
        
            
                
            
        

    
Griffin am I

Ever since ‘that day’ I’ve wanted to write a book about my life. Up until lately I thought that it was a pointless and dangerous thing to do. The events happening in my life were pretty cool… then they got exciting, but then they became absolutely amazing!

This chapter you’re reading is just a short prologue for my book. The real story starts in the next chapter, but you have to know a few things about me. Yes, me. Me, myself, and I.

So I will begin by explaining my life by introducing myself to you. My name is Olivia Linn Davis. No, I look normal, seem normal, and sometimes act normal, but I have a ‘not-normal’ existence. 

Back when I was nine years old, I started getting more energetic. Most nine year old children are pretty fast and show much vitality anyway. Usually, my classmates chose to play games during recess. I was beyond that. I literally ran around the playground as if a whole pack of wolves were after me. There was so much energy inside me that wanted, and needed, to be released after being cooped inside a small classroom. The other kids could keep up with me, but I had way more stamina than any of those elementary kids.

My parent and teacher assumed I was going through a small growth spurt. So they let me run. Each day I had more energy than the one before. In my neighborhood I soon became known as ‘the girl that constantly runs around the place for no apparent reason’.

At night I would lie in bed wide awake wondering when I would fall asleep. I was always the champion at every sleepover. The other nine year old girls would be asleep by twelve, but I would be up watching TV or play on their IPad until it was three thirty the next morning.

My parents started to worry that I wasn’t getting enough sleep. The doctor told them that if I was still able to run around as often as I did then I was perfectly healthy.

The day came when I really changed. Of course, I could still run like a rabbit. Not a rabbit though. More like… a creature with wings, talons, a beak, and a lion body.

Okay. I sort of woke up one morning as a mythical creature. Both very cool and very scary. You can imagine my reaction when I woke up in a weird body that wasn’t mine.

Eventually, I figured out how to turn back into a human. Then I learned out that could morph back to a griffin whenever I pleased. 

After that day, I often hung out around the house in my feather pelt. 

Ever since then I have never returned to the doctor. Actually, I’ve never even seen a doctor since I was nine. My parents are now extremely suspicious of doctors since they believe they might accidentally figure out what I am. My parents have tight rules on when and where I use my ‘abilities’. You can easily guess what they are so I won’t repeat them to you, because my parents have told me these restrictions a thousand times. I’ve heard them enough.

I was nine when I became a griffin. That was seven years ago. I’m sixteen now, and glad I’m that I am. 

The non-mythical part of my life is school. I have friends, best friends, a few haters, and one crush. 

My three best friends are Cellcy, Wonona, and Roxanne. Then I have average everyday friends that I usually just joke around with. I’m not going to talk about my haters. No one should let the haters bother them. It’s a waste of precious time.

Then there’s that guy I like. Yeah, the only boy who seems to not act stupid, immature, or arrogant. He’s good looking, but not hot. Also has good manners too. This guy has muscle, but isn’t ripped. 

His name is Diesel. I’ve had a secret crush on him since the first day of my freshman year of highschool. 

I talk to him rarely. I’m too shy to say a word to his face.

Anyway, who cares about that. I’m not Cyrano de Bergerac. 

By the way, I have long jet black hair, caramel brown eyes, and a thin face. Not too exciting by the way. Like I said earlier, I basically look average.

Now! It is time to begin my action-packed tale. Since I finally decided to record my story I will begin with what has currently been happening then I’ll just write as things begin to take place. Nothing exciting at first, but I can tell it’s about to get really interesting.

This is my life as a teenage griffin. 😊


Inferno

I dart around the corner of my house. A light breeze ruffles my brown and rusty colored feathers. A moonless sky currently yawns overhead. These are the best nights to prowl through the neighborhood like a dark antagonist ready to strike.

That’s not what I’m actually doing though. I’m not an antagonist, the bad guy. I’m the protagonist, the good guy, here.

I’m always happy. I could never imagine myself being anything more than slightly sad. Being a dangerous night creature isn’t a reputation I wish to live up to, even if no one knows I exist. 

