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Suicidal Beginnings

A stick-thin girl is surrounded by the wind, which shoves the rain in her face and smacks at her cheeks. She is little, small, and slender, and has stunning, emerald-like green eyes. The lenses on her large spectacles, which reduce the brightness and colour of her eyes, conceal their extraordinary attractiveness. Her juvenile face matches her youthful frame, and her soft, curly hair is a vivid red that suddenly ends at the shoulders.

She is seated with her flimsy dress clinging to her wet flesh as the rain pours down even harder on the muddy ground and her body. Over her head, lightning crackles in the air as thunder rumbles. She just sees the blackness. She is completely enveloped in darkness.

She is aware that she is in mortal peril. If only one tree catches fire from the nearby lightning, the whole forest will burn. If that occurs, she has nowhere to go and no one to contact for assistance. Due to the continuous rain, her mobile phone is dead and lying next to her. She can maintain her composure, however, with ease.

However, she no longer values life, therefore she is unconcerned whether she sizzles away.

One tear escapes her eye and joins the rivers of water that flow down her body. It then swims down her face. She is surrounded by a real-life nightmare, with the plants swaying and the rain falling randomly in all directions due to the horrible wind. A tree that is bending in her direction and perilously near to separating from its stem is on the verge of crashing on her.

She hardly even knows that she is sobbing a lot as the storm tries to make her as uncomfortable as it can. She feels filthy, and the mud gives her an upset stomach. She has an irrational need for a hot shower with warm steam enveloping her.

She is incapable of moving.

She wants to put a stop to this. As of right now. The hardships of life would start to disappear, making everything so simple and lovely. She ponders why God had to give her the unattractive appearance, infantile build, and snobbish demeanour that caused so many people to despise her.

Why must she always be the unfortunate one?

She can no longer see because of the rain. Her spectacles drop off her nose and land on the ground, rapidly blending with the surrounding dirt. Unbelievably, as the temperature drops by one degree each second, the water begins to flow even harder from the frantic heavens. She feels goosebumps on her arm. Clouds start to emerge in wisps right in front of her as her breaths become apparent.

The cough worsens.

She casts a doubtful glance in the direction of the earth. She seems ready to let herself die here, but is she? When should she go from this world?

A little bit of anxiety creeps into her mind.

She immediately becomes aware that she may not survive these breaths. She reaches out with a delicate hand to attempt to grab the clouds that lingered before her in an effort to savour each of them. Her brain is spinning as she mulls over the query.

Is she indeed ready to pass away?

The clouds above are beginning to split as the thunder gets closer. She can see a full moon through the gap in the clouds. Awe at its beauty fills her as she just looks at it. The only incandescence at the moment in her universe is a perfect circle that is lighted by pure white light. For her, it represents the optimism that she will continue. I hope everything works out.

A hard rock suddenly strikes her shoulder. Her shoulder throbs in anguish as she gasps in agony.

The moon disappears as the ominous clouds take it from her.

Her knee continues to hurt when another thing falls on it. The girl holds her posture, her face etched with misery. She seizes the peculiar pebble and brings it right up to her eyes so she can see it. Her eyes enlarge.

She mutters, "Hail," as another rock flies straight at her. It is large, roughly the size of a nickel, and is dropping really quickly. It is pointed directly towards her head.

She anticipates it and is a phenomenal ball of energy prepared to deliver the fatal blow. She is paralysed. Finally, death has arrived to take her away. She wants this, is that right? She ought to be content. There is now relief from the anguish and the never-ending suffering.

Her delight is being taken away by her dread.

A brief period of quiet is followed by a night time scream as the awful ice rock cries out to reach its fate.

***

He is aware of it. Its rapid breathing indicated its nearness by pounding on his ears.

He approaches the object that now dares to trespass on his turf closer. Whatever the invader is, he is at his strongest tonight, so it is bad timing.

The wolf's night is tonight.

He is alone himself, but that is ideal. He does best on his own.

It's a terrible storm—the rain is pelting his back and almost bringing him to his knees. He questions why it would attempt to trespass in such bad weather. Lightning flashes above his head as the wind fiercely tears leaves from their perches on trees and flings them into the air. His focus is practically destroyed by the almost continual loudness. In an effort to block out the storm's attempts to divert him, he shakes his head. As he makes his way farther into the forest, his paws crush the grass under him. His shaggy figure is thrown in a gloomy shadow by the looming trees in front of him. There is danger everywhere. But he doesn't think twice.

He has no fear.

The breeze is carrying the aroma to his nostrils as the presence becomes more powerful. He has never smelled anything delicious like that; it smells strangely like a combination of strawberries, bananas, an unidentified flavour, and a little bit of mint. Even when this "it" has long since passed away, he will always recall the joy and enticing fragrance it brings. He had never previously smelled this scent around a werewolf.

He wonders whether a human may have accidentally walked into their midst since the fragrance is so delicious. Most people have pleasant odours, but none are as wonderful as this one.

He has the impression that something is tying him to this fragrance. He immediately feels a need, a want to go nearer to the source. He finds himself slipping even more into the world of passion as a result of this relentless tug. His paws begin to move on their own, and he starts to want this strange fragrance. He doesn't need to follow the smell since something about it is leading him directly there. He starts to believe that killing this beast would be challenging.

In fact, killing it may not even be an option for him since he worries he would go insane if he does so.

Already, it draws him in and begs him to approach. He becomes increasingly energised by the fragrance as he approaches his prey, entangling him in a web from which he will never be able to free himself. It is the spider, and he is the fly. He becomes more unhappy as he comes to terms with his helplessness.

What kind of prank is this cunning animal pulling?

Now that the perfume is so tremendously strong, its beauty almost overpowers him. He often smells lovely odours since scent is important to werewolves. However, nothing compares to this magnificent emanation, which fills him with awe and ecstasy. He senses that he is drawing near.

The aroma abruptly changes to bittersweet, and the melody is marred by a harsh note. The saccharine aspect of the aroma disappears as fear and panic enter, contaminating the smell that he desperately needs. The air now smells ominously, and the creature is now overcome by its own fear.

He can somehow detect the feelings it is feeling by the fragrance. The unfortunate aspect is that he starts to experience the same feelings that it does. The current fragrance is still enticing but desperate. It requires him.

Want penetrates his body instantly. He wanted to smell that scent again, but not the one it was giving out just now. So that the scent would no longer taste of dread, he wants to make it joyful. He longs for that unique sweetness with a ferocity he never realised he had.

They travel through the jungle so quickly that even he can hardly see them as they begin to blur his paws. His mind is being severely corrupted by the tremendous need, and all he can think of is the aroma. He must own it.

After a few kilometres, he arrives at a little clearing close to a narrow brook that empties into Lake Ray. It's a nice small place with beautiful flowers, lush plants, and towering, elegant trees. Here, the fragrance is very strong. There must be a creature around.

His eyes scour the area in search of the pernicious entity responsible for the smell's allure. It first cannot be found. But after slightly adjusting his vision, he notices a person in the mud. From his vantage point, all that can be seen of it is its narrow back and diminutive, mud-covered body.

He surrounds the thing warily, attempting to identify its traits. Because the mud blends it with the ground, it is difficult to detect. But as he passes directly in front of it, his heart stops.

It's not a very attractive creature, yet it's still the most stunning thing he's ever seen.

It is a human female with captivating brilliant green eyes who pulls at him and holds his attention throughout. Her hair is ruby red and falls to her shoulders. Rain has made it lustrous and moist. She has a little, but slender frame, and the rain has made her ragged dress fit her like a glove.

As soon as he realises what is occurring, his heart begins to pound more quickly and intensely. He starts to freak out. Is this really taking place? why at this time? Why, when she is a person?

But nature rejects his cries, tying him even more closely to the young lady. This cannot be accurate.

His whole existence is enveloped by a sudden burst of white light that then rushes to meet the girl. It penetrates her skin and saturates her with white light. She looks at her toes and doesn't see that her eyes are watering.

He is nonetheless impacted. His whole body flinches in horror as he realises what he had did was horribly, horribly wrong.

His body is filled with shock, rage, and irritation. There is no hope for this. Absolutely nothing.

The hesitation, however, dissipates as he observes her. He finds himself sinking into a deep hole of unending love as it starts to take effect. There is no turning around. He is trapped in the seductive spider's web for all time.

Another taste of dread appears out of nowhere. He notices that she has been struck as hail starts to fall. She glances up and her eyes are vacant. She seems to be oblivious to his presence as she continues to look past him. She releases painful tears that fall down her body. Her leg has a little wound that is gushing black blood. All of a sudden, he feels the urge to guard and defend her. Why is he simply standing there doing nothing? He must move now!

She lets out a little cry that echoes into the darkness as a large hailstone is speeding towards her. Fear grips her, and she snaps her eyes shut. The horror that is consuming the perfume must be removed if he is to once again enjoy its pleasure. He leaps right away, hoping to land over her shape as quickly as he can. to keep her safe.

As he soars to be her defence, he lets forth a terrible cry.


Encounter with a Stunningly Hot Psycho Man

~ Mona ~

My eyes flicker as they concentrate on the light all around me as I awaken. The only thing I can make out is a single blob floating above me, a jumble of colours that is flipping and weaving and twisting.

I am abruptly brought to the present by a lovely, melodious voice that shatters through the abyss I am trapped in and asks, "Are you awake?" The blurry borders suddenly become distinct pictures as everything suddenly comes into focus.

Is this a dream?

