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Growing up werewolf. You think you’d get used to it at some point in your life. Take me for example.
I was adopted at four weeks of age by Dolph Sommers, Pack Alpha for the Breukelen werewolf pack in Brooklyn, New York.
He made no illusions about hiding what I was from me. How could he? After all I was growing up in a completely werewolf orientated household.
Doesn’t mean I’ve gotten used to what it means to be a werewolf even when I’m surrounded by them.
He fathered two other alpha werewolves. The eldest, a boy named Aksel and the second oldest a girl named Bodil. Then there was Markus, a beta werewolf. I was adopted six months after Markus’s birth and the death of his mother.
There’s something more to their mother’s death than is generally implied. But I can’t figure it out without asking questions, questions that would hurt my family.
A couple of years after the passing of their mother, Dolph met Annabeth, a beta werewolf. She gave birth to another beta werewolf, Joss. He is the puppy of the family.
The Sommers family name is like a Police, Sheriff and Marshall’s badge, all rolled into one. Bullies think twice about picking on me in school. It didn’t always stop them but it sure made them hesitate.
It also gets my sister into a lot of trouble on my behalf, sticking up for me. She likes to fight. Aksel says she’s temperamental.
So I’ve always grown up knowing what I was, but never really understood what I would become. What it means exactly to be a werewolf? What is it to be adopted into the Pack, not born into it?
Does anyone ever know themself? I mean isn’t that the point to life? To figure all that out?
You see I was born a werewolf like my siblings. But just like any other natural born werewolf, the genes don’t fully kick in until puberty.
My parents have been bracing themselves for this to happen to me since I was twelve. I’m fourteen now and I haven’t had a shape shift or any slight werewolf like thing happen to me yet. Maybe I’m a late bloomer?
But this weekend the family is off to do what we have been doing for quite some time now - we’re going country. It’s a well-known werewolf habit. Most pack families do it with young pups.
It’s a way to help us condition ourselves to the experience of becoming a werewolf. I’m told it’s a lot better to do your first shape shift in the county than in the city where we live. Cities freak animals out.
Werewolves apparently aren’t all that different to this. Except when a werewolf freaks out it tends to lead to people running away screaming and some bloodshed, which is not good.
Especially for a first time. Try explaining that to the local authorities!
“Well I’m sorry officer, but you see I was shape shifting for the first time in my life. Yes ever and oh, did I not mention I’m a werewolf? Yes officer I am. You see once a month I have to go furry under the light of the full moon. No officer it’s no myth, we do actually exist and live amongst you humans every day.”
Our country trips happen once a month, every lunar week, since none of us kids are really able to be left alone, to cope with the whole shape shift thing yet.
Well Aksel is slowly trying his hardest to get out of each trip. He’s nineteen and seems more interested in the female species than family togetherness.
I think Aksel works along the lines of “if I got through it so will you.” But father has managed to rein him in each time so far.
I groan and look at myself in the mirror again. I still look the same as I have every other year. Shoulder length black hair, caramel brown eyes, full lips.
I don’t know what I was expecting. Other than some sort of, well, advanced warning system to indicate this might be the time I shape shift.
I have asked my sister Bodil about it before. She told me she knew when it was going to kick in. I asked her how and she said something about feeling everything – more. Like having super hearing, exceptional night vision, and heightened sense of smell.
Plus she seemed to hang around her male friends more. She seemed more flirtatious with them, but she didn’t tell me that. That was just my own observations of what I can remember from that time.
I’m only three years younger than her and three months less than Markus who already shape shifted last month.
Markus told me I’d do fine and get through it. We all would, because that’s how werewolves are built - the toughest biology of all.
That kind of freaked me out a bit. I mean, I know Markus means well and all but he seemed like he wasn’t telling me something. Like how it really will be. The thing is I’m not allowed to watch anyone shape shift either.
My father tells me that a lot of werewolves, especially those new to shape shifting, consider it a rather private moment. I guess I could understand that.
Except I’ve seen my father shape shift before. It’s fast and smooth. It always seems like - blink and I’ve missed something in the magic trick. Watching him made me wonder what the big fuss over it really is.
But then I remember Markus’s words and Bodil’s coyness over explaining it more fully to me. And I think there’s something I’m not getting about this. But I take in everything everyone says to me about it.
I mean, it’s not like me and my friends don’t chat and swap horror stories over what we’ve all been told or you know, not told as the case may be.
But I will. Eventually right? I mean, I’m a werewolf, I have the genes, it’s just a matter of time before I shape shift.