I’d rather pretend to be a superhero who roams the town at night in order to properly bring justice to those who deserve it. Or maybe I just secretly want to be Batman. 

Every single night I go outside, and basically frolic all over the place as if I was a feathered unicorn. It’s the only thing a girl like me can do when she requires only three hours of sleep each night. 

I quickly glance at the dark glittering lake behind my house. Lake Jah is as calm as ever.

Quickly, I start toward the road and then I gallop across the warm asphalt. Three seconds later I’m in my neighbor’s back yard. Then I effortlessly reach the woods, my refuge. 

It’s sometime around midnight. The distant branches overhead sway back and forth in the near silent breeze. Scents and distant sounds are magnified by my ‘special abilities’. A damp forest floor lies beneath my two front eagle feet. My hind lion paws press firmly into the soil. 

I’m good at running in my human form, but I’m not as graceful when I’m decked out in fur and feathers. Something about these two bird feet cause me to easily trip and stumble. 

There’s one square mile of woods here in the town. The rest is surrounded by the residential houses that border Lake Jah. The woods seem to except me better than the neatly cut backyards and hard curbsides. 

Usually, at night, I just explore the woods or forest surrounding my hometown. Even though I know where every single log and boulder is located, I still enjoy the outdoors much better than sitting in my living room watching late night reruns. 

I have wings, but I don’t fly. My parents think it’s dangerous, and I have my own personal reasons not to. Even at night someone might see me prowling or flying. My parents are really strict on where, when, and how I do things in my griffin form.

The trees pass by me as I skip through the woods. I quickly slide to a halt as the recognizable scent of smoke fills my two nostrils. My beak clamps shut as I inhale more of the tangy smell. It’s coming from the north. That’s where most of Lake Jah’s residents live. Smoke shouldn’t be coming from that direction in the first place. 

I move my legs as fast as I possibly can. The scent grows stronger, and I start to see an orange light glowing off the clouds. 

No one burns leaves at midnight. Neither does that smoke look grey like a normal smoke cloud.

I burst into the floral backyard of someone’s home. Two houses down from where I stand is a house lit up in an inferno of flames. Local neighbors are running onto the streets while desperately calling the fire department on their cellphones. 

My feathery ears swivel toward the house as a faint noise makes itself known over the deafening roaring of the fire. I find myself sprinting toward the house without realizing it. The sound repeats itself, but I stop fearfully when the bright orange firelight washes over me. Intense heat waves blow out past me. I step back fearfully.

The searing heat, the wild licking flames, the roar, the smoke, and all that is happening lessen my bravery. 

The noise, which I now know is screaming, comes once again. There’s obviously someone trapped inside there. 

Am I the only one aware of this?

My heart beats against my ribs as I make myself sprint to the back door of the house. I push against the hot door, but it doesn’t budge. It’s either locked or its blocked by something. 

I take a few steps back and then I throw my shoulder into the stubborn door. The pain in my right shoulder is ignored as the wooden door falls inward. A wall of hungry flames meets me singeing parts of my feathers and fur. I duck down and hug the warm floor.

I immediately begin shifting back into a human. My blue jeans and t-shirt appear as my feathers and fur are absorbed back into my skin. The heat is so much worse since my skin has little to no protection.

The scream comes once again. I follow the source while ducking fallen beams. Smoke chokes me and fire glows all around. It is so bright and hot that I can’t tell what is and what is not on fire. 

I stumble into what looks to be a bathroom. A six year old boy is crouched in the bath tub. Tears stream down his terrified face.

I’m now suffocating in the smoke. My knees bend so that I can find fresher air near the floor. 

Without a further word or thought I grab the boy and turn. He clings to me tightly as I wrap my arms around him. I realize then that he’s soaking wet. He must have turned on the shower thinking that he wouldn’t be burned. 

