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Chapter One

 


The first day of school was always the same
for the first eleven years of my school life. My mom would wake me
up with muffins or something special for the first day. She'd do my
hair and help me pick out what clothes to wear from the stack of
new ones we had purchased just for the occasion of a new year.
She'd walk me outside where we'd meet up with my neighbor and best
friend, Brian. He and his mom would walk with us to the school or
the bus stop, depending on the year. I had Brian at my side making
it all easier. The first day of school was no big deal, as long as
Brian and I were together.

That scenario would not be the case for me
the beginning of my junior year. Everything had changed. I stood up
on my own. Picked out my own clothes from the old ones I'd had for
a while. There were no new ones. There would be no muffins with my
mom or her helping with my hair. Who knew what she was even doing
that day. It certainly had nothing to do with me. I know it had
been my choice to move away from my home to live with my
grandfather, but I'd thought she'd at least still be a part of my
life. That she'd want to be involved. Apparently, I was wrong.

Then there was Brian. He and I hadn't spoken
in weeks. We wouldn't be going to school together for the first
time in all our school years. That was the hardest part for me. I
would be starting at a new school full of people that were maybe
not strangers, but people I didn't know. He would be going to the
same school and with the same people he always had. It was going to
be a complicated year for me.

I looked in the mirror at myself in my jeans
and t-shirt and didn't really like what I saw. My hair hung long
down to almost my waist and was getting longer every day. It so
needed a trim. I hadn't bothered with makeup as I still had a nice
tan from the summer sun. "Whelp, that's as good as I'm going to
get, I guess." I smoothed my hair with one hand as I turned from
the mirror and left my room to find something to eat.

The kitchen was down the hall, then down the
back stairs. I flounced down the steps and entered the kitchen with
as much fake excitement as I could manage, only I shouldn't have
even bothered. I was alone. However, on the table in what Peggy,
the house help maid person, called the breakfast nook, was a new
purple plaid bag. I pulled it toward me and opened it. I wasn't
going to pretend it couldn't be for me, as I was the only person
under the age of fifty in the house. Let alone the fact that my
posh grandfather wouldn't be caught dead with a backpack in
purple.

It was stuffed to the seams with school
supplies. I couldn't help the smile that blossomed on my face as I
looked at the pack of No. 2 pencils, spiral notebooks, and just
about anything else I could possibly need for school. I hadn't been
forgotten after all.

Yes, it was different, and yes it was not
what my mother used to do, but it was something, and it was
something nice. I heard someone come up behind me, and I turned to
find my grandfather hesitating in the doorway.

I'd been living with him for about two
months, and we were not much closer than we were upon our first
meeting. I didn't even know what his age was, let alone anything
about his history. Then again, I don't think he knew any more about
me than I did him.

"Thank you. For the supplies, I mean. It was
sweet of you."

He seemed uncomfortable with the thanks. He
stood with his hands firmly gripped behind his back and stood
straighter than only a moment before. "You are welcome. I hope it
is what you will need in order to do a good job in school." Then
after a moment he added, "We have a family reputation to uphold. I
expect you will do well."

I didn't roll my eyes, and I didn't sigh, but
I wanted too. Sometimes the man was a bit of a jerk. However, as I
stood there staring at him, trying to think of something to say, I
wondered if that was the problem. He didn't know what to say to me
any more than I knew how to talk to him. Everything was so…tense
and forced. We really needed to work on that if we were going to
live together.

I smiled at him and said, "I'm grateful for
them. They are exactly what I will need." I took a blueberry muffin
from the counter, fresh made, and oh, my God, they were still a
little warm. I grabbed the backpack with my free hand and said, "I
better get going. I wouldn't want to be late for my first day."

"Alex will be taking you," he said, still
standing tall in the doorway. He was neither in the kitchen nor
really out of it. It was like he didn't fit in either place.

"Alex? The chauffeur? Umm…are you sure that's
necessary?" I asked. The idea of arriving at school in a sleek limo
was not a comfortable one. It seemed a little showy, and not the
first impression I wanted to make.