The dazzling emerald eyes of a guy with stunning good looks gaze at me, frightening me with their brilliance. I can feel myself being engrossed in them as I study their amazing beauty and get fixed in their mesmerising eyes.

His hands are large and solid, and his arms are muscular and brown. He is simply clothed in a t-shirt and cargo shorts, yet despite this, he exudes an unfathomable grace.

His long, straight hair falls about his jawline, framing his proud face. Short wisps and lengthy strands are layered all over the place and carelessly dishevelled. My subconscious urge is to brush the fringe out of the way so I can continue to stare uninterrupted into his eyes.

But the most peculiar thing about his hair is that it's blue. Even more of a royal blue that sparkles in the sunshine. However, the hair complements his green eyes and gently tanned complexion.

He repeats, "Hello?" in a voice that I find to be comforting. I blink once as I attempt to get used to the amazing good looks that are in front of me. I've never been within five feet of a guy this attractive.

When I finally look in the mirror, I see that a big bandage has been placed over my wounded leg. The same thing is covering my shoulder.

I'm lying on a luxurious, comfortable divan. The floor is made entirely of marble, and it is a deep black colour with traces of white that are attempting to penetrate the tile. A massive chandelier hangs gracefully in the middle of the room on a fine, grey wire, its crystals swirling lavishly under its metal limbs. There is a massive bookshelf that spans the whole room and is filled with an astounding assortment of books.

But naturally, the dude draws all of my attention.

He laughs as I once again study his flawless face, admiring the manly traits that, at my school, I could previously only see from a distance.

I make a little coughing motion as I make an effort to speak. His palm feels so comfortable on my face, and when he removes it from my face, I feel oddly devastated. "Shh," he murmurs, keeping his hand over my lips, "your throat is probably dry. Let me get you some water first."

I cannot discern a single emotion in his stroll as he walks up to a stainless steel washbasin. It's hard to put into words how he walks, yet he nearly appears to glide.

That is only one of the peculiar qualities I see in him.

His eyes are another another feature that piques my interest. I had already skimmed it and failed to see how the light was reflected in his pupils.

Now that I'm looking more closely, I see there isn't a reflection. Instead of reflecting off his eye, the light penetrates it. Even I, the queen of inspection, can hardly tell the difference; nevertheless, I can now. His pupils are a dark black in contrast to the dazzling, emerald green that seems to seize the light and exhibit it in his irises. He returns my glance when I stare at them, but his pupil does not show me.

He carefully pours cold water into my mouth from a glass that he has brought to my lips. He questioned, "Can you speak?"

"Yes," I stutter-say.

"Okay, good," he says with a big grin.

I suddenly have trouble speaking. I stammer, "T-thanks for rescuing me. He laughs out loud in the most exquisite melodic manner I've ever heard.

It was enjoyable.

I feel embarrassed and startled by the way he is looking at my face and body. When I meet his stare, my anxiety begins to build; just a little glimpse at those stunning, appreciative eyes gives me the willies. The impulse to go back to the orphanage and finish the scientific research I put off earlier because I feared I would die today develops in order to stop this bizarre, alien behaviour towards me.

I swiftly get to my feet and sit up, resting my back on the plush cushions before attempting to swing my legs over the edge. He grabs my legs and places them back on the divan, preventing me from successfully placing my feet on the floor. His lips are slightly smiling as he does this. He touches them, his fingers lingering for a moment before he pulls away, and I get a shiver of pleasure. He asks, almost chuckling, "Just what do you think you are doing?"

I choose to be honest and tell him I'm "leaving." Again, I appreciate your assistance.

"But you can't just leave! We have to get to know each other better! I don't even know your name," he says, his eyes enlarging.

He is so unlike any other man I've ever met. He truly appears to be interested in learning more about me. His dissatisfaction is visible in the way his eyes pull at mine. Unless I knew better, I would... He seemed to like me, or at least my looks, I'd say.

But the fact is, I'm aware of better. The luxury of being loved belongs to those who are more attractive than myself.

I leap up so swiftly that it nearly seems like a blur, oblivious to the agony my movements are causing to my wounds. Laughter is now finished. I say forcefully, "Well, sorry. I'm leaving." Why does my nastiness always come out in this situation? I really need to practise being sociable. In the end, he did save my life.

I suppose his actions scare me. It's unusual and disconcerting how he is gazing at me so devotedly and seriously. Since I have never been so terrified in my life, it is unlike anything I have ever encountered.

My somewhat wet red hair is blowing in the faint wind as I make my way to the door. Maybe everything here is simply a dream. Maybe when I wake up in a few minutes, I'll discover that the guy was only a figment of my mind.

I hear his soothing, hypnotic voice saying, "Please stop!" but I am able to free myself from his command. He is no longer able to force me to continue laughing at his joke. It is clear that he is playing me by seeming interested to me in order to make his pals laugh later. I continue to walk, but suddenly there is a haze, and then...

He is blocking the entrance by standing just in front of me.

What made him do that? Previously, he was more than 10 feet away from me.

I start to resemble a sheep that has been forced into a tight spot. I implore, my eyes piercing through his, asking fervently, "What are you? What do you want from me?"

He blinks in response to my remark before curiously adopting a dejected face. Come, have a seat while I explain.

I follow him back to the divan and gingerly take a seat there. No of how unsettling this feels, I have to confess that I am embarrassingly content to continue staring at his alluring face for a few more seconds. I make an effort not to reveal it, though, and instead present a doubtful frown.

He exhales deeply before starting to talk. "I'm Xavier, and you might call me a werewolf," I said.

My head is filled with shock and astonishment, which has chilled me to the bone. Oh, what a shame, I thought depressingly, that this absurdly attractive man, who is the only one I've ever spoken to, is a freak. He seems to be a true believer in his ludicrous assertions. His eyes are attempting to meet mine and are showing signs of optimism.

I say to him carefully, as if he were a kindergartener, "Werewolves don't exist." I am aware that he does not merit my contempt, yet... really?

He says angrily, "Are you saying I don't exist?" I find myself pondering if I really want to wake up from this dream since I can't help but think how adorable he looks when he is annoyed.

I quickly respond, "No, although you might need to go talk to a counsellor or something about some mental problems," and then I regret it. I tend to insult people out of habit, which is nearly made worse by their equally contemptuous responses.

With a little pout on his full lips and stray blue hair falling over his eyes, he now exudes frustration. The odd thing is that he seems to be upset or even furious with himself rather than with me. Who is this person, exactly? He is refuting almost all of my assumptions about men that I had previously held.

He murmurs gently, "I guess I'll just have to prove it to you." His lips are pursed in concentration as his eyelids blink shut. He seems to be focused on something that I am unable to see.

You cannot possibly convince me that-"

He abruptly transforms, stopping me in my tracks as I watch in horror and awe as the gorgeous man's head falls into his body. His body simply falls apart into itself like a waterfall. However, there is a glimmer of light before he turns into a shapeless pool of something liquid on the floor. He will take on that form in one more moment.

A gigantic wolf with white fangs that are razor-sharp and black eyes that match his pupils.

I recoil in terror. Nothing about werewolves I had read or seen had adequately prepared me for this.

It makes a single, deep bark that closely resembles his baritone chuckle. His shaggy hair is a creamy, light brown colour that fits his complexion, and it barks once. He is just as stunning as his human counterpart. He takes my breath away as I study his enormous, elegant figure. The thing that really astounds me the most about him is his commanding demeanour, which commands respect even from me.

Similar to the last morphing, he abruptly collapses and falls swiftly to the ground. A burst of light causes him to return to his previous state of being an extremely attractive guy.

I take a step back out of fear, not paying attention to where I'm going. Despite his beauty, Xavier looks ethereal. Even after being presented with evidence, my mind still struggles to accept the existence of werewolves. No matter how real it is, it is nearly too much for me to take in.

As I hit a strong, sturdy object, my feet give way beneath me. My arms are flailing about as I struggle to regain my equilibrium as I feel the floor rush to meet me.

Reaching under me with two solid, powerful hands, they help me stand up again. They are heated, and my body experiences shocks as a result. Without a doubt, I am aware of his presence.

He says, "Please believe me," and pulls his hands away from my back. The area where his hand had been warming up has suddenly become chilly.

I said, startled by his nearness yet trembling in the absence of his enormous, toasty hands, "I... I.." He leans in and grabs my right hand as heat rises like a wildfire throughout my body, as if sensing what I'm feeling.

I draw my delicate hand away out of nervousness. As I put them in my pockets, he looks up in astonishment. He said suspiciously, "You don't want me to touch you, you don't trust me?"

Yes, I do want your touch. I do believe in you. Although I'm not sure why.

I casually toss, "I don't know you. Why would I?" at him. He blinks once, almost out of surprise as opposed to annoyance. His features are carved with confusion, as if he is truly perplexed by the idea that I don't.

I start to become upset with myself. Why must I be so resentful?

He smiles slightly and says, "Okay, I'll wait then." He continues nearly as energically as before, with the exception of a little faded grin.

Is this person really here?

I glance away, allowing the stern words escape my mouth, "Well, you might as well give up now then or else you'll be waiting forever."

He whispers gently, shocking me, "Don't worry; I am prepared to wait forever; I have all the time in the world."

No doubt. What makes me forget? He's not even a person.

I mutter, my voice being caught up by his perceptive ears, "I guess you forget that I shall die in around seventy-five years. I don't have forever. As the seconds pass, there is nothing but silence between us. I'm uneasy and trying to avoid looking at him.

He chuckles once again, and this time my heart begins to melt. "Mona, I believe you have underestimated me."

Whoa. Hold on a second.

