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Prologue

	 

	 

	Amaris.

	That voice. It’s so distinct that I can never mistake it for someone else. It’s the voice in my head. The voice that whispers to me at odd times, the voice that calls out a name I can hardly call my own.

	Amaris. That name isn’t my own, yet it feels as though it belongs to me. It feels as though whoever the voice belongs to is being affectionate, and most importantly, it feels as though the voice is trying to tell me something, something important. But I have no idea what.

	Lia tells me I’m imagining things, and the psychiatrist tells me I’m crazy.

	I don’t want to believe either of them, but the more the voice whispers to me, the more I start to think that I really am losing my mind. I want, no, I need help from someone who will be open to new and slightly odd ideas as to what this is. In the world we live in today, where supernatural creatures such as werewolves and ghouls exist and live among us, one would think that people would be more open to such issues as this, but if anything, it’s made them even more closed off and even afraid.

	Humans fear these supernatural beings, and I know that if I even try to find a supernatural reason for hearing the voice in my head, I’ll be shunned. I may even be written off as worse than creatures whose eyes glow and who turn into beasts at night.

	All I can do is remain silent about what I hear, for who knows what may happen to me if I don’t.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	“This is not a good idea.”

	Lia rolls her eyes at me, her fingers gripping my forearm as she pulls me down the dark street. I’m not sure what time it is right now, but it’s most likely after midnight already. Luckily, I told my father I would be sleeping at Lia’s place tonight. Otherwise he would have been furious. It was already a struggle to convince him to let me stay at a friend’s house, and hopefully he won’t get so drunk tonight that he forgets he gave me permission.

	Although, I’m pretty sure he’d be livid if he knew where we are, well, heading to right now. I’m not sure why, but I let Lia convince me to let her take me to the tattoo studio downtown, and now, as we near the studio, anxiety creeps in and wraps itself around my bones.

	When we finally stop in front of the studio’s entrance, I pull back, grabbing Lia’s attention. “This is really not a good idea, Lia. My father will kill me, and you know that I’m not exaggerating when I say that.”

	“Look, let’s just have fun for once. You’re always bailing out on doing things because you’re afraid your father won’t approve,” she says with an exasperated sigh.

	I can’t help but stare at her with wide eyes. But then again, how can I expect her to understand when she doesn’t know my home situation? All she thinks is that my father is strict.

	“We can get it done somewhere where he won’t see. Problem solved.”

	“I don’t know, Lia...” I trail off, pursing my lips in uncertainty.

	“Come on. Just this once, Lexi.” She practically begs, staring at me with pleading eyes. Sighing, I nod in defeat, and she cheers, knowing that she’s always had me. She gives me no chance to even think of changing my mind because she pushes open the door and pulls me inside. The studio is exactly what I thought it would be—a simple desk at the front with pictures of tattoo designs littering the walls. The arms of the woman at the front desk are littered with tattoos, and she’s wearing obsidian black contacts that covers the entirety of her eyeballs, as well as a medusa piercing and gauged ears.

	I swallow when her dark orbs focus on me. It may be presumptuous of me, but her appearance makes her look scary, so I’m hesitant to walk forward, but Lia nudges me, pulling me from my thoughts with an unimpressed look. I let her do all the talking, avoiding having to look at the woman by staring at the tattoo designs on the walls instead.

	They’re all so detailed, with intricate lines and strokes. Most of the designs look like they require a lot of space, and I’m not about to let a stranger fill a big part of my body with ink. The woman leads Lia and me to a back room and knocks on the door twice before leaving us. A rough voice mutters out a throaty, “Come in,” and she pushes open the door, revealing a room with a similar look as the front of the studio.

	A man sits on a roller chair, and I’m almost immediately intimidated when he twists around to face us. There’s not much difference in his appearance to the woman’s. However, I think it’s the fact that he’s much bigger physically that scares me. He looks like he can crack my skull open with his bare hands.

	“Take a seat,” he says, gesturing to the leather seat beside him. Lia eagerly sits and produces her cell phone from my pocket. She shows him a picture of what I’m assuming to be the tattoo that she wants. It seems like she’s been thinking about this for a while now. The entire time the tattooist does her tattoo, I look away, the mere buzzing sound of the machine making me feel anxious.