"Alex will see you safely to and from school
each week," he said. The tone was as strong as his stance. No
arguments would be heard apparently. I decided not to push it.

"What about next week, when I start the other
school?"

"He will take you then as well, although I
have no idea why you insist on this route. One school, one clan
should be enough," he said.

I tried not to sound too annoyed even though
I clearly was. "Grandfather, we have been through this," I said.
"I'm not going to choose one clan over the over. I am going to be
part of the whole group. We are all family in some form you know.
Alternating one week at the Staton school and one week at the
Grey's will give me a chance to understand the families, both sides
of it. This is my decision. I get that no one likes the idea, and I
get that everyone thinks they can tell me what to do, but you
can't. Like it or not, this is how it's going to be for right now.
Deal with it."

"Watch your tone with me, young lady. You
live here in my home…"

"Yes, I do. For now."

We both stared at each other. Lots of words
were left unsaid. Neither of us wanted to fight. Not really.

I opened the door and said, "I'll tell Alex
I'm ready." Then because I didn't want to leave with us both still
mad, I said, "Don't worry, I'm a good student. I promise."

He didn't respond, and I didn't say anything
more. I hitched up my pack on my shoulder and left to find my
ride.

 


~ * ~

 


I should not have been quite so worried about
how it would appear with me arriving with a driver and a limo.
Apparently, most of the Staton family clan was as showy as my
grandfather. The limos of various degrees of black, sleek and
shiny, lined the entryway drive of the little school. I tried to
count how many when we arrived, but they were coming and going too
fast.

"How many kids go to this school?" I asked
Alex.

He glanced at me in the rearview mirror.
"About fifty."

That was it? I looked at the school. For a
school of about fifty children, it was a bit big. It was made of
red brick and only one story, but it was sprawling.

I stepped out of the car on my own and
slammed the door closed. Everyone on the walkway to the school
stared at me. It could have been that I got out without Alex's
help, or it could have been because I was the only girl in
sight.

I heard the window power down. Alex said,
"I'll be out front waiting for you at the end of the day."

I didn't look back, but I did respond,
"Okay." I took a page from my grandfather and straightened my back
until it hurt, held my head high, and calmly, and maybe a bit
slowly with dread, walked into the school. I didn't look left or
right or at anyone, but I felt every single pair of eyes on me the
whole way.

Once inside, I headed directly to the office.
A woman greeted me with a smile that took me by surprise. Most
people in the Staton clan didn't smile. Maybe that was because I
hadn't met anyone that was female before. Regardless, I found
myself smiling back at her. "Hi. I'm Abigail Staton. I'm new this
year."

The smile grew wider on her face, and she
said, "Yes. I figured. We get so many girls here you know."

She was teasing me. Wait, a Staton clan
member knew how to tease? "Yeah. I bet."

She winked then said, "Okay. So I have your
schedule set up for you. It's my understanding that you will spend
one week at the Griffin Academic Center and then you spend one week
at the Slate Center. Although we are separate buildings, our
curriculum is the same, so you will be on track without falling
behind at either school. The administration at both buildings have
agreed to cooperate with each other and will coordinate your scores
for one singular grade each quarter."

"Okay."

"You're making waves, Abby."

"I'm not really trying to, but yeah. I guess
I am."

She patted my shoulder and said, "That's not
a bad thing. At least some of us don't think it is."

I took a guess and asked, "Would that be the
female us?"

A wide, showy smile, full of white teeth
appeared on her face. "You got it."

That's what I thought. I smiled back and
said, "Girl power."

She lowered her voice and said, "Don't get
too showy with it. They will bat you down as quickly as possible
here. They don't like the idea of girls having any power over them.
It's like being back in the eighteen hundreds sometimes. Take it
slow, but don't worry. You're not alone here. It may feel like it,
but you aren't. Okay?"

"Okay." She handed me my schedule, and I
turned to leave. Then I thought of something. "I'm sorry. What's
your name?"

She chuckled softly then said, "Mrs.
Staton."