I rage ask, "How do you know my name?" He responds by winking at me and flashing my student ID in front of my face. I extend my hand to him while my eyes are narrowed. Say, "Give it back."

He teasingly asks, "Should I?" which makes me furious. He grins slyly as I fling myself at him. Oh right, things are starting to become interesting.

-[I quickly come to the realisation that I cannot obtain my ID back by force after a few seconds of frantically groping at nothing. It is hard to even get close to him because of how swiftly his arms are moving. I recline against the divan, rolling my eyes in despair.

"Are you ever going to return it?"

He looks at it again, and I remember the moment the photo was taken, saying, "Sure. Someday. I rather like this picture of you." About six months ago, I misplaced my glasses for the third time that day, become blind and unable to tie my shoes, much alone comb my hair. Even my shirt was turned inside out. It was terrible.

I now understand that he was really making fun of me.

I remain silent and turn back to him. Unconsciously, I notice how the light catches on his blue hair and sparkles, giving the impression that his whole head is covered with stardust. He speaks before I can even finish. But even so, I don't think it will take long for you to fall in love with me.

I gaze at him, amazed by his haughtiness and how sincere he seems to be while asking, "How come, Wolfboy?"

He tosses his hair and gives me a dazzling, astonishing grin, "My charm is so overwhelming." Its splendour nearly causes me to become blind. The question is, "How could you not?"

I reply bitingly, "How could I, you arrogant brat?!" "I prefer a trait in men that you don't possess—humility." And a brain, of course.

I'm not like any boy you have met before. I would give anything, even my life, for you. I know that sounds strange, but every werewolf feels this way towards his or her mate. You can trust me. "I was joking," he claims, "come on Mona, you know that.

I pause his tirade and ask cautiously, "What was that you just said?" My eyes are getting close, and my ears are splitting. He didn't just say that.

After a brief moment of horrified quiet, he nervously adds, "You're... my mate," stopping briefly before continuing, "If you weren't my mate, I would have killed you in the forest. I'm usually not very kind to trespassers that stumble our way." He then takes my hands and squeezes them. He says, "I'm all yours," gazing into my eyes with an incomprehensible passion.

He brings it up so casually that it makes me chuckle. He informs me that I'm his "mate," and he wants me to simply accept that I'm obligated to him for life (or the afterlife)? to comply with his request right away?

His stunning green eyes are quietly begging with me to comprehend, and I can feel the severity and dread in them.

The idea that he expects me to consider him seriously astounds me the most. Or maybe he does not. Maybe he's simply happy when I fall for one of his cunning ruses. I must admit that he is a fantastic liar.

I'm overcome with rage, and my pulse quickens. Why am I not given the option to choose whether to be his mate? Is he so much better than me that he won't let me choose to be free?

I make a beeline for the door, hoping to escape this horror by saying, "Uh, well, um..." My hands are trembling as my red hair falls onto my face. As the phone starts to ring, Xavier grins, making my stomach uncomfortably flip flop.

He hurriedly says, "Excuse me while I take this call," and walks away from me. The sound of footfall followed by silence is audible. I exhale happily. The seas are calm.

You saved my life, great phone.

I sprint for the door, throw it open, and dash outside into the rain that has much lessened. As I stomp in the muddy earth, my bare feet get stained with brown, the light mist dances about my toes and sprinkles on my nose. A gust of chilly wind blows my red hair far behind me, which causes it to fly wild and curly. I casually tip my tongue out to collect a drop of water that falls from the sky while I hold my flats in my hands.

Freedom is close by.

***

BEEP! BEEP!

I smack the alarm clock's button in an effort to silence its grating cries. My soft plush animals are around my fully buried figure as I lay in bed. I have a sizable collection of them from my youth that I can't bear to part with. I sit up into the harsh sunshine with my face illuminated by the gold hues that pour through my little windows. A stunning environment of lush, green grass, a lake with crystal-clear water, and towering trees lies just beyond the glass. Birds are flying over the horizon as puffy clouds float in the clear sky.

My feet hit the floor with a thud as I groggily pull myself out of the blankets. I carelessly take a t-shirt and a pair of pants from my drawer and carelessly slide them over my figure. As I slip it over my nose, my backup spectacles, the other of which was lost in the storm, squeak. I gasp as I accidentally get a glimpse of my physique in the mirror.

My left shoulder has a large, black-and-blue bruise covering it, and there is intense redness all around it. Another, less significant one, adorns my knee and brings back uncomfortably vivid recollections of the previous evening. It's not just a dream.

Last night, I did, in fact, encounter a charming insane guy who rescued me from impending death.

His flawless features, piercing emerald eyes, and peculiarity that I did not comprehend are all things I can still clearly recall. My body tingles and my mind becomes awake just thinking about him. How can I be so affected by a fleeting memory?

I make my way to the entrance while scanning the corridor. I am greeted by rows of doors as stuffiness takes over my senses. My nose wrinkles in distaste but not surprise at the foul smell. It constantly has this odour. All the other kids adjusted to it, but not me.

I have felt like an outsider from the day I became nine years old to the present. Almost... felt I was intended to be by my parents' side even now, that my parents were not destined to pass away. Simply put, I had a sinking sensation that something was really wrong. As I became older, the other kids appeared to know it too, and they treated me like I didn't fit in with them. I used to be a fairly good child. I wished I had more pals. I yearned to participate in their games. I wanted to be treated equally by Ms. Penn with everyone else. Most of all, I wanted to laugh so badly. to laugh.

However, I quickly abandoned that dream.

I rapidly succumbed to the coldness of the other youngsters, hardening into a rough, sharp, bitter shell. I didn't need anybody. I had no desire for anybody.

They were all beneath me.

I would spend many hours in my room reading and studying in an effort to become smarter and stand out from the rest. I had the acumen to support my newly discovered pomposity now.

And despite the lengthy years, terrible puberty, and other challenges, nothing changed.

When I realise that it is nearly time for school, I check my dated and somewhat frayed watch and exhale. It's 7:40 AM, and the event starts at 8:00 AM. The only sound was the wind whistling, thus it seems sense that all the other orphans had vanished. Why did my alarm clock wake me up so late? What the hell was wrong with it?

I'm in a terrible situation.

I sprint down the steps as the wind rips through my hair. Ms. Penn, our manager, I fly by. I immediately grab my rucksack as she raises an eyebrow. "Mona!" she yells after me, her voice loud and threatening. "After school you will be punished!"

I scream, "I'm sorry!" The previous night, I couldn't help but go to bed at two o'clock! I snarl expletives too low for Ms. Penn to hear them.

I go to the kitchen, grab a little pop tart, and shove it as rapidly into my mouth as I can. As I rapidly swallow a glass of water, my frantic gulps reverberating across the room, Ms. Penn gives me a look. Don't you think it may be too late for breakfast, she snarls in a threatening whisper?

The fire-breathing, terrible dragon is now enraged. I think leaving will be beneficial for me.

I reach for my sole pair of white sandals, which just so happen to be the only pair I own. They are too little for comfort, ancient and faded, with dancing flowers around the sides. My toes slip off the sole as I forcefully jam my feet into them, causing the straps to release as much as possible. On me, they seem abhorrent, but that is to be expected. I am an orphaned girl who lives in poverty and has no relatives. I have no place to go home to.

The ancient wooden door suddenly knocks, and the sound echoes throughout the orphanage. I cast a quick peek around. Ms. Penn, who is most likely in her office writing me up for yet another cleaning task, is nowhere to be seen. I approach the trembling door, where even a little knock might do the weathered wood great harm.

In front of me, a mirror dangles perilously on a single nail. I look in the mirror once again, seeing my matted, nasty red hair that I often twist into a frantic ponytail. I have a little protruding nose, which is an unpleasant characteristic I detest. A baggy t-shirt and loose pants, two of my sole items of clothing, conceal my somewhat curvaceous physique, preventing anybody from seeing that I even have a figure. I am so short that even in skin-tight attire, males would have to kneel to view my figure. My lips and skin tone? Nothing unique.

The only thing I like about myself at all is my eyes, and even they don't measure up to that godlike figure I saw last night. I am undeniably the least attractive girl in school. I hide my eyes behind thick spectacles and bury my generosity under haughtiness, not even letting what little I do have show.

I rapidly twist the metal doorknob in my hands before pulling it open. My figure remains still and paralysed with amazement as my eyes enlarge.

A deep, male voice says, "Hey Mona," as it makes its way towards my ears.


Now The Incredibly Hot Psycho Man Won't Leave Me Alone

I say in a harsh, pointed voice, "What the hell are you doing here? I quickly close the door after remembering that Mrs. Penn is just inside. Refocusing my attention on the extraordinarily attractive guy, I like the way his eyes are fixed just on me.

He smiles and says, "Walking with you to school," with the most beautiful look. He has eager eyes that make me think of an excited dog playing with its owner. His expression is filled with joy despite my lack of a grin. I can't even pretend not to scowl.

He trots happily at my side as I start to stroll down the sidewalk. I continue to obey Xavier's orders for a few more agonising seconds until I turn to face him and look furious. My voice nips at him and says, "Go away," attempting to break through his intolerable joy. Surprisingly, his smile widens.

Hey Mona, do you think I'm attractive?

I'm embarrassed by how easily an arrogant moron can disarm me. I briefly resemble a goldfish as my lips move silently for a little period of time. As I eventually stutter out an unconvincing nay, my cheeks are beetroot red.

He embraces me with joy and spins me around into a bear hug. "Mona loves me, I knew it!"

