
Aria looks at me incredulously for a moment, then shouts, “You’re a WHAT?!” 

“Jesus, Ari, don’t wake up the whole street. Let me explain.”  

Aria sits up and crosses her arms over her chest. “Is this some kind of joke? Are you 
playing around? Why did you really leave?” 

I reach out to calm her, uncrossing her arms and lacing my fingers through hers with 
difficulty, because she’s Ari, so she’s being stubborn. “I’m not joking. The night I saw Joey 
and Emily together, I was upset, not because I was jealous, but because I felt left out and 
alone. I went on a trail run in the woods and was attacked by wolves. One of them bit me.” 

“If you were attacked by wolves, why don’t you have any scars?” Aria asks, which is 
surprisingly logical. If my boyfriend had just told me he was a mythical creature formerly 
seen only in Twilight and Harry Potter, I’d just be sitting with my mouth open, freaking out, 
not asking for evidence. But again, this is Ari. She might be freaking out, but she’s still 
logical. She still wants proof. And this is one of the many reasons why I love her.   

“Good question,” I say, not able to contain the slight smile on my lips. “One of them 
bit me on the neck, so I have small puncture marks there." I lean forward, my neck sticking 
out, giving her the opportunity, if she so chooses, to look closely and see the small marks 
that look very much like they were made by teeth. 

“But when they bit me, they infected me with a virus that caused me to turn into a 
werewolf. Werewolves heal much faster than humans, often so fast that they don’t have 
any scars. But because I was still human when I was bitten, I have these.” 

Aria nods, still looking freaked out but also like she does in fact believe me. Which is 
good. It makes this a lot easier. “Oh…kay. You were bitten. And then what happened?”  

“I fainted in the forest, and when I woke up, I was in agony. I’d half-shifted—shifting 
is what we call it when we transform into a wolf—and I felt pain in every single muscle of 
my body. I pretty much just laid in the woods, moaning in pain all day, and then managed to 
shift back into a human the next morning. By then, I’d figured out I wasn’t normal anymore, 
but I didn’t know much beyond that. I was afraid and nervous and not thinking rationally, so 
I ran home, grabbed my stuff, officially dropped out of college, went to the café to tell Tony 
I quit, and then skipped town.” 

“But… why didn’t you say goodbye to me?” she asks, eyes shining, and I hate myself, 
because it’s a good question, and one I can’t really answer. I can’t tell her I was too afraid to 
say goodbye to her and her family, afraid if I saw them, that desire to devour her, Joey and 
her parents would have come back again, and I wouldn’t be able to resist it. After all, there 
will be plenty of time to explain the finer aspects of a werewolf’s natural diet.  

“I couldn’t, Ari. I couldn’t say goodbye without explaining why I was leaving, and I 
didn’t know how to tell you what was happening to me, because even I didn’t fully 
understand it. All I knew was that I wasn’t myself, and I didn’t know if I ever would be 
again.” 

“So you left because you became a wolf,” Aria says slowly, like she’s trying to 
convince herself of the truth. 



“Correct.” 

“And you’re still a wolf now.” 

“Well, I mean, I’m in my human form at this very moment, but yes, I will always be a 
werewolf.” 

“Okay. I just…I just need a few minutes. Okay?” Aria gets up and walks back into the 
bathroom. I hear running water, so I assume she’s either washing her face or, perhaps, using 
the water as a ploy so she can climb out the window, run away from me and never return. 
She’s on the second floor and there’s a fire escape, so it’s entirely possible she’s already on 
her bike, riding hell for leather to Joey and Emily’s to tell them I’m insane.  

But then, a few minutes later, the water shuts off and Aria opens the bathroom 
door. Her eyes are still wide and teary, but her posture is softer, her shoulders less tense, so 
that’s an improvement. She comes back to bed and sits down next to me on the edge of the 
comforter. 

“So… so…” As she stutters, her eyes avoid mine. It takes a full minute before she 
exhales a frustrated breath and finally glances at me. "I believe you. I believe that you’re a 
wolf. That story is way too elaborate to make up, and those teeth marks look real and 
painful. But if you’re a werewolf, and I’m a human, how does it work?” 

“How does what work?” I ask. 

“Dating. Can you date a human? Is it okay that we just had sex? We’re not going to 
create some weird interspecies baby that gestates at an accelerated rate like in Twilight? 
Because I am not up for that. I do not want to drink blood. It goes against my vegetarian 
principles.” 

I laugh a little at the Twilight reference, because of course Aria would go straight to 
books to make sense of this. “Thankfully, real life is not Twilight. We can date and have sex 
with no risk of having an interspecies baby if we use protection.” 

She nods and smiles, a faint laugh escaping her lips. “Thank God. Pregnancy sounds 
hard enough without blood cravings.” 

The mood feels a lot lighter after that, and Aria and I spend the next half hour 
chatting about my evolution as a wolf. I tell her about Remus Europa, the friends I’ve made 
there, including Alex and Anaïs. I try to keep the details brief because I don’t want to 
overwhelm her, but she keeps asking questions like she’s generally interested. 

“Thank you,” Aria says later, when we’re snuggled in bed, her back against my front, 
my arms around her and our legs intertwined. The lights are off and the moon is shining 
through Aria’s curtains, casting us both in an ethereal glow. 

“For what?” I ask, confused. 

“For solving the mystery. For ten years I thought you’d left without saying goodbye 
because I wasn’t that important to you, because you didn’t love me nearly as much as I 



loved you. It’s been a weight on my shoulders all these years, wondering what I did wrong, 
why I wasn’t important.” 

My heart breaks when she says that, because it was the exact opposite. I left 
because I loved her, because she was the most important thing in the world, and I would 
have killed myself if I hurt her. Except I hurt her anyway. I might not have bitten her or 
maimed her, but I broke her heart, and that pain is almost as bad. I should know. I’ve been 
dealing with it for the last decade, too.  

I turn her onto her back so I can look into her eyes when I say, “You were and are the 
most important person in the world to me, Ari. I love you so much it’s hard to even quantify, 
and I’m so sorry I hurt you. I was young and dumb and I didn’t know what else to do, but if I 
could go back and save us both the heartbreak, I would. I’m sorry I left. I’m sorry I didn’t say 
goodbye. Fuck…” I trail off because my throat has gone thick and the words won't come out 
without a really embarrassing voice crack. I take a deep breath and continue. “I’m just really 
sorry.” 

Aria reaches up and cups my cheek in her palm, looking deep into my eyes as she 
says, “I forgive you. I love you. Just, don’t leave again, okay?” 

 