Of course it was. When you lived in a male
society, just about everyone would have the same last name.
Great.

Then she whispered so softly that I almost
didn't hear, "Leslie Staton."

After leaving the office, I headed to my
first class. It was math, with Mr. Staton, of course, and in room
101. Okay, that didn't sound too hard. Then I glanced further down
on my schedule for the day and saw that my next class was, world
history with…Mr. Staton, in room 101. Hmm. In fact, all my classes
were in room 101 and all of them were with Mr. Staton.

"What the?"

I found my room rather quickly. The school
was actually a square. There was a gymnasium/auditorium in the
center and all around it were classrooms. There appeared to be two
classrooms on each side with a restroom, and that was it aside from
the office up front. So there were what, six classrooms? Then again
with only fifty kids, how many rooms did you really need?

I stepped inside room 101 and was again the
object of attention for the entire room. I quickly counted and
found there were seven kids and the teacher in the room. Seven male
kids and one male teacher, I should clarify.

All their eyes stared at me, eight pairs of
brown eyes, and heads of dark hair ranging in colors from black to
dark brown. Yeah, there was a lot of variety. Even if I hadn't been
a girl, I would have stood out like a sore thumb with my brownish
blondish hair and blue eyes. But heck add in hips and boobs and
yeah, it was no wonder everyone was staring.

My heart was beating so fast inside my chest
I wondered if they could see it or hear it. I forced a smile and
said, "Hi. I believe you were expecting me?"

They should have been. The fight to get into
the two schools had been terrific. Everyone in both clans was aware
that I was not going to choose one clan school over the other. I
was going to go to both. No playing favorite to be used against the
other.

Mr. Staton pointed at an empty desk, or maybe
I should call it a table. It was flat with a black surface, big
enough for two people to work on comfortably. I was given a work
area table all to myself. I wondered if there was a reason for that
or if it just worked out that way.

I scanned the room to see if I recognized
anyone. No. They were all strangers to me. Maybe I had seen them on
the night of the non-battle, but I didn't remember a whole lot
about the people that had been there other than my father and the
boys I had gotten to know from the other clan.

I missed those boys. William, Oscar, Dillon,
and Max maybe more than Taylor. He was too serious and grumpy
sometimes, but I still missed him. Where were they? Did William go
back to school yet? Why hadn't they contacted me since the night
where I'd found balance? He couldn't still be mad at me for not
going home with him. Could he?

I pushed those thoughts out of my mind as I
sat down, all the while still feeling the heavy weight of eight
pairs of eyes.

"Let's settle down everyone and get started.
We are going to start at the beginning of your book and work
through one chapter a week throughout the year." He pointed at a
stack of books over by the window that were evidently math
textbooks and said, "Everyone come up and get a book. I expect
covers on these books by tomorrow. If they are not covered, you
will be held after school. No exceptions." He focused his sharp
gaze on my face when he said the last part. As if I would expect
preferential treatment. Or maybe they expected me to, because of
who my grandfather was. Whatever the reason, I was offended.

We all stood up and filed over to the books
to get a copy. Heads lifted into the air. Noses drew in breaths
deeply. Then eyes snapped at me. I knew what was coming and I was
not in the mood. I lifted a hand and said loudly and as firm as I
could, "The first one to say I smell, in any way shape or form, I
will tear your face off." I turned my eyes on several of the guys
in the class to make sure they heard me, and finished with, "I mean
it." Then just to prove I was as serious as I made myself out to
be, I let a wave of fur come out on my arms and disappear in a
showy display of power. "Just so we're clear."

Silence greeted me. No one moved a muscle,
not even Mr. Staton. All eyes were still on me. I wanted to shift
fully to wolf. At least in wolf form I was strong and wild. In
human form, I was weaker than the boys and they knew it. They tried
to intimidate me. I held myself at bay and walked slowly back to my
seat with my math book in hand. I sat down and opened the book as
if interested in its contents.