I scream "NO!" as I struggle to get out from his deadly hold. I tried to ignore the sensation of his muscular arms around my waist but was unable as I banged my hands on his chiselled chest. I scream at him angrily, attempting to keep my tomato-red cheeks under control, "I DON'T LOVE YOU! YOU'RE A STALKER! HOW DO YOU KNOW MY NAME AND WHERE I LIVE?! WHY ARE YOU FOLLOWING ME TO SCHOOL?!"

I scowl at him, thinking he would get the message, but he simply ignores it, saying, "Well, first off, I'm not following you, I'm walking with you." He says, "I happened to witness you rush home, which is how I know where you live and your name.

So you did follow me, I murmur sarcastically.

He complains feebly, "Well, then I did... but you said I was following you now," and when he realises there is no point, he ends. I try to keep my joking smile from showing. No of how appealing he may seem, I don't want to encourage this guy. He will never leave me alone if I even let out one smile or good phrase.

I move more quickly and quickly brush by him while using my small legs to take greater strides. The raging wind pushes my medium-length ruby red hair back behind my shoulders.

Wow, you walk swiftly, he kindly observes. He evenly matched my pace, entirely undermining the point of speeding up in the first place, his dazzling green eyes crinkling with pleasure as he stated, "I like walking fast too."

This gullible guy is very intolerable.

But as I continue to gaze at his flawless face, I have to admit that he is attractive. His blue hair catches stray hairs in the light and sparkles as it sways in the wind. His full, alluring lips give way to a perfect complexion and a face that only God could have created. Thin eyebrows and a wall of long, envious eyelashes surround a pair of seductive, wonderfully emerald eyes.

I don't know why he makes my heart race so much.

He suddenly spouts, "Mona, I love you," after a protracted period of stillness. My arm is racing with chills. Does this nightmare have no hope of ending?

A whoosh is followed by a loving hug from a familiar set of bronzed arms. Xavier stands me back up and exclaims, "You sure are clumsy," with a melodic, macho giggle. I feel myself sinking as I glance up into his stunningly lovely green eyes.

No, I reprimand myself silently; hide any hint of weakness. You won't ever be alone if you do this.

I speak with a hardened expression and a disconcerted tone. I mutter to him, certain that he would hear me, "You don't say that if you don't mean it."

He just stares at me, a look of bewilderment on his face. He states matter-of-factly, "Mona, you are my mate. Of course I love you. Of course I mean it.

I scream, "Can you shut up?!" with a scorching voice, "I hate you!" as I hastily turn my head away so he won't see the flush. Under the surface, genuine feelings are surfacing.

His hand is still holding onto my arm, and time seems to have stopped between us. His expression is still filled with astonishment. However, this instant rapidly passes, and Xavier does what is thought to be impossible in this kind of circumstance.

His desire is persistent as he grins. I have never heard of a mate not being in love with their chosen one, so this is something fresh, he muses.

He approaches me and captures my attention with his stunning eyes, saying, "You know, Mona, hate is the first step to love." His eyes get ferocious and resolute.

I am unable to stop him as he grabs my hand and says, "I will make you fall in love with me." He places his lips to my palm for a little period of time before releasing me.

The spot on my palm where his lips had touched it is burning.

Then he grins, as if he's truly anticipating the day I'll accept him, which, by the way, will never happen.

I am really interested as to why he felt so driven to win my affection; it can't possible be because he finds me attractive since I am too hideous for that, and it can't possibly be because of my personality because it is the worst I've ever seen in my life.

He starts talking again, and this time I pay close attention to what he says. "You seem to believe that I'm a werewolf, not asking any questions about it after seeing me morph," he says quietly. "It is usually hard to accept."

"Who asserts that I believe it?I mean, it is impossible for me to not believe it, I watched him shift into one of those sharp-toothed, hairy animals, but I don't want to accept it. I don't want to realise that my life is suddenly spiralling out of control. " I snort, turning away once again so he can't see my flaming cheeks.

"Yes you do," he says with a grin that makes my pulse race. "I can see it in your eyes."

I have never spoken to a male, much alone a handsome one, for this long, and on the very first extended chat I have with a guy, he vows to be in love with me? "Shut up," I scream while internally quivering with shame.

This is really screwed up.

Xavier looks at my face, which is concealed by my long fringe, and asks, "Did you wear glasses in the jungle when I saved you?" Did he ask.

Yes, but don't bother about trying to locate it, I say with a nod in response. He seemed dissatisfied, his visage sorrowful. "I have this one," I touch my thick glasses.

I can't really make out your beautiful eyes, he says regretfully. Can you live without them in any way?"

He stops abruptly, lowering himself to my level, and stops me with a gentle touch. He frowns, his sparkling eyes creasing a little in disappointment. "Mona," he says, "you look very different from when I first met you." I shake my head, my cheeks flushing once more.

Yes, I consciously believe that maybe you weren't aware of my appearance till now.", I mockingly enquire.

You are exactly as stunning as you were yesterday, he replies with a grin.

No one has ever called me beautiful or even lovely, much less a startlingly gorgeous guy, and I gasp for air as shock courses through me.

"It's only," he grumbles, "that your bangs hide half of your face, and your spectacles conceal your eyes. His facial expressions twitch into a frown. "It almost seems like you're trying to hide from me.

This talk is presenting a lot of firsts for me, and a lot of shame, so I scowl at him with my face now nearly constantly crimson." I inquire, attempting to seem unconcerned and disinterested.

We both remain quiet as we stroll comfortably side by side, neither of us knowing precisely what to say next. "Yeah," he replies, his eyes lost in contemplation.

Hello, Xavier.Xavier stares at me with a look of confusion on his face as I eventually start the discussion, shocking him just a bit.

"Yes?Ask me anything," he responds, his cheeks brightening a bit.

I have so many things I want to ask him, like why does he keep saying I'm lovely, what kind of crazy guy would think I'm attractive in the first place, and why the hell do werewolves even exist.

But instead, I simply have to ask, "Why don't you just leave me alone?I ask scathingly, mentally slapping myself in the face for missing my chance to pose a more insightful question.

I'm upset, but Xavier doesn't appear to be as disappointed as I am.Even I don't fully understand why, he cautions, and what I do know may anger you.

That was intended to be a rhetorical question, but if he has an answer, I want to hear it. "Um, sure," I nod slowly. I reel back in uncertainty.

Okay, let me just add that werewolves are very much like wolves in that they have a very good sense of smell, he explains.

I mutter under my breath, "No duh," drawing a quick frown from him.

"Okay, work with me.I only nod once more in doubt when he asks.

In many respects, a werewolf really has an even nicer nose. They are able to link a specific person with their "signature" fragrance, which is a base odour shared by all living things. He says slowly, his voice silky and beautiful, "They are all a bit different, and never alter from the time the creature is born.

He stares at me, startling me with his earnestness, pulling me to remain quiet as I start to ask, "What does that have to do with-" only to feel a single palm cover my moving lips.

All people have nice odours, generally speaking, he says. Yours, though, is more alluring. I don't know why, but I really like the way you smell."

Is that because I'm your partner?I inquire enquiringly, and he shakes his head.

He turns away, "It is not just a mating thing," he says, "this was even before I mated with you." At my angle, I can see his gorgeous blue hair, sparkling in the bright sun. His glittering eyes glance shamefully to the floor, knowing that his words are not the ones I want to hear, as he says, "can't stay away from you.

Hope is destroyed when the world around me disintegrates.

Are you implying that I must spend the rest of my life with you?"I beg pitifully.

"I truly have no idea. That is why I'm taking you back to the estate after school so we can investigate.

"WHAT?!He glances at me, his green eyes wrinkling with anguish, my interruption frightening even the birds.

He says, his face echoing mine, "I knew you wouldn't be pleased, but we both have to get through this. He pulls me again for a spine-crushing hug and asks, "Why can't you be more welcoming of me? Maybe, in some way, my buddies can assist.Am I not loving enough, he grumbles, his tone mocking.His tone lightens somewhat as his face quickly brightens.

"You have to do better than that," Xavier grins, "if you want to slap a werewolf." He pulls me closer, his hot breath lingering on my cheek. "Here is your punishment," he places one muscled hand on my chin, tilting my head up slightly. My heart beats faster as he brushes his plump lips across my blushing face.

WHY ARE YOU DOING THAT?He merely laughs at the evident bewilderment hidden behind my wrath as I yell, leaping away from his grinning body, and quickly dash away from him, my voice shrill and shrieking. Without saying a word, he wanders ahead of me, never looking back.

He knows I'll follow, after all.

***

Matherson Public School is the rehashed image of a normal high school that stands to be many students' second home. It creeps upon us until we can see its brick walls and rather drab surroundings. It looms above its students, standing two full stories tall, casting a shadow upon their forms. Weeds sprout in little bursts all over the premises.

As I reluctantly go to his side, pushed by my certain tardiness, I see his delighted countenance. "Why are you so happy, wolfboy? ", Xavier asks as he waits for me to eventually come up to him.My fringe drop in front of my eye as I slouch slightly, slipping into my usual stance when I'm among others at school, and I snap, my voice loud and unpleasant.

He gives me an odd look as he asks, "Why are you slumping? He asks softly, "I thought you had perfect posture," and I grimace, my eyes becoming smaller.

I sternly reply, turning my head away from him, "None of your business, answer my question rather than ask your own."

I wonder how he so conveniently shuts out my reluctance, innocently disregarding it. "Well, you sure did taste good," he smiles brightly, winking at my form.