	I’m not sure how long I remain standing there, and it’s only when I hear Lia call out to me that I finally bring my attention back to them. My eyes immediately find her tattoo. It’s a simple tattoo, three birds fluttering their wings on her collarbone. It reminds me of a tattoo I saw in a movie once. The tattooist gestures for me to sit down when Lia stands up, and I swallow, hesitantly sinking into the leather seat.

	“What do you want today?” he questions, peeling the black latex gloves off his fingers. His question has me stunned. Everything’s happened so fast. At the beginning of tonight, getting a tattoo was the last thing on my mind, so now that he’s asking me what I want permanently inked onto my skin, I’m at a loss for words. “If you don’t have a specific design you want, I can show you some that we have available.”

	I nod at his suggestion, not having a clue about what to get. He takes a thick flip file from the table into his hands and places it on my lap. I flip it open, and Lia is by my side as we flip through all the pages. But just as I’m about to flip to the next design, a drawing at the bottom of the sleeve catches my attention.

	It’s a simple design, with a glittering silver moon and a tiny black wolf howling beneath it. I’m not sure why, but I immediately feel drawn to it. It’s almost as if the drawing speaks to me, and as if fate, the voice in my head whispers to me This is the one.

	The words the voice whispers to me have me thrusting the flip file towards the tattooist. I point at the design, and he nods, although I don’t miss the way his eyebrows furrow slightly in confusion, and I know why. A human getting a tattoo of a wolf is unheard of, especially since even though they live among us and don’t harm us, we still fear them. And the fact that they look just like us makes us even more anxious. I could be dining with a werewolf, and I wouldn’t even know.

	“Where do you want it?” he asks, slipping on a clean pair of gloves.

	Almost immediately, my hand flies to the side of my neck, just below my ear. He nods and gestures me to lie down. I do, gripping Lia’s hand tightly. She smiles down at me, squeezing my hand in encouragement. I suck in a breath when the machine touches my skin, even though it’s not even on yet.

	I can do this.

	When the buzzing sound of the machine fills my ears, I close my eyes tightly shut and squeeze Lia’s hand. Then the needle pierces my skin.

	I try not to scream at the pain that immediately travels throughout the area where he permanently tattoos my skin. I’m not sure how much time passes by, but by the time the buzzing stops, I slump into the seat, all energy drained from my body.

	“It’s done, Lexi,” Lia whispers to me, and my eyes flutter open, my vision slightly blurry.

	“It looks beautiful,” the tattooist says, smiling proudly as he stares down at my neck. I nod, releasing a breath. I would hope so, considering how painful that was.

	“Thank you so much. I just know she’ll love it when she sees it,” Lia says.

	He places a patch on the fresh tattoo, telling me that I can take it off tomorrow morning. I nod, standing up from the seat, albeit with shaky legs. I’m never doing this ever again.

	We leave the back room and proceed to pay, Lia insisting on paying since she’s the one who convinced me to get a tattoo even though I didn’t originally want one.

	“I can’t believe I just got a tattoo,” I say as we walk out of the studio.

	“How does it feel? I bet rebelling against your father feels delightful,” she says with a laugh, stuffing her wallet into her bag.

	“I’m not so sure about that. I’ll see how I feel after seeing the result tomorrow,” I say with a shrug.

	“It already looks great raw, so it’ll look even better once it’s healed.

	I can only hope she’s not just saying that so I don’t freak out. The weight of what I have done hasn’t sunk in yet, so for now, I don’t even think about how I’m going to hide this from my father tomorrow.

	“But why did you get that design?” she questions.

	I was waiting for that question. She surprised me by not saying anything when I first chose the design, so I just knew she would ask why I got it afterwards. “I liked it,” I say with a shrug.

	“But just remember, that’s going to remain there forever. I don’t want you to regret getting a wolf.

	I know that she’s saying that for my sake. She’s afraid of what people may say when they see it. They may even accuse me of being a werewolf because of it, but I don’t care. If I’m going to get something permanently inked onto my skin, I want it to at least be something I like. I don’t want to have to think about what others may say. As long as I like it, then I don’t care.

	“I won’t regret it, Lia,” I say, and then she stops.