Mr. Staton finally took control and said,
"Get a move on. Get a book and back to your desk. Open to chapter
one and read through it. Then do the problems on page six. All of
them." People were glancing through the first chapter and we saw
that there were sixty-two problems on page six to complete. We all
groaned in realization of the workload we were in for.

I pulled out a green spiral from my pack,
wrote MATH on the cover, and got to work going through the chapter.
I expected Mr. Staton to at least go over it or teach some of the
aspects of the lesson, but he didn't. He sat down behind the desk,
pulled out a newspaper, and tuned us all out. Wow. He was going to
be an awesome teacher. Not.

Fifty-four-ish minutes later, a bell sounded.
It was more of a doorbell type sound than the buzzer type sound
that I was used to. I'd made it through most of the problems
assigned, but still would have to finish the rest that night.

Mr. Staton looked at the clock above the
whiteboard and said, "Four minutes people. Get what you need, and
get back on time. I want to get started right away."

I put away my work and slid it as a whole to
the side of my desk. Since I wasn't sharing with anyone, I had
plenty of space. I stood up in the sea of males and left the room.
No one spoke to me. They still glanced at me slyly every chance
they could, but I pretended not to notice them. I hustled to the
restroom marked for girls and closed myself inside. Silence greeted
me, along with the scent of bleach. The room was white and
pristine, and although the school wasn't what I would characterize
as new, the girl's restroom looked like it was.

I washed my hands and put on a bit of
lip-gloss, more to pass some time than because I needed it. Then,
when I didn't have anything else to do, I walked back to my class.
The same class, the same boys, the same teacher. Man, was it going
to be a long as hell day.

The bell sounded. Mr. Staton stood up and
addressed us. "This is World History." He pointed at a new stack of
books, and said, "We will be working our way through two books this
year. This is your first-semester book. Everyone come and get a
textbook, and again, I want it covered before tomorrow."

The same drill followed. We got up, picked
out our books, and sat down. Mr. Staton continued to talk as we did
so. "Read chapter one, and then complete the review questions at
the end."

I opened my book and did as we were told.
"Man, this school sucks," I whispered out loud to no one in
particular, but it felt good to say something. Mr. Staton resumed
his place at the front of the room behind his paper and that was
that. He was awful as a teacher. How long had he checked out and
not been teaching? He assigned busy work. Then ignored us the rest
of the period.

The guy directly in front of me, half turned
in his chair and said under his breath, "It will be better
tomorrow. Mrs. Smith comes in on Tuesdays."

"Mrs. Smith?" I whispered back, but the boy
had turned back around and didn't respond. I checked him out. He
was tall. I could tell by the way his legs sprawled out in front of
him all the way through the other side of the desk. He was thin.
Maybe a bit on the skinny side, and like all the others in the
class, he had dark hair. His was long and shaggy around his face
though. Maybe it had a slight bit of curl along the edges. I
couldn't tell from where I was sitting for sure, but maybe there
was a hint of it.

I started to work on the chapter and was
thankfully able to finish the review questions at the end before
the bell rang. I piled my history stack with my math stack and
quickly stood. I stepped in front of the boy that had spoken to me
and tried again. "Who is Mrs. Smith?"

He glanced at me then quickly looked down to
the floor again.

I tried again, "I don't really bite, you
know." Well not in human form anyway.

He didn't look at me, but he did answer. He
said, "Mrs. Smith comes in on Tuesdays and Thursdays to teach. Mr.
Staton is Mondays and Wednesday."

I waited for more, but that was all he
offered willingly. "Okay, so who comes in on Fridays?" Why did I
even have to ask that question?

"Mr. Griffin," he said, and that was all. He
stepped around me and just about ran out of the room. The boy
towered over me by at least two feet and probably outweighed me by
eighty pounds, yet he was the scared one. Too weird.

I still didn't even know his name. The school
day was not going fantastic. I didn't leave the room. Instead, I
just sat at my desk and waited for the next hour of hell to begin.
I glanced at my schedule and saw that the next class was Human
Studies. What the hell was Human Studies?