All conniption vanishes when I look at the enormous clock on the front of the dull school and say, "Crap!I grasp Xavier's hand, pulling him along with unexpected power, yelling, "Xavier, if it weren't for you, I would have made it to school on time! I must not be late. I can't..."

As I move to meet it, the doors slam shut, blocking my path.

I am late, Ms. Penn is going to murder me, and I should have simply passed away yesterday. I lower my head in complete despair, my eyes glaring shamefully down at the ground.

I hate the fact that I am so aware of him, the slightest touch alerting me and making butterflies flutter in my stomach. Why can't I just avoid him? Why can't I hate him with all of my energy instead of harbouring this little feeling of admiration for his beauty and perseverance? Until he grips my hand tightly, sending electric sparks throughout my body.

The door silently swings open as a large woman with a stomach the size of a beach ball approaches the glass and stops in front of the glass, staring at our forms. Her practically nonexistent eyebrows, which have obviously been over-plucked, rise as she surveys Xavier's gleaming blue hair and sparkling green eyes.

Who are you?"He flashes a million dollar grin, melting the lady into slush on the chilly floor as she asks, nearly falling to her knees.

I'm Xavier, and this is Mona, my mother. I'm Xavier," he says, winceing as I squeezing his hand in a deathly grasp.

I haven't seen you before, so hello, Xavier," she said, her dull, coal black eyes sparkling as she took in his manly features. A newcomer?", she asks, oblivious to my existence.

The obese woman eventually focuses her laser like glare towards my figure, her eyes narrowing as she takes me in. "Yes ma'am," he says, "Mona came with me to show me around the school."

"You're not new, are you?"You will be counted tardy," she reminds me, my eyes widening in panic at her words. I take my hand away from Xavier, feeling a quick flash of rage. I nod in answer, not opening my lips for this witch.

Xavier begs, "Please, Miss, we simply lost count of time when she was telling me about the school. His touch is reassuring at this point, enveloping me in warmth that I can hardly fathom.

She finally responds, "Okay, if that is all," looking embarrassed and conflicted between her evident fondness for the handsome guy next me and her clear contempt with me. Do not repeat this, please. Please take this as a warning.

I frantically attempt to resist it, but Xavier flashes another heart-melting smile that stuns us both. "Thank you," he bows, taking her hand and brushing his lips over it.

I despise him and want him to go away, yet I have no idea why I was so enraged at the time.

She blushes, urges us to follow, evidently affected by his seductive gentlemanliness as she wobbles along the corridor and he neatly stands straight.

We follow her, and when Xavier grabs my hand once more with a little giggle, I again yank it away, a wave of rage coursing through me. "Don't touch me!I demand, shaking with irascibility as my emotions race hot through my veins. Now there is raucous laughing.

"Mona, don't you feel envious?I struggle to control my blushes, but they continue to cover my cheeks. I don't know why I am acting in this way. "Don't worry," he whispers, leaning in, his breath dancing across my ear, "I will only kiss you from now on. " For a moment, I indulge in his sugary words and his flattering assurance.

Then I realise I despise him.

I snarl at him, trying to hide my guilty pleasure, but he seems to detect it, and a grin spreads over his lips. "As if I'd let you," I reply.

"I had no idea you would fall in love with me so soon!He exclaims joyfully, only to feel a kick in the stomach.

"No, you fool!" I protest fiercely, but my flimsy retorts are ineffective in the face of his implacable smile and confidence that I am in love with him.

"This is where you will get your information," the woman informs Xavier as she takes us both to a small, narrow door. With a flirtatious grin, she introduces herself as "I am the school nurse, Mrs. Teal." She purposefully sways her hips as she walks away, hoping that the seductive guy would observe her and say, "Please come to me if you ever need anything."

He doesn't, I'm delighted to report with shame.

The most cluttered, disorganised space I have ever seen lies before me, shocking me still. "Wow," I whisper as I survey the mess: the collage of papers, staples, pens, and sticky notes that burys everything else. Xavier smiles at me and swings the door open so that we both can enter.

A stick-thin, quite short woman with a beehive hairstyle that reaches about seven inches into the air is lounging just behind the awful chaos. It is a masterpiece, reminding me a little of such wigs in the mediaeval times, and very characteristic of an ancient woman like her.

She says, "Hello children," squeaking like a mouse, her words nearly incomprehensible, "how may I help you? " in a voice that can only be described as hysterical."

"I am new here," he informed her, flashing a grin at the little, shrivelled up plant that just happens to have a voice and a towering wig, leaving me frightened in his shadow.

She bends down to the floor to pick up some abandoned papers while maintaining an unwavering expression: "Ah, the new student. Your schedule is here, in this stack. I wonder how she can possible pick through all that rubbish, a really gigantic bunch of papers, as she sets the stack on her lap and says, "Somewhere."

The woman peers at our expressions, unblinking, and in a record speed of three seconds flat, pulls out a tiny piece of paper, distributing it to Xavier as we gaze at her in utter and absolute amazement.After another lightning-quick search, she takes out five or six passes and delivers it to him, asking quickly while flitting through the papers.

We stand for a moment, and then Xavier pulls on my hand, "Come on, let's go," he implores, dragging me out of the doorway. "Thank you, Mrs...." Xavier searches the lady's clothing for a name tag, "Miss Lori." There is a slight, almost undetectable crease in her forehead as she turns to her computer, annoyance flickering in her features.

Xavier attempts to remain calm, but soon he is laughing along with me as we leave the cluttered room. "Her voice..." I practically scream, drowning in laughter, "her hairdo..." When the hell did I start to laugh along with him? What the hell is happening with me?

Now Mona, let's not make fun of others, Xavier kindly corrects.

I start laughing, losing myself for a moment, and say, "Look at you, trying to be the perfect gentleman."

I am firmly held in his arms as he says, "Shut up," and he sweeps me into his arms, holding me in his powerful grip. "I'm your gentleman," he chuckles, "and I won't let you go until you admit it."

My body is suddenly filled with alarm, awareness, and pure electricity as I become aware of how close he is to me. His smile is inches from mine, and his breath is dancing on my cheek.

I could taste his warm, new lips if I so slightly cocked my head in his direction.

I stiffen, erecting the barriers around my heart as fast as they had crumbled, reminding myself once again that I despise him and that I am not meant to get along with this crazy, gorgeous guy. I swiftly hold myself back before giving in to temptation.

We are in the centre of the school corridor, which I also note.

What's wrong, Mona? he muffledly inquires after seemingly seeing my hesitancy."

The next few words I utter are harsh and spiteful, and I turn away from him as I say, "Let me go," with a forceful voice.

I'm terrified to stare into his eyes for fear of telling him the truth.

I walk away from him with my head still lowered as he releases me, asking, "What happened?You were perfectly fine a moment ago, he insists.

I quickly snatch the paper out of his reedy hands, observing it closely, and mutter, "Let's just get you to class," not wanting to listen to his dissection of our previous conversation, trying to seed out the offensive words he must have said. Xavier looks at me with a forlorn expression as I avoid his gaze.

"You," I say, my eyes enlarging, "idiot!Why do you have the EXACT same itinerary as me? I turn on him, rage pulsing through my veins, and grab the paper firmly till it almost crumples in my palms.My face wrinkles in irritation at his stalker-like behaviour as I inquire frantically.

He stutters, whistling, "Well, I might have asked..." as he turns his head away.

Why won't he go away from me?

My fury begins to boil, but I immediately cool down since, after all, he is my "mate" and I need some solitude and some time away from this crazy.

I turn, begin the trip through the labyrinth of rooms and halls towards our first class, and as I pass him, I let the schedule slip from my fingers, letting it to hit the ground with a thud. "Okay then," I say in a robotic voice, emotionless. "Come right this way."

With a grin on his face, Xavier pauses to pick it up.

"Mona," he exclaims ecstatically, "let's go on a date tonight." There is a pounding of feet as he rushes to meet me, but I merely shrug him off and ignore his enthusiastic remarks. You desire to?"

As if, ha.

Why not never?"I laugh.

"Mona," he says firmly, "you will fall in love with me," and he clutches my wrist, turning me around to face him. My life is changing...has changed...forever, and I will never be alone again. No matter how hard you try to make me go, I will not give up. Each word he says is full of authority, of sheer resolve. His eyes get black as they narrow.

This was precisely like before, when he said the same thing on the way to school, and I step back in awe as I examine him, soaking in his beauty. He seems entirely different now, more dangerously attractive than cutely naïve.

He currently has a wolf-like appearance.

So how about a date, Mona? Suddenly, his passion wanes, and he smiles gorgeously once more.I finally gaze at him, admiring his male beauty and considering the social advancements I would experience if I stand at his side.

I shake my head "No," but I do have a little smile forming at the corner of my lips.

Please, Mona?I simply keep looking straight ahead, resolute in my choice. He pleads, his lips pursed in a seductive pout. He grins even brighter, coaxing me even more. Irritation and a weird, unidentified sensation flash through me. Is it... excitement?

With this guy with the blue hair around, life will undoubtedly be fascinating.


Why Do So Many Girls Adore This Blue-Haired Idiot?

We go to a wooden door that is rectangular and has an almost shattered doorknob. From the other side, there comes a faint sound of a loud voice.

I ask as I go for the knob with my supple fingers, "You ready?" He nods with assurance, the complete antithesis of my hesitant demeanour. For a little while, I ponder how he finds all this confidence in the knowledge that everything will be well. While he waits for the door to swing open, there is no uncertainty in his face. As he gets ready to greet his new classmates, charm and charisma exude from him.

