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Chapter 1
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Seven

––––––––
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My dreams were horrible. They were so lucid they caused me to wake almost every ten minutes. Tossing and turning in my sleep was even worse. It didn’t matter if my eyes were open or shut. There was a strong feeling of me being watched that wouldn’t allow me to sleep when I actually did get a little shut-eye. Many times, I woke with sweat beading my flesh and my wrists itching underneath my old scars that had already healed.

Tonight, my torso jerked from the soaked mattress underneath me from the horrible dream I had. It consisted of Regal chasing me through a night-covered park near my campus, and resulted in him kicking down the door to my dorm. In front of me, he transformed into that large, brown furry creature that didn’t frighten me when I saw it face-to-face. Yet, he devoured my roommate just after she had emerged from the small bathroom in our room. The glare he gave me was what put me on edge. He was so angry that he couldn’t remember that I was the love of his life. Maybe he was upset because I was the reason his mother shot him in the first place. Whatever the reasoning, he lunged at me and sank his fangs into my throat.

Panting, I looked around my darkened room to make sure I was actually awake and safe from harm. There was nothing there, not even my roommate. The clock at the side of me gleamed three neon numbers that I dreaded. It was 3:30. It seemed as though I would always have these horrible and vivid nightmares, then wake up around the same time, give or take. It never ceased to amaze me.

The next morning, I checked my answering machine while doing my usual routine in our private bathroom. Robert’s voice came through the speaker. He was lying, telling me he loved me and that he wished nothing but the best for me. Yea, right. Since my mother... died... he had been very clingy. He swore I was all he had left in the world. He even had gone as far as to join an anonymous addicts group and would take pictures of the coins that he was awarded each month he remained sober and clean. I wished that I could trust in him, but I had to face facts that I didn’t have too much luck with men, and it started with him. He didn’t do a father’s job, even though we weren’t physically related. Then, Mr. Davenport, a man I thought was so charming and sensible, snatched my innocence away from me. Lastly, Regal turned out to be far more than I thought he would be.

A knock came at the door, interrupting my stepfather’s rambling and my regimen of grooming. I leaned out of the bathroom to see that the front door was locked. All I could do was roll my eyes, knowing that Jaelle, my roommate, left her key last night yet again.

Annoyed, I stomped over to the door and pulled it open. I tilted my head at her smiling face, only wondering what she could’ve done to be as happy as she was at seven in the morning. “Who got into you last night?” I joked as I closed the door behind us.

“No one yet,” she returned with a giggle. Jaelle dove into her twin sized bed face first, having her long and wild curls cover her set of pillows. “I met this really cute guy and his friend last night! He’s coming over later.” Even though her words were muffled, I understood every last one. I just wanted to know when she would actually focus on her studies instead of random guys. She sat up, all of a sudden, remembering to take off her heels and tossed them into her closet. “Funny, because I can’t remember his name, though. And his friend is cute too. Maybe you could talk to him.”

I watched her lay under her covers all snug, still dressed in her party wear, and shook my head. “You know I can’t do that.”

“Oh, right. You and Christian.”

“His name is Cory.” I giggled. “He and I are just friends, Jaelle. That’s all.”

“Keep telling yourself that, dear.”

Then, there was another knock, and I could only imagine who it was. Hopefully, it wasn’t the guy and his friend that she had mentioned. Jaelle and I had only known each other for seven months, but she knew me like a book. She didn’t know gory details, but she knew the basics. For instance, how I had extreme social anxiety. I didn’t like to be around other people. I didn’t think she would invite strange people to our dorm unless they had already seen me around or had already spoken to me before.

Gathering that Jaelle wasn’t going to answer the door, I decided to take it upon myself and get it. My only guess was that it would’ve been Cory on the other side, ready to walk me to class. Instead, there was no one. I stepped into the hall and searched from left to right to find someone who could’ve had the wrong door, but there was nothing. When I turned to go back inside, I noticed there was a note attached to the doorframe, reading “Open me”.

