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My name is Alex Dracgo, and I'm 18 years old. I'm in my first year of college at Salisberry Tech. My mom insisted I go here. I have no idea why, but it was far enough and had my major, so I didn’t think much about it. I'm currently sitting in an Intro to English class that's required for my Agricultural Engineering major. My mom insisted I do something with animals, but Engineering has always been a dream of mine. The classroom is a small room on the third floor with no decorations on the wall, the desks are small and have little room for more than the computer, and the room is hotter than the temperature outside. A graduate student teaches the class, since apparently the school doesn’t feel it’s an important enough class to have an official teacher. It has a focus on rhetoric and a bunch of other topics that I've been taught since middle school. The school claims it’s supposed to help us with learning to write, but honestly, I don’t pay attention during any of the lectures and do all my assignments an hour before they're due and get As on them. I frown as I see a raven with six eyes staring at me.

The scrape of a chair startles me. I look around to notice that the classroom is currently empty except for the teacher and me. I look back at the raven, and it only has two eyes and is looking in the opposite direction from me. I wipe my eyes, as I must not have gotten enough sleep last night. I gather my things, shove them into my backpack, and adjust my bra strap, leaving before the professor is even finished packing. I let out a sigh as I head to Neptune Hall to grab some food. The school has a love of mythologies like Roman, Greek, and Norse ones, so many of the buildings are named after their gods. I guess it’s similar to how the planets are named after the Roman Gods or how some companies are named after Greek Gods. It’s around 11:00 AM, but I like to grab food before the lunch rush. I get a burger and then head back to my dorm room to eat. When I enter the dorm room, my dog, a mostly white Yorkshire Terrier named Layla, who has grey spots, runs up to me, yapping. I got accommodations to have an emotional support animal since I’ve had dogs and cats my entire life. I wait for her to calm down a bit so she doesn’t excitedly pee on the floor. Once she’s not bouncing off the walls, I sit down on her level, and she climbs into my lap. She sniffs at my burger, but I can tell she’s not really hungry or even interested in eating. I hold my wrapped burger out to her to sniff, and when she’s content, I stand up and sit in my chair while Layla goes to lie in her bed. My dorm room is small; it has a bed for me and my roommate, both of which are lofted. My desk is pretty sparse, with a brush and hairbands from when I brushed my hair earlier this morning. On the other hand, my roommate’s desk is cluttered with makeup, perfume, homework, brushes, and old food containers. I don’t mind it, as long as she keeps it contained to her desk.

A few hours later, I’m leaving my last class of the day. Not a lot of people are around as I leave my level 2000 class. It’s around 07:00 PM when all of a sudden I’m knocked off my feet. When I land, the breath is knocked from my lungs. I lie there wheezing, before I turn onto my back to study what hit me. It’s a big guy; he looks to be a football player. He’s muscular and tall, maybe seven feet tall.

I frown at him. “What the fuck?”

He grins. “Tasty snack.” As I watch him, he changes. His pants rip as his legs get bigger and furry. His shoes tear as his feet turn to hooves.

I move backwards on my hands and feet as he takes a step toward me, his head morphing. His mouth and nose grow out into a snout, and horns sprout from his head. My eyes widen, and my heart rate increases as I scoot farther from him. My first thought is that he’s a minotaur, but there’s no way those exist, but humans don’t normally turn into mutant animals. 

He picks me up and studies me. I hear him snort. “Who do you belong to?”

I gag at his breath. “Maya Dracgo?”

Before he can do more, he drops me with a grunt. I land roughly on my butt and scramble away. The creature is looking at something behind me. Behind me stands a man. I narrow my eyes at him. My eyes widen as I recognize him.

Professor Gus Sothan grins. “Well, hello, Alex. Fancy seeing you battling a Hanitoko.”

I frown. “A Hanitoko?”