He replies, "Of course," with a soft, smooth voice and lips that are enticing to the touch. I inhale deeply, causing my pupils to slightly contract, and I draw back on the knob, exposing us both to the sharks' water.

I tremble when I look into their icy, critical eyes and despise the attention I am receiving. They scan me once, taking me in, and then instantly shift their attention to the stunning, alluring guy behind me. Every student's eyes widen as they take in his magnificence, his brilliant blue hair, and bright green eyes.

Greeting the instructor, "Hello sir," Xavier bows gently. His voice is as as seductive as his appearance, making some lads swoon with jealousy and other girls sigh in amazement. He points to my form and says, "I'm Xavier, a transfer student, and Mona has been showing me around." Around the classroom, yells break out.

"You're so cute!"

How did you get such blue hair?

I ADORE YOUR EYES, man.

You've got to teach it to me, guy. Where did you acquire that accent.

Why are you allowing Mona, a loser, to show you around?

The last remark was anticipated; in fact, I had anticipated that there would be more. I gently grasp his palm and mutter, "Don't, it isn't worth it. It isn't worth it," as Xavier becomes irritated and his eyes light up and his lips opens to defend me.

Almost every lady in the class is swooning over him as I look around the room. Their transfixed looks attempt to get Xavier's attention in the hopes that he would single her out of the throng. Sidney in particular is gazing adoringly at his figure. Her two-year-old beau, Ian, just observes Xavier with interest.

Our relatively sized school's queen bee is Sidney Richards. She is the one who guides us all, with a head of platinum blonde hair that reaches all the way to her waist and an enormous mouth that continually spews forth venom and slander. She is an A-list star who can only be admired from a distance, giving the extremely popular jocks and her "girls" the benefit of the doubt. I have no idea why he puts up with her, but she always manages to keep her boyfriend, Ian. She is certainly attractive enough, with a heart-shaped face and huge blue eyes, as well as a stellar figure and a height of about 5'6. She is an angel around the teachers but a vixen around the boys, charming an average of about two per week.

There are a few snorts, and the instructor clears his throat forcefully, attempting to quiet the cries and lust-filled rants, but soon the noise goes down.

He commands, "Xavier, take a seat by Mona since she is your guide for today," and we both move towards the rear. He says, his eyes focusing on mine, "You're frowning.

I quietly reply, "I'm fine," yet I'm still startled by how everyone in the class is gazing at us.

No, you're not, he says, shaking his head. I glance at him, my sight revealing the feelings behind, "I can tell," we settle down quietly in the back of the classroom.

I attempt to brush it off, "Don't worry, I can handle it."

He protests, saying, "Mona, you don't have to."

I carefully pull my Social Studies binder out of my bag and hand it to him, saying, "I know," with a sigh in my voice. "Here is what we have been learning so far."

From her position roughly three seats away, she once again drinks in Xavier's alluring look, her expression of desire, and she sends a seductive glance his way. I can feel Sidney's interested stare as she turns in her seat.

Even Ian reels back in shock as he stares at me and says, "that girl...," Xavier sees her, taking in her seductive grin and turns away right once. Is she one of those children with special needs? Since I entered this room, she has not stopped glancing at me.

Every student's eyes shift to me as I start to giggle, but I hardly notice since I'm so engrossed in the moment. The instructor stops, his eyebrow arched as he examines my joyful body. "Anything you would want to tell all of us, Mona?", he asks menacingly.

"She isn't special needs," I whisper in Xavier's ear, my face still contorted with laughter. "No sir," I sputter, the laughter dying quickly. The students quickly turn away with the exception of two people, one glaring at me in fury and the other with an unfamiliar expression I cannot identify.

Ian, on the other hand, just watches me blankly, staring at me until I start to blush. I hurriedly look at my notebook, doodling cartoon faces and random scribbles. "Pay attention," he mouths, pointing to the board.

He looks straight ahead, focusing on the teacher, taking in everything the man says. Out of the corner of my eye, I catch his profile: long lashes frame emerald eyes, leading into a straight nose and light red lips that are twisted into a light smirk as I sneak glances at him. He turns his head, ignoring the girl's lovesick simper.My flush returns, spreading like wildfire over my cheeks as he asks sneakily while smiling sweetly at my frown.

He gently smiles, delighted by my confusion. "No, actually," I sneer, but the crimson adorning my face betrays the truth. Girls cast me angry looks, including Sidney, who had turned around to attract Xavier's attention once again. Clearly no one appreciates how close I am to this gorgeous guy.

If only they were aware of his extreme psychosis.

I roll my eyes as he is immediately buried by his new fan club, girls and boys alike, and Xavier catches my eye before he is swallowed by his admirers, mouthing, "I'll be back soon." When the bell finally rings, and we finally file out of the classroom, a throng of amazed people, most from other classes, surround him. Attend to me!"

I keep my grin to myself until he is totally underwater before forcing it to the surface and letting everyone see it.

***

By lunchtime, I am emotionally and physically worn out.

"This," Xavier says, combing a hair through his gorgeous, blue hair, "is why I haven't gone to school for the last 32 years," as he huffs behind me like a vehicle that has just ran out of gas as a result of being pursued by so many people.

I question if I heard him correctly and blink: "Thirty-two years?Even now, as we nonchalantly go down the corridor, people are gazing at him and chatting about the new senior who is blazing hot. "I whimper, my voice hardly rising above a whisper.

"Yeah. I was born on March 4, 1955, which makes me exactly 55 years old, and you can't start school until you're five. Thus, it has been almost 32 years since my previous trip. My eyes widen in shock as I take in what he says, "I only finished high school, and I didn't go to college."

He looks like a regular eighteen year old... a really gorgeous one, I must confess. "So you are fifty-five years old," I reply sarcastically.

A werewolf has no beginning and no end, he responds gently, glancing at the ground as he replies, "Not really. We are products of death, and death is what we will always be.

It is difficult for me to comprehend the meaning behind his words, so I cross my arms to hide my confusion. "What do you mean... no beginning and no end?With wonder in my voice, I enquire.

He shrugs, "I'll tell you later, it will take a little while to explain, and we don't have the time." His carelessness indicates that it is not a big deal, so I loosen up a little. Then I stiffen again as I become aware that I am warming up to him. It is as though I am constantly fighting an undeniable attraction, and the deathly feeling is taking the lead.

I won't let it succeed, however, and I won't fall in love with Xavier.

I marvel at how much of a gentleman he is, at how courteous and old-fashioned he acts as we finally approach the double doors. "Fine," I answer as he stands in front of me, swinging the door open. He fires me a gorgeous grin, holding it so I may enter the lunchroom.

He was born fifty-five years ago, oh yes.

The lunchroom has tables for four, two, and eight people, which are dispersed around the space. On one end of the room is a buffet, which matches the school's general lacklustre aesthetic, and on the other end is a stage.

I, expressionless, grab a serviette and tray, placing it on the buffet so I can get my daily helping of tasteless mush, and Xavier follows my actions, wincing in disgust as he surveys the selection of what the school likes to call 'food'.

He heaps the slushy mess onto his tray and murmurs, "This is another reason why I haven't gone to school," as I stare at the tray to escape his eyes.

Every month the orphanage sends me twenty dollars for my cafeteria account, but lunch is just one dollar, so I have to skip lunch for a few days. "I deal with it every day," I moan as I carry the tray to the cashier. Robotically, I type in my pin number and pay for the meal.

The elderly and withered cashier accepts a delicate green money from Xavier and looks at it, her eyelids twitching as she flashes him a flirtatious grin. Suddenly, her eyes brighten and she waves the bill at him. "A hundred dollar bill? Surprised, she asks.

As he dismisses her, he says, "Keep the change."

"But lunch is a dollar..." she adds incredulously, her eyes practically bursting out of her head.

I see, truly.I assumed there would be less, he says, staring at the horror spilling out onto his plate. The lunchroom erupts in laughter, all eyes on the handsome guy. The odd thing is, Xavier is fully serious while he is speaking to the cashier, and he really does intend the utmost respect.

Even I find it difficult to control my laughter.

Cheers break out, the entire student body agreeing with his words. "Come on, Mona," he demands, authority oozing from him, leading the way to a table for two in the corner of the lunchroom, unaware of the awed glances sticking to him like glue. "Take it," he says to her, rather disappointingly, "use the money to improve your food so the students will actually eat it."

I wait for him to sit down, my form awkwardly lingering by his side, as he pulls out the rusty chair, which squeaks as it obeys his command. He gestures towards the chair, and I suddenly realise that he actually wants me to sit down. Blushingly, I comply with his request, flattered that a boy would actually do that for me.

Why are people staring at us, Xavier wonders in a low voice as he shuffles to the other chair and glances at me."

I murmur back, "Because you just expressed their viewpoint.

He snorts, "I'm surprised no one else has, this is gross," as he looks at the meal in front of him.

No matter how nasty the meal is, I need to choke it down. I grab my spoon, dip it into the food, and raise it to my lips. With a forced swallow, I gulp down the morsel of food, sighing with relief as it fills my very empty stomach.

With a frown on his face, Xavier observes me eating and asks, "Why are you eating that?I shrug, even though the fact is that this is essentially all I get to eat every day; nevertheless, if I tell Xavier that, he would throw a fuss.

You have to eat it, don't you? ", he says, surveying me as he watches me devour the calamity."He gets it right, and I savour every bite, feeling the awful sensation in my stomach lessen with each bite.

After another moment of stillness, I eventually complete my meal, feeling like a pig for scarfing it down so quickly, and I nod my head while taking a sip of my milk with delicate fingers. Xavier, may I have your milk?I inquire, casting a critical glance at his unopened box.