	“How do you feel about werewolves?” she suddenly questions, her tone turning serious. “Now that I’ve thought about it, we’ve never talked about the topic before. You know how I feel about them, yet I have no idea how you feel.”

	From the moment we met, Lia has expressed how she feels about supernatural beings, specifically werewolves. She fears them but thinks that they’re sexy and wants to spend the night with at least one of them for the experience. Her view of them isn’t very accurate, considering the fact that neither of us has ever seen a werewolf in real life and wouldn’t know, but she swears they’re sexy. It’s just the gut feeling she gets, and all I do is indulge her, knowing that arguing with her is no use, especially when I can’t agree or disagree with her.

	“I don’t know how I feel about them.” It’s true. I’ve never sat down and thought about them before, so I’m not sure what to think or feel when it comes to them. Of course, just like every other human on this planet, I fear them and their power, but I don’t have any personal feelings towards them.

	“So if I were to show up with a werewolf boyfriend, you wouldn’t mind?”

	My eyebrows furrow. “Is there something you’ve been hiding from me?” I question, narrowing my eyes at her. She immediately shakes her head.

	“It’s not like that. It’s just... there’s been a rumour circling the school recently,” she says.

	“What rumour?” I question. It’s not surprising that there’s a rumour that I don’t know about. Unlike Lia, who wants to know everything, I’m quite okay with not knowing everyone’s business. I actually prefer it that way.

	“Well, they’ve been saying that we’re getting transfer students on Monday,” she says.

	“And?” I question.

	“Well, rumour has it they’re, you know... werewolves.”

	Werewolves? Werewolves are transferring to our school? “Why?”

	She shrugs her shoulders.

	“I thought that humans and supernatural beings are separated for a reason. You know, so that no one gets killed.”

	She nods, folding her arms across her chest. “I guess this is their way of trying to get us to get along.”

	I shake my head. Werewolves going to the same school as humans?

	That spells trouble.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	The sun hitting my face wakes me.

	Stretching out my limbs, I roll over onto my side. Well, at least I try to, but Lia has her entire body lying on top of mine, the weight of it preventing me from being able to move my own body.

	“Wake up, Lia,” I say, patting her bottom. “We have to get up for school.”

	She merely groans in response, but luckily, she rolls over onto her stomach, allowing me to finally breathe. I get to my feet with a sigh, my hand rising in the air to shade my face from the harsh sun rays. It’s going to be very warm today. I can tell that much without even having to go outside first.

	Then there’s a knock on Lia’s bedroom door, and it opens slightly, revealing her mom, Vanessa. “Oh, I see you’re already awake. You only have half an hour to get ready before you have to leave.”

	I nod. “I’ll wake Lia.”

	Vanessa sends me one last smile before disappearing, closing the door behind her. My eyes find Lia’s sleeping form on the bed, and I sigh. Waking Lia up from a deep sleep has always been quite the task, and usually I just leave her to wake up on her own, but if I don’t wake her up myself today, we’ll both be late for school, seeing as she needs a specific amount of time to get ready, doing her hair and a full face of make-up taking up most of the time.

	“Lia.” I try, but when she doesn’t respond, I decide that there’s no use in me merely calling out to her. Taking a deep breath, I jump onto the bed, landing right on top of Lia. She immediately groans at the impact, and I smile. Lying on top of Lia and basically suffocating her is the only thing that actually works in waking her up.

	“Get off me.” She groans into the pillow.

	“Not happening. You have to wake up and get ready for school,” I say, putting more pressure on her body.

	“I don’t feel like going to school today. I’ll just skip it today.” She groans again.

	I sigh. How am I supposed to get her to get up now?

	Then, as if it’s the universe’s way of helping me, I recall the conversation we had last night. “Really? Because if you stay at home today, you’ll miss the werewolves.”

	Almost immediately, her head snaps up. “The werewolves?” she questions, as if she’d forgotten about them, and I just reminded her.

	“Yep.” I smile when her head turns to mine. “Unfortunately, if you stay at home today, you won’t get to see those sexy werewolves today.”

	Suddenly she’s sitting up, causing me to nearly fall off the bed.

	“I have to go to school today. There’s no way in hell I’m missing that,” she says, determination evident in her voice. She quickly gets up from the bed, pushing her feet into her slippers and rushing out of the bedroom.