Class began. Books were handed out.
Assignments were given and another hour was underway. Human Studies
was just what it sounded like. Apparently, it was the anatomy side,
and as I flipped through the small book, I saw that it also had
mental ideas and characteristics of humans.

I tapped the guy in front of me on the
shoulder and asked if we would have wolf studies too?

"No," he said.

"No? Why not?" I asked.

"We don't need to study ourselves. We already
know all there is to know."

"Yes, you do. You guys don't know half of
what we can do," I snapped and flopped back against my seat. "It's
no wonder you all are still unbalanced and haven't joined with your
wolves," I mumbled. I knew he heard me, though, because he did the
quick glance and look away he'd been doing all morning.

I stared at the back of his head for a minute
then said, "What is your name?"

"Shawn," he said.

"Shawn what?" I asked.

He looked at me again, but that time in
disbelief. "Staton," he said with a hard tone laced in duh.

"This is too weird." Did every single person
have the last name of Staton? Really?

 



Chapter Two

 


After Human Studies, it was finally lunch
period. I followed the crowd of boys to the cafeteria, which was at
the front of the building by the office. We filed into a line. I
was immediately in a panic. My mother had always taken care of my
lunch money account. Did I have an account there? Was there a code
I was supposed to have? How was I supposed to pay for my food? I
felt my skin roll and my bones ache. I wanted to shift and just run
away from the whole day, but I held on. It was only lunch. How bad
could it be?

Finally, it was my turn at the food station.
"Oh, my God!" It was all thick, bloody meat. It looked to be an
almost-raw steak that sat a quarter of an inch deep in bloody red
juice. My stomach heaved and I quickly looked further down the line
and away from it. There was a small part of me that was a fierce
carnivore, but while in human form, my vegetarian side was firmly
in control. In addition to the visual massacre of beef, there was
corn, peas, and some type of cookie bar. At the end of the line was
a crate full of applesauce, yogurt, and milk.

I looked at the lady flopping out still
mooing hunks of flesh onto trays and asked, "Do you have any salad
or pasta?"

She looked at me like I was an alien. Maybe
to her I was. She was used to boys, growing wolfy boys that
obviously craved nothing but meat. That was not me. "No," she
said.

I tried to calm my rolling stomach by
thinking of anything else and said, "Okay. I'll just take the
veggies then. Nothing else today." I pressed down the line with my
plate of corn and green peas. I stopped at the crate and grabbed
both an applesauce and a strawberry yogurt. I then slid down the
line where I ended at the register and said quietly to the woman
manning it, "How do I pay for my lunch? No one told me what I
needed to do."

She smiled and said, "Let me see, I should
have your code here." She pulled out a hard covered journal type
book and flipped a few pages. "Abby, right?"

"Yes."

"It looks like your grandfather supplied your
account for you, both here and at SA."

"SA?" I asked.

"Slate Academy," she said. Then, "Your pin
number is nine, two, two, seven. You can use the same pin at both
schools."

Apparently everyone from office help to
cafeteria people knew that I was flipping between the two clan
schools. I shouldn't have been surprised, but I was. Considering I
didn't think the two clans had anything to do with each other, it
was interesting to find out that when it came to schooling, they
did.

I keyed in my pin at the register, said a
quick "thanks," and then went to find a place to sit. I thought
maybe I could weasel my way into a spot next to Shawn, but I didn't
see him or he was hiding.

I looked around for a friendly face, just
one, but while all morning long everyone felt like staring, at that
moment, not one single set of eyes fell on me. My tray full of
veggies suddenly felt heavy in my hands. I shuffled over to an
empty round table and sat down, alone. It was one thing when you
wanted to be alone, but it was a whole other ball game when you
felt alone and wanted nothing more than to be invited in.

I stabbed a fork full of peas, but couldn't
bring myself to eat. An aching pain began to make its presence
known behind my eyes, because having a headache could only make the
day so much better.

I tried to wait out the lunch period, but it
was lonely and uncomfortable and all there was to do was focus on
the growing pain in my head. I dumped my wasted food in the
trashcan and decided it would be better to go back to the classroom
where I could at least get some of my math work finished.