Professor Sothan is my professor of Biology, which is also required for my major. He tears off the scarf he wears around his neck, and I watch as it grows into a giant greatsword. He tosses it with one hand in my direction, and it lands at my feet. I look at the Hanitoko, as Professor Sothan called it, to see it tilting its head as it studies the exchange. “A fair fight?”

Professor Sothan nods. “A fair fight. You and her.”

I look between the two of them. “I’m fighting that thing?”

Professor Sothan nods. “Have faith in your innate abilities.”

I gulp as I stand up and walk over to where the sword landed. I pick it up and struggle to lift it. “This is a little big.”

Professor Sothan nods. “You’ll grow into it.”

The Hanitoko roars as it charges me. As it gets close to me, I swing the blade. I manage to graze the flank. It swipes with its hand. I duck. It spins and tries to hit me with its spiked ball tail. I drop the sword as I jump back. Its tail slams into the sidewalk with a crack. It moves its tail up and down behind it. Maybe testing the weight of it? Where its tail once was is a big crater. It flicks the pieces of debris from its tail. I flinch as a piece hits me. I glance at my hand to see blood. Fuck, when Professor Sothan arrived, I expected him to play a more active role. He seems content to just watch. The Hanitoko dives for my sword. I look between it and the Professor. I don’t know if he’ll actually help me. I run for the sword. Professor Sothan sighs as he reaches into his pocket, opens his hand, and then blows into it. The Hanitoko backs away from him and sneezes as a pink dust blows into its face. As it’s distracted, I dive for the sword with a grunt as I struggle to move it. I drag it along the ground until I reach the Hanitoko, and then pick it up with trembling arms and slash it. The Hanitoko grunts and then fades into dust. I drop the blade, and I fall back into the grass, breathing heavily, and my body screams at me.  Professor Sothan walks over and picks up the sword, which is now a necklace of a dog and a cat. I frown at it. Wasn’t it a scarf when Professor Sothan walked up? Why is it a necklace now? 

Professor Sothan hands it to me. “Come along. You probably have questions.”

I raise an eyebrow at him. “What was that? What’s going on?”

Professor Sothan shrugs. “You’re a demigod.”

I frown. “A demigod?”

Professor Sothan nods. “It happens when a god loves a human very much.”

I narrow my eyes. “I’m not a child. I’m in college. I don’t need you babying me.”

Professor Sothan shrugs. “I didn’t know if your parents taught you about the birds and the bees.”

My eyes widen. “I know how sex works. Why did that thing attack me?”

“Well, that thing is known as a monster, and they generally hold grudges. Also, the kind of monster is a Hanitoko.”

“Is this a Percy Jackson book?”

Professor Sothan shakes his head and holds up a finger. “That’s just fiction; Greek mythology isn’t real, but this. This is very real.”

In Percy Jackson, the books I read growing up, there’s Demigods, which exist as a general term in mythology according to my history lessons. There’s also magic, monsters, a type of veil, a magic pen. “Wait, so it is like that!”

“Kind of. There are gods, but not from mythology, though sometimes our world gets exposed to normal humans or Demigods decide to spread stories, which resulted in the stories of mythology.”

I cross my arms. “Wait, why am I believing you. This has to be a dream. Whatever that Hanitoko thing was. Those don’t exist.”

I shake my head and turn to leave when I see that raven from earlier. I don’t know how I know it’s the exact same one, but somehow I do. I crouch down and reach a hand to it. It approaches me, and I fall back as suddenly I see it has six eyes again. “What the fuck?” Sothan chuckles, and I glare at him before noticing he isn’t freaking out. “Do you see that it has six eyes?”

Sothan nods. “That’s a Torilas. They’re special to the God Shibut.” I stare at him, and he shrugs. “God of animals and strength. I don’t know why it seems to like you.”

“You have to be fucking with me. It’s just a random bird.” I turn back, kind of expecting the bird to be staring at me, but instead it has two eyes again and is slurping a worm. After a minute, it flies off. I’m not entirely sure if I’m imagining things and Sothan is playing along, or maybe the world really is different from what I thought. I guess there’s no harm in listening
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