Slowly, I closed the door and sat on my bed with the note in my hand. Cautiously, I unfolded it. “Seven,” it read. “Breathe.” I flipped the page over to see if it had anything else written on it, but there wasn’t. I was about to ask Jaelle if this was some sort of sick joke, but she was already passed out.

The knock I had been waiting on startled the shit out of me. I took one last look at Jaelle, still passed out, and opened the door.

“You ready?” Cory asked with a smile. He smelled fresh, like heaven.

I scratched the back of my neck, looking at the clock on Jaelle’s side of the room. “You know what?” I mumbled. “I’d rather call out of class today. I don’t feel too well.”

He cupped my chin, then turned my face from side to side as he scanned me. It was almost as if he could see this imaginary illness I spoke of. “Alright,” he finally said. “The pain meds been working?”

I slowly nodded.

“They said you’d have these sick days at the clinic, remember? So, if you need to, call them before you fall into depression.”

“I will,” I mumbled, closing the door on him.

God, I didn’t want to remember that. A few months ago, I had to visit the emergency clinic on campus for cramps. That’s when they told me I had miscarried several months ago and it was taking effect on my body finally. So, after they scraped everything out, they gave me pain pills and told me that I might have an emotional imbalance afterwards. All it did for me was tell me the seed the bastard gave me when he raped me was gone. Just one more thing that was ripped away from me. Today, I chose to cower in my room.

––––––––
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Cory

Something was most definitely wrong with Seven today. She didn’t even want to come to the Tiger Tavern and eat fish and chips like we usually did on Friday nights. I had a couple of shots before I left, and went out to my car a bit tipsy. I had a rough time just coming up with the words and the right time to tell Seven that I was in love with her, but as long as that damn dead motherfucker Regal had a lasso around her heart, there was nothing I could do.

It made me wonder, with our history, how was someone who was not living anymore possibly come in between, at least, what I thought we had. Seriously, how can you win someone over from someone else who isn’t even alive?

I staggered to my car within my drunken haze. Even with that special veil over my eyes, I felt as though someone was watching my every move, and I knew it was real when I turned around to have strong fingers wrapped around my throat, pinning my back against the brick wall behind me.

The set of eyes didn’t blink like mine did. Pale brown eyes that looked right through me, showing me anger and fury; most definitely no mercy. I couldn’t breathe, let alone calculate what was happening to me. I grabbed on to the strong wrist that supported my upper-half and squeezed it. Whoever this guy was, he wasn’t letting me loose, whatsoever.

“Stay the fuck away from her,” he growled at me. Literally, the guy growled his words. I might’ve been drunk, but I could never make something like that up.

I opened my mouth to ask who, but I felt claws sinking into my jugular. The best choice for me to make was to keep quiet and mentally pray he wouldn’t kill me. Maybe he was drunk too and thought that I was checking out his girl inside the Tiger Tavern.

“This is your only warning.” Just like that, he dropped me and left me there, gasping for air. The tail of a black Lincoln sped off in front of me, while I tried my best to breathe. I could feel the warmth of my own blood trickling down the side of my neck.

Who the fuck was that? He had to have the wrong person.

[image: ]

The next morning, I was about to call Seven and tell her what had happened last night, after I slept off my hangover, but my mother called me first.

“Cory?” she cried through the phone. “Somebody killed Precious!”

I wanted to drop the phone, but I held it loosely in my hand at my ear. Precious was a stray cat that my mother had found years ago, and practiced on taking care of her, to see if she could take care of me. I actually liked that fluffy fur ball. Hell, I almost accepted it as a sibling.

“Mama, how do you know that somebody killed her?” I asked, not sure if the question actually came out of my mouth. My tongue was dry, and scraping it across the roof of my mouth didn’t help any. Talking was horrible. My voice was so scratchy I wasn’t sure if my mama could actually understand what I was saying.

“Because her head is missing!”

“Missing? Mama, what do you mean missing?”

“It’s on my dresser and not on her body, where it clearly belongs! Somebody smeared the word ‘warning’ on my mirror over my dresser! Cory, come home! Please!”

