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Chapter 1 Memories

“Zanthe, it’s time for you to go to Charm School.”

The young woman sighed. “Why do I have to do to Charm School?”

Her mother smiled. “You need some refinement. You can’t be a tomboy all your life. It’s time to get ready and look for a husband.”

Both mother and daughter were human. Or so they both thought.

“Zanthe, go to your room and pack. You’ll be staying there for a while.”

“Very well.” She went to her room and didn’t pack much of anything. The last thing she cared about was clothes. She had no makeup or hairstyling tools.

Her mother followed her inside. “Is that what you’re taking?”

Zanthe nodded her golden haired head. “What more could I need?”

“You need better, more fashionable clothes. Makeup too. What no hair styling things? I taught you better than this.”

The young woman sighed. “I don’t care about any of that.”

“But you need to get a rich husband to take care of you and to do that, you really need to be in Charm School. I do hope they can get through to you.”

Zanthe blinked at her mother wondering where her father was. “Did you ever get married?”

Her mother flinched. “Of course I was married. It was a long time ago. He was so old, he died before you were born.”

The young woman raised an eyebrow. “Was he my father or was that someone else?”

Her mother jumped back. “How dare you ask me that! I was such a good girl.” She ran out of the room.

Zanthe sighed. She knew there was a secret there. She also knew better than to keep asking. She resumed packing and wondered if she would ever come back to this house and her mother. She grabbed a few important things she knew she wouldn’t want to have to come back for.

Her tablet computer, a sketchbook with some drawings of wolves and her pencils. She grabbed her few toiletry items and closed up her suitcase. It wasn’t much, but she had never cared for more that her mother wanted all around her. At least the young woman’s clothes were comfortable as were her shoes.

She looked around her room one last time and sighed. It had been her home. She knew she could live in such a small space by herself. Her mother, on the other hand, couldn’t handle it at all.

Zanthe put her suitcase on the floor and carried it downstairs by herself. She waited in the entryway for her mother. She blinked and wondered how bad Charm School could be. She made a mental note to herself to check if her mother was ever married.

Her mother had fixed up her makeup before she came to the entryway. “Good. Now let’s go.”

They walked out of the house and into the car. Zanthe put her suitcase next to her. She sat in the back. She knew better than to try to sit next her mother now. The young woman buckled her seatbelt and waited.

Her mother got into the driver’s seat and turned on the car. Soon, they were on their way to Charm School. Nothing more was said between mother and daughter. To the daughter, it seemed to take forever to get to the school. The mother didn’t think the time had come soon enough.

They arrived and the mother parked the car. They both got out. Zanthe grabbed her suitcase and followed her mother into the school. The young woman grimaced at all the pink everywhere. Pink was not her favorite color.

Her mother stepped inside and met with the headmistress. Zanthe followed and looked all around her.

The headmistress smiled. “So, you are Zanthe. I’ve heard a lot about you.”

Zanthe blinked and studied the headmistress. Clearly, she wore uncomfortable fashionable clothes. “Hello, ma’am.”

The headmistress curtsied. “So, you do have some manners. Please step into my office.”

Both mother and daughter did so. They sat down in front of the desk and the headmistress sat down behind her desk.

“Zanthe, we will do our best to polish you and teach you the fine arts of hair, makeup and clothes. Be sure to pay attention.”

Zanthe raised an eyebrow. “I care nothing for those things.”

The headmistress blinked. “What?”

Zanthe remained quiet as she studied the office. The little sign on the desk stated the headmistress was named Ms. Clayborne. The young woman blinked.

Ms. Clayborne continued, “I hope you won’t be a problem. Your mother says she has done her best to teach you what you need to know so that you can attract a rich husband to take care of you. So, we will take over now. We will teach you everything from start to finish. You will have your own private bedroom with a private bathroom. Do you have any questions for me?”

Zanthe looked directly at the headmistress. “How long do I have to stay here?”

Ms. Clayborne didn’t blink this time. “As long as it takes to marry you off.”

Zanthe looked at her mother. “So, you are getting rid of me.”

Her mother flinched and remained quiet.

Ms. Clayborne said, “Your mother came here when she was young. She was one of our best students. We do host and attend socials. It’s at one of those where your mother found her husband.”

Zanthe looked back at the headmistress. “I see. Do you have a record of that? I am curious as I never knew him.”

The headmistress nodded. “Of course. We’ll show you what kind of student your mother was and how well she behaved at our socials.”

Zanthe asked, “Was the wedding held here?”

The headmistress blinked. “It was. We’ll show you that too.”

Her mother asked, “I think Zanthe would like to see her room now and I do need to get going.” She stood up.

As did the headmistress. “Of course. We do appreciate you coming back for a little visit and bringing your daughter here.”

The mother smiled. “Well, I do hope you can do something good with her.”