Just before I was out of earshot, though, I
heard someone say, "Why does she smell like that?" I spun around
and tried to find the owner of the unanswered question. The room
was so quiet I could hear every breath they took. I focused on that
sense and listened, hard. I narrowed in on the sound of one
heartbeat that was pumping a bit harder, a bit faster than all the
others in the room. His back was to me. I stared daggers at him. He
had to know it too. He never turned to look in my direction. Though
he did hunch over just a little bit more.

After lunch, I had to survive language arts,
science, and apparently the last class of the day was going to be
phys. ed. Great. That should be fun.

Mr. Staton was as awesome in the afternoon as
he had been all morning long. The only difference was that instead
of a newspaper, he pulled out his computer and I assume surfed the
web and wasted time all afternoon.

Then gym class came around. I expected the
usual change of clothes, run around the gymnasium a few times,
maybe play a game or, since it was fall, a short quarter of touch
football. I was wrong about that too. Surprise.

Instead, we entered into the gym and sat down
on the bleachers where a hulk of a man introduced himself as…Mr.
Staton. Yes, the school year was going to be quite confusing. He
was a Thomas Staton though. He was dark-haired and tall, just like
all the other Staton men, but he was bulky and he was built. He was
awesome. Not in an 'I want to date you' type of awesome, but he was
definitely attractive in more ways than any of the other boys at
the school were. He couldn't be that old either; at least he didn't
look that old. He had these deep cheeks and dark eyes that you
could fall into. I was practically swooning at the man and his
chest. Oh, my God, it was a sight to see. Rippled and muscular even
with his shirt covering it, there was no secret to be had. Every
definition showed right through.

Then I noticed him noticing me, and I
realized something. He knew he was gorgeous, and he was flexing.
Yes, yes he was. He was flexing his chest so that I could see what
he had to offer, as if he were a horse on the market for stud. I
wasn't sure what that made me, but all the same it was a bummer. He
was going to be just like every other Staton male shapeshifter I'd
met. They were either afraid of me as a female or they thought they
could own me for the same reason. I knew then what category Mr.
Thomas Staton would fall into.

I took a breath and let it out in a loud
sigh. It was going to be a very, very long year. Staton men and I
just didn't get along, apparently.

Gym didn't get better after my realization.
It was not your normal gym class after all. Oh no, that would be
too easy.

"Welcome to phys. ed.," Mr. Staton said.
"This first quarter you will be graded on your shifting abilities.
Is there anyone that is not able to shift yet in this class?"

No one raised a hand.

"Good," he said. "Then we can get started.
Put all your belongings on the bleachers and come stand on the red
line."

Warning bells were going off in my head, as
if it didn't hurt enough all by itself. I was not getting naked in
front of eight guys. Not happening. I raised my hand, and when he
turned to me, I knew he had been expecting it by the slightly
amused expression on his face. "Yeah, that's going to be a problem
for me," I said.

"Why?" he asked, as if he had no clue.

"Umm…because I'm a girl."

He showed me his teeth in what I believe may
have been a smile, but it had a sharp edge to it. "If you don't
participate in my class, you will fail. No exceptions. Ever.

Just like a Staton to bully me. I was
actually getting used to it and learning how to deal with them.
Instead of getting upset and feeling cowed, I got mad. I smiled
back at him with the same showing of my teeth, and said, "Fine. I
will be sure to discuss this issue with my grandfather. I'm sure he
will be very happy to hear you are sexually intimidating his
granddaughter. His only shifting granddaughter."

He stared at me. "I am not sexually
intimidating you."

I stared right back. "Yes, you are, and you
know it. Expecting one girl to undress and be ogled by you and a
room full of teenage boys is sexual in nature and intimidating as
hell. It's not going to happen. No matter how much you want to see
this body of mine, you won't. Ever." I wanted him to know I knew
what he was about. I knew who he was and what he was. I didn't care
how good looking he was on the outside, he was ugly everywhere
else.

The rest of the guys in the class looked
between us, waiting to see who would give.