The girl in the mirror is not giving anything away on when this will happen. My body is pretty flat.
My girlfriends already have the whole bra thing underway. I sigh and shake my head. I pull my underwear back on and dress quickly.- t-shirt and jean shorts.
“Markus!” I yell down the dark hallway. “Markus? Did you take my sleeping bag?” I wait for a response.
Thundering footsteps and my brother appears running down the corridor towards me. Markus has brown hair and blue eyes, a combination of his mother and our father. We’re the same height, but he is bulking up now, becoming muscular.
I wonder if this is because of his change. I wonder if this will happen to me too. Maybe I will get boobs.
“Did you take my sleeping bag?” I ask crossing my arms.
“Aw come on, that is not your sleeping bag, it’s just the best one we have.” He says smiling at me. Markus has this whole “charming” smile thing he throws on you when he wants to get away with stuff. Wide and warm and girls seem to like it. A lot.
“Which means it’s mine.” I said glaring at him. Every single trip we do this. I lay dibs on the same sleeping bag each time. Hell, our father even wrote my name on the bag cover in black marker to stop this from happening. “My name is on it.”
Markus looks away. There really is no answer to that. He lets out a huff and walks off towards his room.
He’s older than me, he’s stronger than me. So he outranks me, he could try and pull that seniority crap on me and I’d probably give in to it.
Probably. Maybe. Maybe not. He may have a great smile, but I can sulk like nobody else.
“I don’t see why you can’t share Cadey.” Cadey short for Cadence. Nobody calls me Cadence anymore. The puppy whine of his voice, the use of my family name, I know he is trying to make me feel guilty.
He reaches into the doorway of his room and produces the red sleeping bag and throws it down the corridor towards me. It lands a foot short of my bedroom.
Sighing I walk out and get it as Markus disappears once again. I pick up my sleeping bag and wander back into my room, putting it with the rest of my stuff for the trip.
Chapter Two:
My parents make us take our country trip every month for the full lunar week. Even the two days after full moon. But my father doesn’t usually join us until full moon. As Breukelen Pack Leader he is a very busy man.
There are five werewolf packs in New York City. The Breukelen inhabit the borough of Brooklyn. There is also the Manhattan Maen who have Manhattan, the Braganza who are in Queens, the Neiwe Tëme in New Jersey and the Bronx Brown Wolves, in you guessed it, the Bronx.
Werewolf packs of today are far more civilized than the werewolf packs of old. There are still rules to be observed, not that they always are. This is why having a strong pack leader comes in handy.
My father has been pack leader of the Breukelen werewolf pack since before I was born. He’s a great pack leader.
But this kind of thing, reigning in five kids and their highly adjustable teenage moods, is something Annabeth does exceptionally well. She knows exactly what to do with each of us, how to treat us each differently. She’s way smart like that.
I think that’s why father put her in charge of our regular holiday outings - because she is the calm in the centre of the chaos of the Sommers household. Annabeth just breezes along with it making everything she needs to happen, work for her.
“Bg, are you about ready?” She asks me, sticking her head into my bedroom. “The Holloway’s are going to be here soon to pick you up.” Bg as I’m affectionately known, It’s short for Breukelen Girl. I’m a girl, you know, not yet a real werewolf.
“Yeah, I put my stuff by the front door. I’m good to go.” I say, grabbing an army green duffel bag and shoving some more clothes into it quickly.
I’m going up to our regular holiday spot with family friends and their kids. My mother and father will shuttle the rest of the Sommers clan up there later.
Chapter Three:
Our lunar week trips are done with a few Breukelen pack families. So there are usually more kids than parents at these things. This means we all go our separate ways. Well as much as we’re allowed to.
When we arrive at the camping grounds, the parents set up the trailers and tents and get everything the way they want home ground to look like.
The kids are roped in to help set up their own families area. The family’s camp close together such is the nature of pack.
I have learned that most werewolves inherently have a need to be around other werewolves. Pack werewolves are raised on a sense of community.
Once this has happened then it’s the kids turn to go off and stake out their territories. Inevitably the older kids take over and dominate the younger ones, taking the best bit of camp ground and surrounding forest for themselves.
The kids are split into two groups. Teenagers like my brother and sister’s age and above. Then there are the younger kids, the “pups” like Markus and me.
Only this time, Markus gets to hang with my older siblings at their camp fire. Once you’ve shape shifted and if you’re considered cool enough, you can do that..
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