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“JUST TRY TO blend in, Allen,” said Aunty Karin as she watched me step out of her cruiser. “Act as human as you can.”

“All right. I promise I’ll follow all the rules.” I gave her my best good-boy smile and hoped she didn’t realize I was so scared I nearly peed myself.

It was my first day of tenth grade in the public school system. Since preschool, I’d gone to a small Catholic academy run by the order of demon-hunting nuns my aunt used to belong to. While I always felt the need to rebel against their strict rules, the presence of crucifixes, holy water, and the threat of death kept the demon half of me in check. My worst crime had been getting so much epoxy stuck in a girl’s hair that she had to shave her head. Of course, that had been enough to get me expelled.

“I mean it,” said Aunty Karin. Her eyes were hidden behind dark aviator glasses, and her lips were set in a frown. “Just because the sisters aren’t watching you doesn’t mean I’m not.”

“I know,” I said, staring up at the trio of pixies. They were as tall as unsharpened pencils, with gossamer wings and neon hair. They were fairly intelligent creatures, but their loyalty could be purchased with a lifetime supply of chocolate bars. I tried to get them to defect once so I could go see a movie with my classmates, but either they were smart enough to know I didn’t have the resources to top her bargain, or there was more than the chocolate keeping them loyal.

“Tell me what you know.” Aunty Karin leaned across the empty passenger seat.

“I’ll keep to myself and ignore girls, especially the ones I find attractive.”

“Good. Now hurry up and get to your homeroom.” Aunty Karin rolled up the window on her cruiser and drove off, leaving me alone with a high school full of “normal” teens who had no clue how dangerous I could be.

 

WALKING ACROSS THE dying yellow grass felt like it took years, so I just kept my eyes fixed on the brick building that didn’t have enough windows. I didn’t notice the other kids until I nearly walked into one.

“Watch where you’re going,” said a girl with chestnut hair and hazel eyes. Her cheeks were plump and rosy, her chin resembled an upside down heart, and her lips were like a new piece of bubblegum just waiting to be chewed.
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