The walls are covered in black and the bright flames eat away the loving memories made here in this home. I’m terrified and every step causes me to burn my elbows or knees. I cough and attempt to inhale, but smoke fills my lungs. My feet trip and stumble on the burning objects scattered on the floors. I hold back a tortured cry of pain as tears roll down my dirty face. The lack of fresh air causes my vision to blur. My lungs tighten and constrict as they gasp for nutrient air. 

I keep fighting. To save this young boy and find life giving oxygen.

Somehow, I am able to find what was once the front door. I stumble through the blackened doorway and down the steps with the boy held strongly in my firm grasp. 

I cough even more and inhale the cherished oxygen. My lungs burn as if I’ve breathed in pure acid. Someone takes the boy from my arms. I hear people yelling and a even a few distant cheers, but a haze covers my thoughts and senses. I’m mainly just glad the kid is alive. All I want to do now is breath deeply and fight the horrible pain from the burns covering my body. 

My second thought is: They’ll immediately take me to the hospital for a check-up. I can’t go there or my secret will be discovered. The doctors will find out what I am!

Someone pulls me to my feet. I barely open my burning eyes to see a young man asking me if I was okay. Obviously, he can’t see the burned places on my arms and legs. 

I nod. He then tries helping me walk to an ambulance. I immediately pull away from his grasp and run past the still burning house. Someone yells at me to stop, but I continue toward the dark woods. My legs stretch outward as I urge myself to continue fleeing. Fear fuels me. I keep running until I no longer hear the commotion caused by the sirens.

I turn back into a griffin so the fierce burns can begin to heal. The feathers and fur prickle along my skin as my hands and feet form into their usual shape. A lion tail starts to extend from my lower spine. A beak replaces my mouth and my ears turn into feathery tuffs. Lastly, my magnificent wings grow from my back. Their normal brown rusty color is blotted away by black soot. The strong smell of smoke clings to the inside of my nose and throat.

I cough more as I try swallowing with my parched throat. The harsh taste of smoke is literally inside my mouth and lungs. 

I bend my head and try to slow my intense heartbeat. The adrenaline slowly starts to drain from my system. Focused on calming, I don’t realize my location or my surroundings.

“I saw you.”

My heads jerks up to look at the person who has said the words. It takes me a second to figure out what I’m looking at though. My still burning eyes slowly focus on the… Wait. It’s not human.

The odd creature before me is a black horse with a three foot long spiral horn attached to its forehead. There’s also a pair of equally dark wings mounted upon its muscular shoulders. A black mane and tail are also easily noticeable.

The number one freakish thing about this unicorn/pegasus creature is that it has fangs. Not sabertooth tiger length, but they still poke out from under his lips.

And yes. By the sound of the creature’s voice, I can tell that it isa he. 

“You saw me?”, I ask him unsteadily.

He nods his dark horsey head, “Yes.”

I can’t help but smirk.

“I’m still confused. You saw me turn to a human?”, I continue slowly as I gaze at him closer.

He turns his head to tell me, “No, I only saw you beat down the door to that house when you were in this form… What are you?”

I’m silently happy that he hadn’t seen me in my human form, but I don’t know why this is so. 

“Griffin.”, I answer him quickly.

This is a really weird conversation! 

I keep the conversation going, “What are you and who are you?”

He stamps his hoof in frustration, “I don’t know what I am, and I’d rather not tell you my name..”

And just like that, the unicorn/pegasus turns and runs. He’s gone in a flash. Only the quiet woods remain where he stood just a few feet away from me moments ago.

The encounter with this other person, who is somehow like me, has left me shocked, confused, and most of all, curious.

Wow, there’s someone else out there like me! How is this possible?

______________________

“You smell like smoke,” My mom announces with an edge of suspicion rising in her voice.

Earlier this morning, I took a shower before my parents woke up, but I guess it wasn’t enough to remove the recognizable smell of smoke.

I sigh as I explain coolly, “Well, I was out last night. You know, just doing stuff in the woods. So I’m going along my merry way peacefully when I smelled smoke. Then there was this house on fire, and I saved this kid.”