"Sure. Exactly why not?My eyes light up as I realise that I may have enough to eat for the day, and I start in on this new piece of food, focusing on the warmth it will give in my stomach rather than the unpleasant taste it offers. " he replies, drawing humour from the fact that I actually want his food.

I even had to beg the wolfboy for food, which makes me feel disgusting.

While I am aware that I seem to be a hungry beast, the want for food outweighs all other motivations and is what is now pushing me. "Thank you," I say as I bend my head slightly.

Do those... Did the orphanage not feed you?"Mona," he commands firmly, "don't eat that," taking both trays and throwing them in the garbage. I just stare at him, unwilling to give him the answer.

The whispers around me are probably along the lines of "the loser shouldn't be sitting by that hot guy," or "let's bet to see how long it will be before he ditches her." Subconsciously, I slump a little, hoping their gazes will eventually leave me, but they linger, causing my discomfort and their jeers.

I suddenly realise that I now feel terribly lonely, more than I could have anticipated, and that two days ago, before all this stuff happened, feels almost like a distant memory. Xavier passes me and disappears through the doors, leaving me stranded on our island for two.

My mouth hits my knees as I inspect the food; steak is my favourite type of food—a delicacy that I developed a taste for in childhood—and this one looks especially delicious. After a few agonising minutes, Xavier enters the lunchroom again carrying two trays of steaming hot steak. He walks to my side, placing one tray in front of me and one in front of his seat.

I grab the silver knife next to the steak and dive in, wondering precisely how he got this delicious meal. "Thank you so much," I reply gushingly, bursting out in a grin.

With a little grin on his lips, he just glances at me while I devour the succulent steak and adds, "Don't thank me, just be happy."

I comfort him, "Oh, I am," and continue to tuck into the tantalising meal.

In a moment of weakness, I laugh with him, my voice echoing throughout the room, "Obviously the way to your heart is through food," Xavier remarks.

Then I recall that I'm not even meant to grin while Xavier is around.

I don't even know their names, and neither does the majority of the student body; they are just known as Sidney's girls, and they are only good for fake laughs and compliments, just what Sidney needs. However, I don't have time to wipe off my grin because the biggest fish in the sea is swimming our way: Sidney Richards, with two of her girls swimming behind her as backup.

With a skirt about five inches above the dress code requirements and a blouse with a few too many buttons undone, she has successfully attracted the attention of every boy in school as she struts over to us from her royal throne, flipping her blonde hair back from her face every few seconds.

I nearly giggle when I observe that even Sidney doesn't reveal their names when she finally arrives at our table and gives Xavier a grin reminiscent of the one she gave him earlier. "Hey," she attempts to make her voice smooth and lovely, "I'm Sidney, and these are two of my girls."

"You probably know my name," Xavier replies honestly, obviously indifferent, after taking another mouthful of his succulent steak and turning to face Sidney, whose visage was definitely altered.

She attempts to draw his attention to her bronzed, muscular, yet slender thighs by reaching to the end of her now mini-skirt and fingering it, but Sidney looks startled and quickly recovers, turning his attention to the ceiling before returning to his mouthwatering steak.Quickly, she offers, "away from this reject?Away in the distance, I notice three spaces still available, one for Sidney and two for her kids. I grimace at the term "reject, at the way she doesn't even look at me, as if I am worth nothing.

With the snap of her fingers, an a-list jock is quickly fired, downgraded to a b status, and now there is Ian, two other jocks, and one of her ladies sitting at the table. "There's no spots," he tries to avoid a straight response, but that doesn't stop Sidney.

There is always a place for you, she assures him, a seductive look adorning her face.

He suddenly adds, slicing back into his steak, "I decline," and Sidney simply stands there, her lips in a nicely glossed "o".

She stammers, "B-but-t, no one ever refuses!"I see a glimmer of uncertainty enter her and a drop of poor self-esteem sneaking into her veins as her sentences are forced and her cheeriness fading.

I am not no one, he responds after wiping his lips with a serviette. I am free to do whatever I choose. I don't want to sit at your table right now, either.

The whole lunchroom is gazing at us, and I feel as like we are under a spotlight and can't get out from beneath it. "So you are simply going to sit with this loser?I suddenly start to shiver as I am turned to ice by her look, and I can know that she wants me fully and thoroughly dead at that point because she finally directs a hate-filled scowl at my figure.

Xavier says, "Please, Cindy-" while he maintains a fixed gaze on her face.

She dryly corrects, "Sidney," perhaps a first for her.

I flush at his words, the scarlet rising on my somewhat pale cheeks as he talks calmly and gentlemanly, with respect now in his tone, "Sorry," he says, "It's just that Mona will be alone if I leave her to go with you, and I can't allow that."

"Mona," she murmurs to herself, as if she were trying to remember my name, then she perk up and smile once more at Xavier. "Okay then," she says, "maybe another time." With another snap of her fingers, all three of them turn and start strutting towards the royalty table, but when Xavier's head is turned, she looks back and shoots me a glance of pure loathing.

My fork rests on the last piece of steak as I finally turn to face Xavier and ask, "Are you not hungry?I consume the final piece, robotically chewing it, scarcely raising my head in response to his inquisitive question since the cold has rendered me speechless.

My hand is suddenly pushed towards Xavier's meat, and I stab a juicy piece with my fork. "Try this," he softly suggests. He draws my hand and fork towards my face, and prompts me to eat it, awakening butterflies in my stomach. I am now a giant red tomato, with cheeks as red as a fire engine.Girls all across the lunchroom look at my body with jealousy and hatred; Xavier's fan club is undoubtedly already plotting an ambush. "He asks, smiling, softly releasing my arm from his hold.

His flesh tastes a bit different, though just as tasty, and I mumble, fascinated by the way his eyes shine in the light, "Yes," realising that I am looking.

"I can't wait to introduce you to Wes," Xavier chuckles, "he will have you melting into a puddle on the floor." Then he winks at me.

"Wes? Curious, I enquire.

You'll see him at the house after school, he grins, "only the biggest flirt in the entire world."

I respond, "Oh really," not fully understanding what he is saying, but then I do.

The mansion! You've never mentioned visiting a mansion to me!"

"Mona, um? He emphasises, surprised by my lack of recollection, "I told you about it before we came to school.

My red hair waves a little as I sneer, "Oh yes, I remember... But I doubt you meant it really."

He replies solemnly, "Of course I was," and I burst out laughing, sending joyous pearls of delight ringing around the dining area.

I respond, "There is no way you are bringing me there. For all I know, Xavier may murder me in the wilderness and devour me.

However, it would seem to negate the goal of protecting me from certain death.

You want to wager?I keep my mouth shut because if I say anything, he may take me up and carry me out of the lunchroom and into the mansion right now in front of the whole school, so I gaze at the floor.

Yes, it is preferable to remain silent at this time, along with proper preparation.

I'll just go away from him.


Meeting The Pack of Players

The bell tolls, signalling the end of yet another trying day. As I exit the classroom and make my way to my locker, "Mr. Popular" himself, regrettably next to it, winks at me. I have plenty of time to gather my belongings since Xavier is being overrun by his supporters. As I gather my belongings, I watch for him to emerge from the throng and approach me. And he does so while beaming broadly. He asks, "Are you ready?"

I turn my head aside as I try to sound credible. Could I use the loo first?

He nods and fixes his scorching green gaze on me. Suddenly, I have the impression that he can see right through me to my genuine motives. I ram past him into the tumultuous mob while keeping my head down.

I go slowly along the hallways while being shoved and pushed, stopping at the loo. It is a sad excuse for a restroom with just a small hallway of stalls and two tiny sinks, but it will do for my needs.

I go to the final stall at the end of the lavatory. approximately four and a half feet above the ground, there is a tiny window that is approximately the size of a half-piece of poster board. My path out. It is evidently at a height I can't reach since it is around chin level on me. I reach ahead and carefully open it, causing the glass to swing outward. I am now prepared.

I set my rucksack down on the tile floor and start to stack my books and binders on top of one another as the contents spill out. I next opened the top zipper of the bag and inserted the tower of school materials inside. I take hold of the grips on each side and proceed to walk up the miniature mountain like I had intended to do hours before.

The two-foot-tall mound sways and is on the verge of falling over under me, but I grasp it with the window sill. As I launch myself upward, my butt strikes the ledge, and since I'm holding onto my rucksack, it swings below me. I force it to reach my present height by pulling the grips. I turn to face the outside as I repack the binders and books into my bag, my feet now hanging over the edge.

It has never been more wonderful to look at the simple vista in front of me, which has a blue sky and some dead grass. Right now, it stands for liberation. My chest pounds with joy as a weight lifts off of my shoulders. Nothing I've ever felt compares to this mood, this sense of freedom.

When I turn my gaze to the ground, the sensation goes away.

When I look down at the thirty feet that separate me from the tops of the thorny shrubs right below, I mentally hit myself in the head. I'm not going to be able to leave this place in any manner. Unless I want to break my arm and my leg, that is.

I know I should have used the back door way, but the restroom concept seemed too wild to refuse at the moment, and Xavier wouldn't become too suspicious in the process, so I let my whisper slip into the cold wind, "Looks like my perfect plan is a total failure." However, how could I have realised that a thicket of prickly plants is below and that this restroom is truly thirty feet above the ground?