I slowly lifted a negligent shoulder and
said, "Maybe you don't actually want this job…" I didn't know if my
grandfather would take my side or not, but Mr. Buff-and-bully
didn't know that.

"Fine!" he snapped. "Go sit on the bleachers
and you can watch."

I smiled. Victorious. I pushed him a little
more. I was in a mood anyway after the day I'd had. The ache behind
my eyes wasn't helping either. "So…you want me to stare at a bunch
of naked teenager boys. Not sure that's a good idea either."

"Get out of my class. Go somewhere, anywhere
else. Just get out!" he yelled. The words echoed around the room,
he'd screamed so loud.

I hopped up from my seat and skipped out of
the room, happy in winning my little battle. I lugged my bag full
of books and homework outside, where I intended to wait for my
ride. I didn't need to, though, as Alex was already there, along
with many other drivers.

"Did you wait out here all day?" I asked when
he got out to open my door.

"No," he said and closed my door, effectively
ending any further conversation.

We drove straight home. I left the car
without waiting for Alex to come around and all but dragged my bag
into the house. I headed straight for the kitchen, hoping to find
something decent to eat. After having tossed out my lunch, I was
starving.

I found my grandfather in the kitchen, seated
at the little round wooden table in the nook. "Were you waiting for
me?" I asked, a bit of a demand than a question, and a bit hopeful
that he was.

"Alex called to let me know you were on your
way back," he said. He sat straight-backed and stiff in the chair.
He looked out of place even in his own kitchen. He was all old
world and classic, and the kitchen was warm and soft and
modern.

I dropped my bag beside a chair and headed
over to rummage around in the pantry. I grabbed a snack bag of
chips and plopped down at the table across from him. When he didn't
say anything, I asked, "Was there something you needed?"

"I wondered how your first day of school
went," he said.

I tried to see if he was being polite or if
he really was interested. "Do you really want to know or do you
just want me to say it was great?" I was tired of the day, and I
wasn't in the mood to please anyone else.

He didn't answer right away, but he did at
least answer me. "I would like your honest thoughts on the
school."

Okay, fine. I'd give him my honest thoughts.
"No one talked to me. I sat alone all day, even at lunch. Everyone
hates me. Mr. Staton, the Glen one, is a total waste in the teacher
department. He doesn't teach at all. He gives out assignments and
expects us to learn everything and anything ourselves. He
sucks."

"First, not everyone hates you," he said.

"Whatever," I replied and crossed my arms
over my chest.

"Second, Mr. Staton has been a teacher at
that school for twenty years," he said.

I cut him off before he could say anything
glowing on behalf of the man. "Yeah, and it shows. He does not want
to teach. He is collecting a paycheck. That's it. I hope you aren't
paying him very much as I could be a better teacher than that man
is. And what is up with Mr. Muscles Staton in the gym. He's an
ass."

"Watch yourself, young lady!" he snapped and
stood up quickly, knocking the chair back, but not over.

I was a bit unnerved by the burst of anger,
but I tried not to show it. Not that I should have been surprised –
he was a Staton and full of raw emotion. They all seemed to be.
"You said you really wanted to know," I said quietly.

"That is no excuse for acting common and
talking like trash," he said as he calmly righted his chair and sat
back down.

Did he regret his burst of emotion? Was he
trying to actually have a real conversation with me? "You're right.
I'm sorry," I said. "Mr. Thomas Staton in the gym was upsetting to
me today. It's not your fault, and I should not have taken it out
on you."

He nodded his head then asked, "Why was he
unacceptable?"

I decided to talk with my grandfather. We had
been tiptoeing around each other for weeks. I was living with him
in order to form a relationship with him, and that was the first
real conversation we'd had in all that time. If he was willing to
try, then so was I. "He made me feel dirty. He made me feel like I
was just some stupid girl. He actually expected me to take off my
clothes in his class in front of everyone and then got mad when I
made it into a big deal."

"What do you mean?" he asked. He sounded like
he really wanted to know. It confused me. No one ever wanted to
hear what I thought anymore.

"It was like, if
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