“What?!” My mom, dad, and sister say in unison.

My sister’s nine and her name’s Felicity. She loves swimming and outdoor activities. We don’t know if she’ll end up like me or not. She was three years old when I changed to a griffin. Do you know how hard it is to teach a preschooler how to not tell everyone about their half-mythical sister? Yeah, it’s not easy, but the upside is that everyone thought that it was just a cute game I played with her.

Anyway, the house fire is the event that got me to begin writing this book. Throughout the book I’ll tell you more about my friends and I. From here on, I’ll be talking to you from first person.

But right now I must first explain to my parents what happened last night. Then I’ll go to school, and rejoin the ‘normal’ part of my life.


School

“What is that?”

“Seriously. What is that?”

I set my science project down on the table in front of my two friends. My project: a paper mâché volcano covered in brown and green paint. Tuffs of fake bushes border the bottom of the volcano making it more detailed.

I look down at my ‘work of art’ and say slowly, “This took me three hours to do. It doesn’t look half that bad.”

Wonona, the more blunt friend, stands and says happily, “Don’t worry. It won’t matter how bad it looks once it’s covered in elephant toothpaste.” 

Chemistry is the class where we pour hydrogen peroxide in a tube and throw some sort of chemical in it. Usually, our labs never work. Either there isn’t a chemical reaction or the blue acid doesn’t turn black. 

You would think that since I go to a private school the labs would be fantastic. They’re great, but they sometimes have a mind of their own. Hopefully, the chemicals will work today.

Cellcy, my blond haired friend, asks us, “I heard on the news this morning that there was a house on fire. It wasn’t far from where you live, Olivia.”

I nod my head as a I recall the memory of passing that house on the way to school, “Yeah, I was in a hurry this morning, and I barely watched any TV. But I did pass by that house this morning. It was just a black pile of ash.”

Wonona cuts in, “I heard there was a kid trapped inside, and some random girl walked out of the house with him. Nobody knows where she came from. No one saw her go in either. So they suspect she went through the back door.”

“There’s a hero living somewhere here in Melark, Missouri.” Cellcy says to me happily.

Little do they do know that ‘the hero’ is in touching distance. 

My mind was more focused on who the unicorn/pegasus was. He might be my age, but he could be older. What if he was here at my school right now? I actually doubt that. There’s only one hundred eighty kids going here, and half of those are elementary while the other half is highschool.

Yes, my school is pretty small. I know everyone’s first and last name. Except, I don’t know any of the elementary children, because I hardly ever see them in between classes. 

The one thing I know about horse boy is that he probably lives within two miles of where I live.

I leave my handmade volcano in the science lab, and head toward homeroom with my three best friends, Cellcy, Wonona, and Roxanne. Along the way I wave at Gabriel, Paige, and Laura who are my other friends that are in eleventh grade.

Most of my friends are in my grade, tenth. I have a few friends in eleventh, ninth, and eighth grade, but none in twelfth. In a school this size it’s easy to have friends from different grade levels. You can easily tell who the stuck up ones are compared to the grateful ones. Well, that’s obvious no matter where you go to school.

When I walk into homeroom my eyes involuntary flick over toward him. Yes, him. The boy who I’ve had a crush on for over a year now. It has become hard to not look in his direction. The excitement I feel when I’m near him is too strong.

Seriously, I don’t even know him that well. I’ve let my feelings toward him get too far. Several times I’ve tried letting it go, but it’s like a rock in your shoe. You throw it out, and then later you realize it’s still there. 

Diesel is a pretty decent fellow. Nothing bad about him or who he hangs out with. There are many times when I have felt like stepping up to Diesel and announce my feelings toward him.

But there’s always that little voice inside that tells you that he might reject you. Then there’s the other voice that says that if he did reject you it wouldn’t matter because there’s nothing to lose and you can just move on.

My life is split into two pieces. One half is my life at home where I’m my parents’ little griffin’. Then there’s the other half where I have friends, school, and emotions toward one particular guy. Those two halves are completely different and opposite. I know that one day I must choose on whether to live up to my legacy or live out a boring average human life with a mythical secret.

