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            Chapter 1 

            Claws 

         

         I reached under my pillow to grab a chocolate chip cookie from the half-empty pack and stuffed it into my mouth in one go. Then I flicked off the pause button and went on blasting zombies on my new Playstation game.

         The tips of my fingers were hurting a bit. Perhaps I’d been playing this game a bit too long. Or maybe I was pressing the buttons too hard. I decided to take a break when I got to the end of the level.

         I bit into another cookie, making sure to brush any crumbs off the bed covers. I was really hungry tonight – but I knew my mum would go mad if she found out I’d sneaked a packet of biscuits up here. She said every room has its own use and if I wanted to eat in my bedroom, then I might as well start sleeping in the dining room.

         The zombies on the screen kept up their attack. My character in the game had a baseball bat in his hands and was bashing their heads in with it. They gave a moan each time I hit them, but I made sure to keep the volume low as my dad was downstairs reading the paper, and I didn’t want to disturb him.

         My mum and dad can be a bit strict at times, but there’s always a good reason for their little rules and, so long as I stick to them, I get a treat every now and then – like this new game.

         My fingers were really sore now, so I pressed pause again to take a break. My hands felt hot and stiff. I could see the lines of the veins in my palms. What was going on?

         I was about to call for my mum when the first claw ripped through the end of the middle finger on my right hand. It slid right out of the end, ripping my own finger-nail off and spurting blood all over the bed. My mum was going to kill me when she saw this mess!

         Another claw sliced through my skin – this time, the thumb on my left hand. I stared in horror at the long, sharp, yellow talon, still dripping with blood. My nail hadn’t been torn off all the way this time and it hung, attached by a flap of skin, above the claw.

         My shock gave way to pure panic and I don’t mind telling you that I screamed – loud and long. I was terrified.

         By the time my mum and dad came to the door of my room, I had three more claws on my fingers and two had ripped through the ends of my toes, right through my socks. It was a good thing my mum made me take my shoes off as soon as I got home from school.

         “Adam!” my mum gasped. I turned towards her. I was crying. Tears were streaming down my face as another talon tore its way free of my fingertip. I wanted to wipe the tears away, but my hands were soaked with blood and I didn’t want to put my fingers too close to my face in case I did any more damage.

         Then my mum buried her face in my dad’s chest and said something I really didn’t expect to hear. Something that chilled me to the bone. “It’s started!” she sobbed. “It’s started to happen!”

         For a moment, I forgot all about the pain in my hands and feet, even though the last remaining claws were slicing through the skin and ripping away my nails. “What do you mean?” I asked in horror. “What’s started?”
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         My dad came to kneel beside the bed, leaving my mum crying in the doorway. She couldn’t look at me. He pulled the pillowcase off my top pillow and began to wipe the blood from my fingers, ignoring the packet of chocolate chip cookies now plainly on view.

         “It’s OK,” he said softly, rubbing my hands clean. “We’ve known for a long time that this might happen, but we’re going to deal with it.” He carefully pulled away the two fingernails still attached to my skin, then turned to remove what was left of my socks from my blood-soaked feet.

         “What is it?” I asked. “What’s happening to me, Dad?”

         He looked back up at me and I could see his eyes were wet with tears, too. “Adam,” he said as calmly as he could, “you’re changing into a werewolf.”

      
   


   
      
         
            Chapter 2 

            Fur 

         

         I saw the light from the full moon shine through the window as my dad led me carefully into the bathroom. Could he be right? Was I really turning into a werewolf? Ten minutes ago the worst thing I had to worry about was biscuit crumbs on the bed covers.

         “We need to get you cleaned up,” said my dad as he turned on the taps and started to fill the sink with water. Every room has its own use – even when you live with a monster. I sat on the toilet seat. My mum stood in the doorway, but she still couldn’t look at me.

         My hands and feet hurt like hell. Blood was starting to clot around the torn skin of my fingers and toes. My dad dipped a cloth into the warm water and began to wash it away. For some stupid reason, my dad being so nice to me made me want to cry again.

         “Werewolves aren’t real!” I said, fighting back tears. “Werewolves aren’t real!” I don’t know who I was trying to convince more – myself or my mum and dad.

         No one said anything. The only sound was the splash of the blood-red water in the sink as my dad dipped the cloth in again. My leg felt itchy, but I didn’t dare scratch it with my new claws, so I rubbed it with my elbow.

         “What’s going to happen to me?” I asked.
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         My dad kept on washing me. “I don’t know,” he said in a low voice. “But I don’t think this is the end of it.”

         I felt my heart thump in my chest. “You mean other bits of me will change?”

         Before my dad could answer, my mum spoke up. “We don’t know that!” she said. “It could stop after this.” I don’t know why she seemed so angry. It wasn’t as if I was doing this on purpose.

         Then a thought came into my head. “How do you even know about this?” I asked. “How did you know that I was becoming a werewolf?”

         My mum and dad looked at each other again. This time, however, my mum looked scared rather than angry. I itched my chin with the back of my hand.

         “Werewolves are real, Adam,” my dad said firmly. “Your mum and I have known about them for a long time.”

         “But how –” I began.

         My dad stopped me. “It’s not something everyone knows about – most people think they’re just in comics or films. But, when you’ve got one in the family …” His voice trailed off into silence.

         “Then why doesn’t it affect you or Mum?” I asked. “If this is something that happens to our family, then why have I never seen either of you change?”

         My mum made a sound like a low sob. I didn’t dare look at her in case it started me crying again. Instead, I tried to focus on rubbing my heel against the annoying itch on my other shin.

         My dad sighed. He suddenly looked a lot older than before. When he spoke, his voice was very quiet. “Because we aren’t your real parents,” he said. “We adopted you.”

         For a few seconds, it felt like the bathroom was spinning around me and I almost fell off the toilet.

         “You’re not my mum and dad?”

         My mum scowled. “Of course we are!” she snapped. “We’ve given you a much better life than that pair of …”

         “That’s enough!” my dad shouted.

         Silence filled the bathroom again. I began to scratch madly at my chest with my new claws. They were good for something after all.

         “Your real parents died when you were a baby,” my dad continued. “We – your mum and I – we took you in, and …”

         He stopped, watching me. “What’s the matter?” he asked.

         “I’m itching all over!” I moaned, scratching harder than ever. Suddenly, my long claws ripped through the thin material of my school shirt and it tore away. My dad gasped and I looked down.

         My chest was covered with thick, brown fur.

      
   


   
      
         
            Chapter 3 

            Tail 

         

         I pulled off what was left of my shirt and stared at myself in the bathroom mirror. My belly, chest and shoulders were covered in thick, dark fur, and the stuff was beginning to creep up along my arms and hands.

         My shins were itching too, so I quickly tugged off my school trousers and stood in only my boxer shorts. Within seconds my feet, legs and knees were hidden under a layer of dense fur, each hair forcing itself through my skin.

         By the end, the chocolate brown fur crept up my neck and began to cover my face. There wasn’t a razor in the world that would be able to shave this amount of hair. The funny thing was, once I was covered from head to toe, it didn’t itch anymore. It did feel like I was wearing a thick dressing gown, though.

         If I hadn’t been so scared I would have laughed. It had to be a joke. First of all I started growing claws, then I found out that my mum and dad aren’t my real parents, and now I look like a walking teddy bear. Someone, somewhere, was having a good laugh at me.

         I was red hot under all that fur and the heater in the bathroom was switched on full as usual. I had to get out of there and cool down.

         I staggered out onto the landing and leant back against the wooden railings at the top
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