Zanthe stood up and grabbed her suitcase. She followed her mother and headmistress outside. Her mother got into her car and started to pulled out. A wolf ran out of nearby woods.

Zanthe blinked and screamed watching her mother run over the wolf with her car. The young woman ran over to the wolf and checked the poor creature. “No, this isn’t fair! You have every right to live as the rest of us do!” She cover her eyes as the tears flowed freely.

The headmistress stepped over to her. “Zanthe, get up.”

“No! The wolf is dead! My mother killed it and didn’t care! How can she be so heartless?”

The headmistress sighed. “You have a heart. Your mother didn’t. I just hope it won’t be a problem for you.”

Zanthe wiped her tears. “Will you let me bury this wolf?”

The headmistress gaped. “Normally, I’d say no, but in your case, I’ll make an exception.” She turned to gesture to the gardener.

He walked over. “Yes?”

Ms. Clayborne said, “Please help this new young woman to bury this wolf.”

He nodded. “As you wish. On your feet, young one.”

Zanthe stood up. “Thank you.”

The headmistress took the suitcase and waited for the young woman and the gardener to bury the wolf. He found a good spot and helped her with the body.

“I wouldn’t expect a young woman at this school to be as strong as you are.”

“I exercise and do a lot of walking. Things my mother never approved of.”

“I hope they don’t mind you exercising here. Sometimes they are quite strict with the ladies that come here.”

“I’m not one of those ladies.”

“Clearly.”

No one noticed a small group of wolves watching them. They learned the scent of the golden haired one who had cried over one of their own.

They finished burying the wolf. Zanthe said a silent prayer for the poor wolf and then stood up. The gardener went back to his duties. She walked over to the headmistress.

“Zanthe, I hope no more animals get killed around here. I wouldn’t know how to explain it to anyone else.”

“Are we not allowed to have hearts at this school?”

The headmistress sighed. “A heart can get you into trouble. Some of the rich men who come to our socials aren’t that lovable.”

Zanthe sighed. “I don’t think I could marry someone if I didn’t love them. Or for that matter, I shouldn’t marry him if he doesn’t love me back.”

The headmistress sighed. “You need a lot of work.” She paused to give the suitcase back. “I’ll show you to your room. I see you packed light.”

“I don’t have much and don’t care for that much.”

“Oh? But your mother said you grew up with more than this.”

“My mother doesn’t care that I don’t like all the stuff she has. She never asked me. She just gave me all those expensive things.”

“This way to your room.”

They walked back inside the school. They walked up the stairs to the dorms. The headmistress unlocked a door and handed the young woman the key. The young woman stepped inside first. She looked around and left her suitcase by the bed. She checked out the bathroom.

“Is this size typical?”

The headmistress shook her head. “This is one of the smaller rooms. Your mother couldn’t afford anything more than this.”

Zanthe nodded. “I see. Well, it’s big enough for me.”

The headmistress smiled. “That’s the first time I’ve heard that from a student. Usually, they complain about the rooms being too small.”

Zanthe smiled. “Well, I don’t need or want that much, so I should be fine.”

Zanthe was fine for the most part. She never cared for the lessons, but she did learn about her mother meeting the older man. The young woman saw the marriage license too. So, she learned what she had wanted to about her mother, but there was the matter of the other students.

Most of the students wouldn’t talk to Zanthe. She didn’t look like them or even try to dress like them. There was one in particular who hated Zanthe and took every available chance to ensure all the others would stay away from the strange young woman.

It was Helen. If she had a heart as Zanthe did, Helen would have shown more kindness to the golden haired one who looked after the animals in the nearby woods. Instead, Helen wanted to ensure that she would be the one to marry the richest man available.

Helen spied on Zanthe who would in her free time walk in the woods and watch the animals. Zanthe went on long walks and did her best to wipe her shoes once she came back to the school. She felt more at home in the woods than she ever did in the school.

One night not too long after she had arrived, Zanthe woke up and it was still dark. She was hot and sweaty and didn’t know what was wrong with her. She threw the covers off her. It didn’t help that much. She stood up and looked out her window. It looked out on the woods.

She saw the pictures she had drawn of wolves on the walls and the full moon out her window. She just wanted to be outside. Her skin itched and burned. She wondered what was wrong with her. She took her key and walked out of her room. She walked down the stairs. It was dark. All the teachers were in their rooms asleep. She stepped outside to discover some of the students were outside in the dark with boys.

Zanthe gaped at them. The night air was cool and refreshing to her hot skin. She quietly walked away from them. She could hear them playing and knew they were out there to have sex. She didn’t care what they did. She didn’t want to be around anyone right now.

She walked deeper into the woods and breathed deeply. The animals were there. Many were asleep. But a few were awake. They watched her. She was aware of them. The ground felt good under her bare feet. She smiled, but it didn’t last long.