I dropped my phone and dressed as quickly as I could to make the fifteen-minute ride to my mom’s. It was no coincidence that I received a warning last night and my mama got one this morning. I feared the worst. They were closing in on the hunters. They must’ve known who and where we were.
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As soon as I arrived at my mom’s, I saw the animal control people roaming around the grounds. I didn’t want to talk to anyone as of yet because I wanted to see what damage was done. Sure enough, her poor cat Precious had her fluffy head sitting upright on my mother’s dresser with her eyes wide open and the word WARNING written on her mirror. The blood was now brown, and you could tell that whoever did it used two human fingers to achieve this task.

“I don’t know how they got in, officer,” my mother told the police, who were spreading out to see if the person who broke in had taken anything.

I looked around the place intensely to do my own investigation. Something like this, my father taught me lots about; whenever the hell he actually paid attention to me. As I suspected, near the kitchen door, there were claw marks. But they were too small to be those of a lycan. Maybe they were left by that of a rabid dog somewhere in the neighborhood that could’ve been terrorizing my mother’s cat, but a dog couldn’t have gotten in and ripped her head from her spine, then used her blood to warn my mother of something.

A lycan had to do this. I just needed my own proof.

My head still hurt like hell from last night, and I could hardly remember anything, let alone try to unearth new information. I do, however, remember being choked and someone growling something to me. What was I supposed to be telling Seven about again?

“Oh, Cory,” my mom cried as she laced her arms around my aching body. “I don’t know what I’m going to do! They didn’t take anything, and I don’t know what it is they’re warning me about!”

I looked down into her fearful eyes, wasting tears, and finally spoke. “The message wasn’t for you, mother.”

She pulled back from me and eyed me. She already knew what I was about to say. It was the sole reason she left my father. It was the fear of something unexplainable coming after her if my father claimed the wrong carcass or trophy.

“You know the message is for either me or dad.”

“Shut your mouth, Cory,” she hissed. “I won’t have that kind of talk! Your father already drove me crazy with it, and it forced me to cocaine in the first place! I won’t have you talk about those things that don’t exist! I’m clean and sober, and in being that, I don’t believe!”

“Mom, you know I’m right—”

“No! And if you are, what do I have to do with them?”

“They want us to leave them alone, mama.”

“Then fucking... I mean, leave them alone for once! You and your father have been obsessed with this culture since forever, and I won’t have it anymore! This shit... I mean, stuff, has cost me my innocent pet!”

“I know, mama, and I’m sorry—”

“Don’t apologize! Get out!”

I hung my head, not meaning to anger my mother, but she knew I was right. If I weren't careful, my mother’s life would be next. But what is it that they want? Lycans are very territorial, but I hadn’t moved a stone or taken anything from anyone. What the fuck is the warning about?

Seven

The sound of the roaring shower from our small bathroom was what woke me, but Jaelle still lay snug under her covers. I hoped she didn’t let her new dude stay the night here. I was fast asleep by the time she had come back from her Friday night partying, so I didn’t know if it was a guy or one of her other friends in her bed. When the door of the bathroom opened, Jaelle stepped out in her pink robe, smiling at me. My head popped up, then went back to the bed. She placed her finger to her lips as if to tell me not to speak so I wouldn’t wake her guest. The covers were pulled up all the way over their head, so I didn’t know if I remembered their face from campus at all.

“We got in at five this morning, partying with his friends,” she whispered as she sat on my bed beside me. Jaelle was practically gleaming. “I’ve never had more fun in my life, Seven. You have to meet his friends.”

Just as I was about to say something, the dude pulled the covers down and sat up with his naked back toward us. I immediately noticed the collage on his skin and my heart sank down to my knees. My breathing familiarly stopped. The words “The Pack” was tattooed on his pale shoulder blades in thunder bolted letters, blackened out, and I went completely numb.

Jaelle noticed my face changing and my eyes widening. She then nudged me after studying me. “I told you he was a killer,” she grinned. Yea, more than she knew.

He stretched while yawning. Nothing but deep baritone sounded off from his pit. He turned his frightening gray eyes toward us with a smile stretched across his face. “Good morning,” he said politely.