	I can’t help but laugh at the change in her, and all I had to mention was werewolves and sexy to get her to cooperate with me. She really has a simple mind.

	Lia quickly finishes in the bathroom before returning to the bedroom to get ready while I make my way to the bathroom. The moment I’m standing in front of the mirror, my eyes find the patch on the side of my neck, and I’m reminded of the tattoo I got last night. I don’t regret it, but I might once I rip the patch off and see the tattoo for the first time.

	Taking a deep breath, I bring my hand to the patch and quickly rip it off my skin before I have a chance to hesitate. I look into the mirror, my eyes widening when I see how the tattoo came out.

	I’m surprised. I’m not sure why, but I expected it to be a complete failure and flop as a sort of punishment for going against my father’s will. But it’s the complete opposite of what I expected. It looks just like the picture in the file, as if the tattooist pressed copy and paste. I dare even say that the actual result is better than the original design.

	There’s just something about this design, something special that has my mind and heart calling out to it.

	“It’s perfect,” the voice in my head whispers.

	“Is there a reason why you told me to get this one done?” My fingers move to trail across the tattoo inked onto my once untouched and bare skin. It may sound weird to others, but sometimes, on rare occasions, I communicate with the voice in my head. Most of the time, it’s just me talking to myself, but at infrequent moments, the voice responds to me, even if it’s merely with one or two-word sentences.

	Just like the majority of the time, the voice doesn’t respond, leaving me with unanswered questions. Honestly, ever since I got the tattoo of a crescent moon and wolf done, I’ve wondered why the voice advised me to choose this specific design. Usually for trivial things such as this, the voice doesn’t interfere, and that’s mainly why I decided to listen to the voice last night, because I know it wouldn’t say anything if it wasn’t important.

	Shrugging off my thoughts, I take a quick shower before wrapping a towel around my naked body and heading back to the bedroom. Lia is busy applying foundation when I enter the bedroom, and I walk to the overnight bag I packed, zipping it open and pulling out my school uniform from it.

	I drop my towel to the ground, not caring about the fact that Lia can see my bare body since we’ve been naked in front of one another before and are comfortable with it. I slip into my underwear and school uniform, tugging my school skirt up my legs before tucking my white shirt into it. I slip into a pair of sneakers, not having worn actual school shoes since I started attending high school.

	I move to stand behind Lia in front of the mirror—where she sits at her dresser—and I drag a brush through my wet hair, deciding to just let my hair hang naturally for school. When Lia is done with her make-up, we both head downstairs, deciding to skip on breakfast since we’re running a little late for school.

	Vanessa places a kiss on Lia’s head as we leave the house, causing a little envy to slip in. I’d also had such a relationship with my mom in the past before she died from cancer. At times like this, I find myself wishing that I could go back to the time when she was still alive. I think a part of me knows that if I could go back, I would appreciate my mom a lot more than I did before.

	 

	*

	 

	“Oh, I’m so excited.” Lia squeals when we reach the school gates, a skip in her step.

	I roll my eyes at her, not even bothering to ask her why she’s so excited, already knowing why. While she may be excited, I feel the complete opposite. I secretly hope that the rumour about werewolves transferring to our school is just that, a rumour. No matter how good-looking they may be, there’s no hiding the fact that they’re dangerous. Who knows what they may do to someone who accidentally crosses them? I can only hope I won’t make a mistake if they do end up attending the same school as me because I’m really not looking forward to dying before I graduate.

	I can be wrong in my judgment of them. However, it’s understandable considering the power they have, the power that only they have.

	“That’s it. I have a plan.” Lia suddenly announces, pulling me from my thoughts.

	“What plan?” I question.

	“I’m going to choose the hottest of the werewolves and seduce him. I mean, I don’t think even he’ll be able to resist me,” she says, boasting and flipping her hair over her shoulder. She’s not being conceited when she says that. It’s no secret that men fall to their knees before Lia since she’s quite the beauty, with her baby blue eyes and long, silky, dirty-blonde hair. She’s the pretty one out of the two of us. I’m not ugly, but I’m just not considered extremely pretty when I stand next to her, with my shoulder-length golden-brown hair and hazel green eyes.

	“Good luck with that,” I merely say, walking past her.

