they locked him up or punished him somehow.”

“Oh there he is!” Connor called, making me jump. He waved his arm. “Here comes Leo. What took him so long, fool.”

I turned in time to see a very long boy loping down the steps, he took them five at a time. His legs looked like stilts, his arms were just as long, his shoulders broad but thin, his chest sunken in, his neck so frail like I could break it with just a flick of my finger. He was stretched out and pulled thin. It was the wolf from my first class. The same guy who kept staring at me, he was the first wolf I had encountered.

“That’s Leonard Dawson,  call him Leo,” said Sky.

As he walked, the wolf stalking toward us, I stumbled backwards and I bumped into Shane, stepping on his shoes. He cursed and pain slammed into the back of my head, I hit the gravel before I realized he had  punched me. I clasped my head, blood coursing over my fingers and down my neck. Yellow and white burst in my eyes, my skull throbbed and under my hand the broken plate cracked. 

He fractured my skull. One hit. Jesus Christ, that’s strong! If I hit him back, maybe I could break his jaw with one hit.

“God, really Shane?” Sky protested. “He’s new! He didn’t mean to!”

“Fuck off Sky, these are limited edition Air Force 1’s! He’s lucky I don’t do worse!” 

Worse came as Shane kicked me in the ribs with a
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