As several people enter the toilet, I hear some chatting behind me. I close my eyes in the hopes that they won't see my back in the window as I clench my rucksack. Unfortunately, from where I'm standing and looking outward, I can't see anything. I start to feel afraid because I fear that they could make fun of my appearance. I move a little, putting my head out the window and just sticking my butt and back in the window. The bushes might just as well be a sea of sharks from where I was standing.

The chattering abruptly stops, and the air also freezes as a result of the sudden cessation of noise. My body tenses, and I immediately have trouble breathing.

There are steps, ones that, to my reluctance, become louder and louder. I can feel the dread lurking behind each little movement, and I know they are moving in my direction. When they finally cease, there is stillness. silent danger. Even my breath appears to halt when I experience worry.

The figure comes close to my ear, hundreds of light, impossibly thin fingers brushing against my back. The threat-filled, hot breath of the individual fades on the back of my neck. Another excruciating silence follows, with the anticipation consuming me completely, before a sound that sends shivers down my spine.

A voice says, "He is mine," with malice. My back is suddenly struck by two gentle, oddly powerful hands, and the neatly groomed nails rip into my flesh. I am propelled forward by the power and begin to soar.

But only briefly until gravity takes its course.

My rucksack acts as a weight to draw me down even more quickly as the air rushes by me. I let go of it, desperately hoping that it may somehow slow me down, but my fall is unabated. My view of the deadly shrubs is simply exciting as I am tumbling over face-down. With its previous two visits, death has become a familiar presence in my vision. It now hovers over me once again. I find it amazing that Death has already visited me three times while the typical adolescent doesn't even recognise his face. I close my eyes as the earth rushes to meet me.

Just before the first stinging leaf marries my face, powerful, sinewy arms wrap around my shape. He embraces my now scorching-hot flesh as he cradles me in his exquisite arms, which must unquestionably belong to a man. Every time he touches me, I feel electric shocks, a weird, enticing sensation burning through my veins.

I scowl as I look into my Savior's face. I have a sneaking suspicion that the enigmatic guy is Xavier even before I look.

He says, almost accusingly, "Why would you do something stupid like fall out of the bathroom window?" He comes out and sets me down far from the thorns. Thorns protrude into his leg, and pulsating streaks of crimson blood can be seen from his knee down.  He seems unaware of the destruction of his stunning calves and carries on with his "why are you so stupid" rant. I thought you were in the toilet, and don't they generally keep those windows shut? How could you fall out of a closed window-" "I had to race from the front of the school to you in three seconds flat, and escape a bunch of obnoxious females along the way," he grouses.

I reply, without vigour or menacing tone, "I was trying to get away, Wolf boy. Get it right." A close call with death drains you of a lot of energy.

Xavier glances at me with wide eyes. and breaks out in hysteric laughter. I've come to the conclusion that attempting to flee makes me seem much more foolish than if I had just fallen out of the window. You can't get away from me, he says, his voice like melted butter as it leaves his lips.

My veins are throbbing with rage, sparks flashing. Who is HE to say that I am unable to flee? Although he undoubtedly has a point,

He hands me a little ring with an emerald on top and adds, "Oh and Mona, take this." It glitters in the light and is just as lovely as Xavier's eyes. I hesitantly slide it on my finger.

"Is this a ring for an engagement?"I enquire with suspicion. He makes a head motion.

He definitely adds, "If it was, I would propose," which makes me feel foolish one again. I am enraged as I consider the many days I would have to put up with this monster, one who believes he is everything.

All hope is lost, however, as I look at the blood flowing towards his foot. The thorns' irritation on the skin is becoming worse. I acknowledge it was extremely kind and brave of Xavier to rescue me, and I owe him at least this much care. "Xavier," I tell him, crouching down to check the wound more closely, "we have to get you a bandage!"

His carefree attitude is absolutely contrary from what it should be, showing me once again that he is not normal. Xavier shrugs, "I'll get it fixed at the mansion. It can wait."

I open my rucksack and grab a few napkins out of a pocket, firmly saying, "No," "It can't." I sweep it over the blood to remove the majority of it so I can see better. His skin is covered with large thorns that would make me cry. I slowly remove each one with my fingertips while attempting to block out the passion that is coursing through me. I am showing the overly affectionate werewolf my fragility.

As I remove the last thorn, Xavier grinned and offered to lend a hand to help me up. He mumbles, "Thanks, Mona," as though my little gesture meant a lot to him. Xavier being who he is, it probably does.

I stare at his red-stained ankles and ask, "What about the blood?" He makes a head motion.

In a confident tone, he tells me, "Don't worry about it; it will recover shortly. I smirk before turning to face the window. I can't see the face since the inside is dark, but I know the figure is still there and is keeping an eye on both of us. I'm not sure, but it seemed to be a girl. I just know that the individual, regardless of gender, wants me dead. The cold never stop stabbing at me with dreadful vigour.

Xavier shifts his attention to the woodland just beyond the meadow behind us. He says in a firm voice, "It's this way. His arms are outstretched as he turns back to face me. "Come here," he commands. His intimidating gaze demand submission. I comply with him despite not understanding why. Once again, he enfolds me in his arms and, curiously, his warmth soothes me. Xavier clenches his teeth in quiet before starting to run. His legs go into the huge underbrush at a blindingly quick pace; I have no idea where they are going. But right now, I couldn't care less. The least of my problems is Xavier.

The voice is still audible in my thoughts, filling me with anxiety. "I own him,"

***

I stare in astonishment at the panorama surrounding me, a jumble of green, blue, and brown. The rapid shift in everything is very weird. It is an amalgam of the senses, making it impossible to perceive. Xavier, who is always encircling my shape in his enormous arms, is the sole constant.

I rock in his arms, feeling like a baby in a cradle, and I'm amazed at how well I appear to fit there. I am grateful for my little stature once again. His hands transfer heat to my skin continuously, combining warmth and desire. He finds it difficult to hold me like this since the temptation is great, as I can sense. for both of us.

I study Xavier's strong features and the way the wind catches the strands of his blue hair. All the colours shine in each strand, giving it the appearance of the rainbow when the light strikes it just so. The most beautiful hair I have ever seen in my life, in my opinion.

His eyes are also amazing. The only really abnormal aspects about him are likewise those. They are simply so astoundingly intelligent that it is difficult to believe they are human. Naturally, they don't.

He gives my fringe and heavy glasses-covered, raggedy face a glance. Even though his measuring stare is filled with unimaginable tenderness, I feel uncomfortable in it. I'm not sure why he loves me so much, but I can't help but be moved by his zeal.

As soon as Xavier comes to a soft stop, the jarring air that was hitting us both ceases. My surroundings become more distinct, and my attention returns. I almost spring out of his arms in utter wonder as I ask, "What is this place?!" An incredible natural achievement is in front of me.

A massive estate with turrets and a moat that genuinely resembles a castle is in front of me. The house sits in a clearing in the middle of the forest, with trees around it. It resembles a haunted house since it is fierce and intimidating. The entrance door is very huge, shuttered, and almost certainly locked. The walls of the mansion are surrounded by a number of those thorny shrubs, most likely to deter me from doing what I did today.

I look around in astonishment, seeing the turrets that most likely contain a large number of arrows, weapons, and explosives. "Who are you werewolves defending yourselves from?" I inquire.

Xavier lowers his head and speaks softly. He tells me, "You just don't worry about it, Mona. You don't need to get involved in this," but that's all it takes to make me angry. But after a little period of huffing and puffing, I control my ferocity.

We set off on foot towards the moat, crossing it on a sturdy wooden bridge. I wonder, "Why do you have a bridge and not a wall?" In that regard, all of the castles I've read about in fiction are comparable.

A sly voice responds for Xavier, alerting me to the presence of another guy, "Because we don't need one,"

The same dazzling emerald eyes that terrify me but always manage to lure me are there in this attractive guy as well. He is Chinese, has black hair, and a little larger face than Xavier, in contrast. Additionally, he is taller, tanned, and slimmer. This dude has excellent muscles for a man his stature but is almost like a stick. He is dressed in torn pants that nearly exactly match Xavier's fit and a shredded t-shirt. Overall, another strikingly attractive guy with a very different sort of attraction.

He says it again, teasingly, "You have to remember, we are werewolves, so we can do stuff like this." In one swift motion, he snatches the bridge and flips it upward, lifting us both into the air. Again, all I can see is blurriness, and my body is raging. He flips me into the air, how dare he? By my side, Xavier is giving the smiling guy a suspicious glance. I encircle my knees with my arms as I anticipate the thud.

For the second time today, I land in a set of arms, but this time they are distinct. These hands are gentle and nearly resemble those of a girl; they are slim and often elegant. They are quite powerful, however, as shown by the fact that he was able to flip both of us into the air using a massive wooden bridge. In stark contrast to Xavier's adoration, his expression is delighted and mocking as he stares down on me.

That changes, however, as his nose perked up. His voice is seductively silky and sweet, asking, "What is that delicious aroma?" Xavier approaches him from behind, unaffected by the stranger's prank.

He points to me and says, "It's her." The guy bends his head towards mine and I tremble. He inhales and lets out a long sigh.

I start to tremble as I realise that he practically views me as food, not an actual person, "I haven't had a morsel like this in ages!" he cries dreamily, "she smells absolutely delectable."

After encircling my body with his arms, Xavier jerks me away from him. He yells, "Don't touch her, Yi, she's my mate.

While whistling loudly, he looks at me. He practically sings, "Xavier, this doesn't exactly seem like your type of girl. I thought you were going to mate with someone maybe more model-like... and she is a human. Ray is going to be furious," as if he is truly delighted that Xavier would inflame this person's rage.
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