The pain become unbearable. She fell to the ground on all fours. She growled. She wasn’t sure what was happening to her. She wasn’t sure how long it lasted, but she blinked and howled when she realized she was now a wolf. She had become a large golden wolf.

The other wolves answered her howl. They watched her and knew she was different from them. Larger and stronger. They didn’t challenge her because they knew her smell. They welcomed her to share their woods for the night. She ran with them. They knew she had buried one of them with kindness and cried over his body.

After that, whenever Zanthe felt the urge to run with the wolves at night, she did and they always welcomed her. She never stayed long as she still needed some sleep. That first night she was free. Then she was able to change back before it was too late. She thanked the wolves for their kindness and they thanked her for caring for one of their own. She smiled at the wolves.

She stood up and walked back to the school. That’s when she stumbled upon Helen with a boy. They were naked, but Zanthe had on her long nightshirt.

Helen screamed. “What are you doing out here, Zanthe? You don’t play with boys.”

Zanthe raised an eyebrow. “Clearly you do. I hope you’re using birth control. Getting pregnant out of wedlock could ruin your chances of getting married.”

Helen stomped her foot. The boy got dressed and ran off as did many of the other boys.

Zanthe walked back inside the school and up to her room. She closed the door. She wondered why some of the students didn’t mind ruining their reputations with the boys. Zanthe didn’t care for any of the boys or men at the socials. She noticed how Helen and the others would keep the guests distracted from Zanthe.

Zanthe sighed. This wasn’t where she belonged. She knew she would have to go back to the woods from time to time, but she needed another place and fast.

Zanthe sighed at the memories. It wasn’t long after that Helen had schemed to get Zanthe kicked out of the school. By that point, her teachers were upset and disappointed she wasn’t learning what they were teaching her. She had only learned new manners, and nothing else was sticking with her.

She walked down the street and caught a snippet of news that made her stop and turn to look at the screens. She blinked and gaped at the picture on the screens.

It was one of the instructors who didn’t like her when she was in Charm School. Zanthe sighed. She was older now and still appeared human. She thought for a minute. Then she quickly resumed her walk back to her apartment.

Later that night, she would visit her wolf friends and tell them about it. They would at least listen. She wasn’t sure if they would understand why it had upset her so much.


Chapter 2 Honeymoons Are Over

Zelda and Jaema walked onto the property hand in hand. Zeta and Julian followed closely behind also hand in hand. They all glowed. They had a wonderful honeymoon all together and in their separate rooms to enjoy themselves as newlyweds.

It was a good thing they were well rested. Jaema checked messages and found one from the police. She frowned and sighed.

“Zel?”

“Yes, dear?”

“We have another case we need to take immediately.”

Zelda blinked. She left her suitcase in the house she shared with Jaema. Jaema sighed and unpacked their suitcases by herself. Zelda walked over to Julian.

“Zeta, that was great. Perhaps we should do that again sometime.”

Zeta laughed.

“Julian?”

He turned around to see Zelda. “Oh, we have a case waiting for us.”

Zeta took his suitcase and unpacked his and hers. Julian turned away from the tiny house he shared with Zeta.

“Okay, Zel, what’s this case about?”

Zelda gestured to Julian to follow her. They walked back to the other house.

Jaema looked up at them. “Go see Zane about the case. The police are baffled at the death of a teacher at Charm School.”

Zelda and Julian nodded. They left the property moments later. It didn’t take them long to walk to the police station where Zane was in his office. The police showed the detectives to him immediately.

Zane looked up from his desk. “Ah, Detectives Zelda and Julian. I trust your honeymoons were good.”

Zelda and Julian smiled and nodded.

Zelda asked, “Jaema gave us the message that the case is about a teacher’s death at the local Charm School.”

Zane sighed. “It’s bizarre. There have been no complaints about Charm School. Not even from the one student who was kicked out years ago.”

Julian raised an eyebrow. “Is that former student considered the number one suspect?”

Zane shrugged. “It seems too simple to me. I’ve been reading their records and that particular student refused to learn the fine arts of hair, makeup and clothes, but gained some social graces. Yet, she’s never been married. She currently holds a job and lives alone.”

Zelda asked, “Any friends or family?”

Zane answered, “She has some family, but they haven’t seen or heard from her since she was sent to Charm School. After she was kicked out, she found a job and an apartment. Since then, she’s been on her own. People who know her say she likes to spend time alone in the woods, especially at night.”

Julian sighed. “Oh, those woods can be dangerous.”

Zane nodded. “Yet, there’s nothing wrong with her. She’s still alive and appears to be in good health as others have told me.”

Zelda said, “So, she can survive the woods on her own. Sounds like a lady no one should mess with.”

Zane smiled. “Yeah, I think you’re right about that. I did talk to her mother who says she never approved of her daughter’s exercising and athletic ways.”
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