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It’s the day before Thanksgiving, and the dorm is as quiet as a morgue. Pretty much everyone is home with their families. A week ago, I thought I would spend Thanksgiving with my mom. Then she informed me that she was going on a month-long vacation to Jamaica with some entrepreneur she met on Tinder. She asked, “Are you okay with staying on campus for Thanksgiving?” Because she wasn’t expecting me to say anything other than yes, I told her, “Yeah. Have fun in Jamaica.”

I love my mom. After my father died in a car accident when I was four, she did an amazing job of taking care of me, though she was grieving the loss of the love of her life, almost amazing enough to make me forget the absence of my dad. I don’t blame her for focusing on herself and getting wrapped up in her love life once I turned 18 and was old enough to look after myself. But did it sting a bit when I found out she wasn’t going to celebrate Thanksgiving with me for the first time? Yeah. I was looking forward to sharing her homemade rotisserie chicken with her—we never got turkey because a 20-pound bird is way too much meat for two people—and eating her mashed potatoes. Guess I’ll be ordering a pizza and eating it by myself tomorrow.

My friend Jane invited me to her family’s house for Thanksgiving, but I politely declined because I know I would’ve been uncomfortable as hell. Jane is great, but when I met her dad, he legit said, “Jane, you didn’t tell me your pal Lucy is an oriental!” She yelled at her dad, then apologized profusely to me. I told her it was okay, and it was. It’d been awkward as hell, but I know her dad had meant no malice. However, Jane has told me stories about her grandparents, stories that gave me absolutely no desire to meet them on Thanksgiving. 

Because it’s a nice and sunny day, I decide to go for a walk. When I’m outside and soaking in the vitamin D, I smile. I still can’t get over how nice the weather is in Los Angeles. Back in Cleveland, it’s snowing and below 30 degrees.

I look around the quad. It’s totally empty, save for a couple of pigeons and squirrels. The quiet is kind of nice. I don’t have to duck my head to avoid getting hit by footballs thrown by obnoxious frat bros or avoid making eye contact with people asking, “Do you want to make a donation and (insert noble cause here)?” (I do want to help, but I’m a broke-ass college student)

I hear barking, and I turn around, expecting to see a stray dog. All the color leaves my face. I do see a canine, but it’s not a little unfortunate pup. It’s a freaking wolf. A huge gray wolf with white teeth that look more than capable of tearing my face off.

What the hell do I do? The wolf is less than a yard away from me. Since when does LA have wolves? The animal takes another step toward me. Nausea wells up in me. Do I run away or is that just going to make it want to chase after me? I’m barely five feet tall and slightly—okay, very—out of shape. I doubt that I could outrun a fucking wolf. Do I scream? Would that scare the wolf away? Or would that provoke it into jumping on me and helping itself to parts of my face?

The wolf cocks its head, its eyes burning into mine. In spite of my panic, I can’t help noticing the color of the wolf’s eyes—a gorgeous shade of blue. Do wolves have blue eyes? Christ, I know jackshit about wolves.

“Please don’t kill me,” I whisper. Instantly, I feel stupid. As if the wolf can understand what I’m saying. 

The animal comes closer, and I let out an involuntary scream. Then before my eyes, the wolf transforms into a man. A handsome man. A familiar man. Uh, what the fuck? Did I unknowingly consume some acid, and am I seriously tripping balls right now? I gasp. It’s Colin Buchard, the school’s star quarterback. And he’s naked. Wait, he’s naked! I look at his six-pack abs, then his package, which is huge. 

Then I faint.
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When I wake up, I find myself in a bedroom that’s definitely not mine. I’m lying on luxurious Egyptian cotton sheets, not my threadbare Pokemon comforter. And there’s a poster of Tom Brady on the wall. And while I do think he’s pretty hot, the only poster I have on my wall is a Riverdale one.

Have I been kidnapped? What happened? With wide eyes, I remember seeing a blue-eyed wolf turn into Colin Buchard. Surely, that has to be a dream, not a memory. Because that would mean Colin Buchard is a werewolf, and werewolves aren’t real...right?

“Hello.” 

I shriek when a shirtless Colin strolls into the room. I relax a little when I notice that he’s wearing jeans. In my memory/dream/acid-induced hallucination, he was naked. Pink creeps into my cheeks as I recall getting a good look at his penis.

“Is your head feeling okay?” he asks.

When he sits next to me and caresses the back of my head, I freeze. He’s so close to me. I can feel his warmth and smell him. He smells clean, like soap and laundry detergent. Not like the boys in my high school, who smelled like sweat and gym socks and dollar-store cologne. 

The ability to breathe escapes me as I look at his eyes. They’re a gorgeous shade of blue, like the wolf in my memory/dream/acid-induced hallucination. “You’re a...you’re a...” My voice shakes. Werewolf. The word is stuck on the tip of my tongue. 

“Yes, I’m a werewolf,” he says, very matter of fact. 

I blurt out, “Please don’t kill me! I won’t tell anyone about your secret! I promise!”

He’s amused. “I’m not going to hurt you. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I would appreciate it if you didn’t make a Facebook post announcing, ‘Colin Buchard is a werewolf!’ But I’m not going to threaten a cute little thing like you.”

Did Colin just call me cute? Admittedly, my inner high school nerd squeals. The hot jock just called me cute!

“What’s your name?” he asks.

“Lucy Zhang?” I inwardly wince. I sound like I’m too dumb to know my own name.

“Lucy Zhang,” he repeats, his deep, warm voice like hot chocolate. I couldn’t care less about football, but it’s impossible to go to my college and not know about Colin Buchard. His dad is a wealthy businessman who is friends with Bill Gates, and rumor has it that the NFL is desperately trying to sign him. According to Jane, who does give a shit about football, Colin has the talent to be the next Tom Brady.

Lord, he is handsome. Those blue eyes, messy-in-a-good-way dark brown hair, cheekbones that could cut glass. He makes me feel like a troll who emerged from a filthy swamp.

“Why...why were you in your wolf form earlier?” I ask.

He lifts his shoulders. “I usually shift in the forest, but because it’s Thanksgiving break and everyone went home for the holiday, I thought I could run around in my wolf form on campus.” He turns up a corner of his mouth. “But apparently, not everyone went home. Sorry for scaring you.”

“It’s okay. But you shouldn’t run around campus in your wolf form. What if some maniac with a gun saw you and shot you?” 

His mouth twitches. “We go to a small liberal arts college in a low-crime suburb of LA. I doubt there’s maniacs with guns walking around.”

“You never know.”

He taps my chin. “It’s adorable of you to be so concerned for my safety.”

I blush. 

He grins. “You’re even cuter when you blush.” He rubs a spot on the back of my head. I grimace. “Yeah, you got a bump,” he says. “Let me get a bag of frozen peas.”

When he walks out of the room, I feel the butterflies fluttering in my belly. For a hotshot jock, he’s surprisingly nice. All of the jocks at my high school were jerks who made anyone remotely unpopular feel like shit on the bottom of a shoe and routinely called me Jackie Chan’s lovechild. Though maybe Colin is only being nice to me because he wants me to keep his secret.

Colin returns with a bag of frozen peas. I think he’s just going to hand it
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