My eyes rolled into the back of my skull at the sight of him. I almost passed out. This couldn’t be happening to me. Me seeing Regal was all a dream. I knew it was. It had to be.

Jaelle grabbed my arms to keep me from falling back on the bed. My eyes shot open at her touch, and my feet immediately hit the floor.

“Wait!” she screamed after me.

I yanked open our door, only to slam chest and chest with a peanut butter tone wearing a leather jacket. My eyes focused on his “The Pack” tattoo on his collarbone. Fear struck me. I backed into my room with my skin vibrating, crawling and threatening to leave me behind.

“Seven, what’s wrong with you?” Jaelle panicked. “Did you have another bad dream?”

She gently grabbed my arm to try and steady me, but I pulled away from her. I ran down the hall in my sleeping shorts and tank top as fast as I could to get away from my room. I had to get to Cory before I found a razor. Shit was too real for me.

People’s eyes were glued to me, and some even asked me if I was okay, but I couldn’t answer. They were not of importance.

Just as I reached the edge of the street, an electric blue El Comino cut me off. My heart stopped again. I could’ve fallen right then and there if it weren’t for me being frozen in place. Those pale browns peered at me from the driver’s side window.

“Seven?” a familiar voice shouted.

It pulled me out of my staring contest. My neck snapped in Cory’s direction.

He stood there at the door of my building, looking puzzled. He then jogged to me, meeting me halfway. When he was close enough, I collapsed into his arms as if it would somehow make everything alright again. It was only until I heard the screech of the El Camino’s tires that I realized it was still real. It wasn’t in my mind. Regal was alive. The look in his eyes was fueled with fire and rage. My mind raced a million miles a minute with some sort of explanation as to why he would be so angry with me. Was it because I left him for dead? Was it because I walked around here pretending he never existed? Could it have been because I changed and matured and I wasn’t the person he fell in love with? The biggest question on my mind was how in the hell was he alive, to begin with?
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Chapter 2
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Seven

––––––––
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It had been two weeks since I saw the members of The Pack, and I couldn’t shake it. They were real, they were here. They knew where I was. The only thing that haunted me the most was what they could have possibly wanted to do with me. Maybe revenge for getting Regal shot by his mother, or having his mother kill herself. Revenge for deteriorating relationships, or them having to relocate. I didn’t know, but I was scared shitless.

Cory had been trying his best to bring me back out of the shell I once hid in. I wasn’t budging. I went back to being old Seven. The girl who said nothing to no one and hardly smiled. The girl who had to be obsessed with wearing hoodies to hide the marks on her arms. My razors were good to me again. I literally apologized for leaving them.

I sat in the middle of my bed, trying to focus on my paper on my laptop when Jaelle came in. She took off her jacket and tossed it in her closet, then shot me a dirty look. She had been looking at me like that ever since I ran out of the room two weeks ago.

“Watch how you look at me,” I mumbled, suddenly angry for some reason. It came out of nowhere. I would never say something like that to anyone. The only time I spoke up for myself was when I beat the hell out of Candy. She deserved it, not Jaelle over simply looking at me strangely. What the hell?

“No, you watch who you call your friend,” she spat. “I haven’t been knowing you that long, but dammit, we’re roommates! I know how much you hate your people. I know about you and your need to cut yourself, which you never had enough courage to tell anyone else about. That was a fucking privilege, Seven! A privilege to know someone’s deepest, darkest secrets, and have the honor of not telling a soul. You should’ve known that I would never put you in harm’s way of any kind when I invite someone here because it’s still a privilege to have your trust. When you ran out of here, you acted as if I put you in some sort of danger with my new potential boyfriend. Over the last fourteen days, you co-exist without giving me an explanation. That hurts my feelings, Seven. I know you didn’t fuck him because you told me you never had sex with a guy before, and the only time you did is when you were raped. So what the fuck? I’m going to keep throwing you dirty looks until you tell me what the fuck is so wrong with him and his friend, until you apologize for hurting my feelings, and until you explain to me why you shot the hell out of here.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