	I reach the classroom before Lia, taking a seat at my desk. Lia strolls into the classroom moments after me, sending her flirty smile to the boys she passes before coming to sit next to me.

	“Why did you walk away?” She places her bag on the floor.

	I merely shrug, keeping my attention to the front. The bell rings, and the teacher, Ms Blake, a petite woman with thin-rimmed glasses perched on her nose and hair always pulled back in a braid, comes walking in, her purse clutched firmly to her chest.

	“All right. Good morning, everyone.” She places her purse on her table. We greet her back, although with less enthusiasm than she had. “Right, we have new students today.”

	My heart stops. New students? It can’t be... no way...

	“It’s them. I can feel it,” Lia excitedly whispers, nudging me with her elbow. I can’t share the same excitement with her. Here I was, hoping that it was merely a rumour, but now, not only is it not a rumour, but the transfer students are in my class.

	Talk about bad luck.

	“It’s the werewolves.”

	“I told you it’s true.”

	“I wonder what they look like.”

	Whispers erupt throughout the classroom, and I stare uncomfortably at the front, awaiting their arrival.

	“I really hope they’re hot, or else I’m going to be heavily disappointed,” Lia says to me, a pout on her face.

	I don’t respond, intertwining my fingers on the desk in front of me.

	“You may come in.” Ms Blake announces, and then the door opens. Everyone leans forward in their seats, curious to see the werewolves. The moment a foot steps into the classroom, I avert my gaze down to the desk.

	Almost immediately, the air in the room shifts. The power—I can feel it practically seeping out from their bodies. If there was ever any doubt that they’re werewolves, all of it’s vanished. With the powerful aura, there’s no way they’re human.

	“Look up.”

	My head immediately snaps up at the voice in my head, my focus falling onto the werewolves. There are three of them, one with surprisingly gentle features, having short blonde hair and crystal blue eyes. The other has jet-black hair shaved into a buzz cut with honey-coloured eyes. He looks bored as he stands there, his hands stuffed into his pants pockets.

	Then my gaze falls onto the one in the middle. He feels different. Everything about him feels different.

	If anything, his aura is more powerful than the other two’s. The power is rolling off him in waves. There’s something different about the look in his eyes, too. It’s almost as if he’s seen so many things that I can’t even begin to imagine.

	Our eyes meet.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	I can’t look away.

	I want to, but I can’t seem to. It’s as if something, or someone, has taken control of my body, and I can no longer do what I want. The werewolf... his gaze is unfaltering, his eyes staring deeply into mine even from a distance. His eyes, though, there’s a certain glint in them, as if he’s challenging me to look away first. Suddenly, as if his challenge has awakened something in me, I intensify my stare. He raises an eyebrow at me, appearing not to have expected that from me.

	I’m not sure why he has any expectations, though. He doesn’t even know me.

	I want to examine him and graze my eyes over every inch of him. I’m curious that way, but as we stare deeply into one another’s eyes, I realise that there’s no chance for me to, not without breaking eye contact with him, and it seems like that’s what he wants from me right now.

	“What are you doing?” The sound of Lia’s voice breaks me out of the moment, and my head instinctively snaps to hers.

	It’s only when I stare into her eyes instead of his that I realise I broke first. Staring at him in the periphery, I find him to be looking away now, too, but there’s a quirk to his lips, a quirk that shows me he’s satisfied.

	Releasing a breath of frustration, I twist my body to face Lia. “Why? What is it?”

	Surprise flashes in her eyes. “Woah, Lexia Leigh.”

	The fact that she calls me by my full name instead of just calling me Lexi, as she usually does, shows me just how surprised she is.

	“Sorry. I was just surprised,” I feebly say, releasing a breath.

	She nods, although the slight furrow to her eyebrows doesn’t disappear.

	“And? Have you chosen a target?”

	She nods, a smile appearing on her face as she points her finger to the front. “Him.”

	It’s him. She chose the one in the middle, and I can see why. Physically, he’s unmatched.

	Now I take my time to really look at him, my gaze roving over every inch of him. He has thick and tousled golden-brown hair that splays across his forehead, a few stray strands falling into his chocolate-brown eyes that have a few golden specks in them. I can see them, even from a distance.

	But he’s big. Physically, he’s big, muscles straining the school shirt he wears, and his tall height hovers over everything. He’s a man.

	“And? Do you approve?” Lia’s question pulls me out of my thoughts.

	“Huh?” I distractedly mutter.

	“Do you approve of him?” she asks, pointing at the beast of a man.

	“Well... I guess in terms of looks, he’s not too bad,” I half-heartedly mutter.

	“Not too bad? Lexi, you need to get your eyes checked. Because that”—she grabs my arms and turns my body so I’m looking at him—”is a man.”

	She’s just voicing what I’ve been thinking. He really is a man, so how can he be a teenager? He has to be at least a few years older than us. There’s no way he’s eighteen.

	“All right, so you may introduce yourselves,” Ms Blake says.

	“I’m Cole,” the one with the buzz cut says, his voice low and in monotone.

	“Hi, everyone,” the one with the gentle features greets, raising his hand in the air. I’m surprised by the cheerfulness in his voice. “I’m Gage. Nice to meet you all.”

	Then everyone’s attention is on him.

	“I’m Rykan.”

	Everyone gasps. His voice... it’s so deep.

	“Oh gosh. I’m in love.” Lia gushes from beside me, flashing heart eyes at him.

	Rykan. It tastes foreign on my tongue.

	“Right, anyone have any questions for them?” Ms Blake politely asks.

	“Are you werewolves?” a voice boldly pipes out from the back of the class.

	Everyone’s eyes are on them, awaiting their answer.

	“None of your business.” Cole answers, his voice stern and making the person shut their mouth.

	“But don’t you think we deserve to know? I mean, we’re going to be in the same class for a year,” Lia buts in from beside me

	My head snaps to hers, my eyes wide. Her facial expression is nonchalant as she stares at them. I know why she’s asking. She wants a steamy romance with a werewolf, and if it turns out that they’re merely humans, she’ll be heavily disappointed.

	“Why do you think you deserve to know?” Rykan surprises everyone by questioning. The tone of his voice is accusatory and stern.

	“What do you mean?” she asks, although I hear a slight tremble in her voice.

	“Isn’t this the same as blatantly asking you if you’re a virgin in front of everyone?” he asks, and she gasps, her eyes widening at his words. And his mouth quirks. “And judging by your reaction, I’m guessing you’re not.”

	“That’s enough!” I blurt out, standing up in my seat.

	“What?” he nonchalantly asks.

	“You can’t just say that!”

	“And why not?”

	“Because it’s personal,” I say.

	“And asking us whether we’re werewolves or not isn’t?” he asks.

	I freeze. All thought of what to say left my mind. He’s right. He’s got me with that.

	“All right, guys. That’s enough,” Gage softly scolds. “We shouldn’t get into arguments so early on the first day.”

	Rykan keeps looking at me as Gage speaks, his eyes slightly narrowed.

	Then Gage turns to me. “I apologise for Rykan. He’s not really good with words.”

	“You three can go to your seats now,” Ms Blake says, cutting in, then clearing her throat awkwardly.

	Rykan glances at me one last time before Gage pulls him and Cole to the back of the class.

	“Are you okay?” I ask Lia, grabbing her arm.

	“Huh? Yeah, I’m fine. He was just a little scary, that’s all.”

	Lia’s quiet throughout the rest of the lesson. Although I can see that she’s clearly a little shaken up by the way Rykan spoke to her, I leave her alone.

	When the bell rings, Lia is up from her seat. “I’ll see you at lunch.”

	She’s out the door before I can respond. Sighing, I get up from my seat, but just as I take a step into the aisle, I bump into something hard. When I look up, my eyes widen when my gaze meets Rykan’s. Now that he’s so close, I can clearly see the golden specks in his eyes. They strike me frozen for a few moments before I break out of it.

	“Watch where you’re going,” he hisses, pushing past me.

	I scoff, the next words tumbling out of my mouth without control. “Bloody dogs.”

	He stops, his body tensing. My eyes widen, and my hand flies to my mouth. Did I just say that? What’s wrong with me? I must have lost my mind. Even though it hasn’t been confirmed if they really are werewolves, I’m screwed.

	Rykan slowly turns to me, his eyes dark. “What did you just say?”

	The calmness in his voice has me

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg





images/image.jpeg