But for now I have decided to stay focused on my schooling and figure out more about the half unicorn/pegasus person.

After third period, I walk to my locker to grab the books I require for my next class. Once they’re in my arms I turn around and walk down the long hall filled with teens. A person rams their shoulder into mine. I nearly lose the books I’m holding.

I whip around and glare at the girl who dared to do such an act. Like I expect, it’s Diana. She doesn’t even glance my way as she continues to sashay in the opposite direction. 

That girl makes me so angry. She constantly considers herself higher than us other students.

Apparently, Roxanne, one of my three best friends who is in tenth grade, saw our encounter and whispers to me, “You know, she thinks she’s all that, but I heard that she’s highly allergic to cats.”

A sly grin spreads across my face. A devious plan suddenly forms inside my head. One that might bring me much satisfaction.

“Hey, I have to use the restroom. Go on to class without me.” I say to Roxanne as I run into the ladies’ room. 

Here at my school there are only three stalls in each restroom. Lines grow quickly, and rarely do you find it empty in here.

The odds are in my favor. No one is currently in here at the moment. So I walk into the largest stall, and quickly shut the door. I shrug my jacket off of my shoulders and hang it on the hook that is screwed to the inside of the stall door. 

I listen to make sure no one has entered the restroom. Dead silence.

Quickly, I shift into my griffin form. My clothes are absorbed as fur and feathers take their place. Wings sprout from my back and a lion tail grows from the base of my back. 

I fill the whole entire stall, and it’s sort of cramped in here. My wings bump against both the stall siding and the wall. My talons slip on the tile and the toes on my lion feet spread as I hold my balance.

Once I’m entirely in my mythical form, I grab my jacket with my beak. I manage to twist around in the stall and rub the jacket on the lion fur that covers my lower half. I make sure the jacket is completely rubbed down. 

In two split seconds, I’m back in my human form. I take my jacket, grab the books I left on the floor, and sprint out of the bathroom. 

I am able to arrive to my class a minute before the bell rings. Fortunately, Diana isn’t here yet.

As I pass by Diana’s desk, I hold my jacket out and let it drag across the flat desktop. I then put the jacket back on as I sit in the chair behind Diana’s.

Unnoticeably, I watch the annoying girl step into the classroom and sit in her assigned seat. Class begins soon afterward. We sit there listening to our teacher for about two minutes. I start to assume that my plan has failed hopelessly, but Diana starts to irritatedly rub her nose. Then suddenly she sneezes. After that first sneeze, there is a tsunami of sneezes that follows.

She stands vigorously and growls while holding her nose, “Who in here has a cat?”

Half the class raises their hands. I am one of those hands. It is true. I, in fact, do have a cat. She’s a pure black cat with light green eyes and one dash of white on her chest. Her name is Kitty. And yes, her remarkably unique name was created by me, Olivia Linn Davis.

Diana struts out of the classroom mumbling and complaining about how felines are a nuisance in her life. I barely manage to contain my laughter. If you were to look over at me, you would be frightened by the growing smile on my face.

Cellcy, who is sitting on my right, whispers to me, “What did you do?”

I stay quiet.

“You let your cat fall asleep on your jacket, didn’t you?” She asks me with a raised eyebrow. 

I nod vigorously because I can’t say that I turned into a griffin in the school restroom. 

Cellcy is still glaring at me when I glance back over.

“What?” I say as I hold back a smirk.

She shakes her head disapprovingly, “It’s not funny.”

I shrug my shoulders. Diana shouldn’t be such a mean person. She is always leaving a room with a negative comment or giving you a sour look. It’s so common that it’s expected from her. She has a well known reputation for such things.

I could easily imagine her lighting a house on fire or wrecking a neighbor’s car.

________________________

I sit down at the lunch table with my friends. I love lunch, and I love talking with my friends, who doesn’t?

My three best friends who I sit with everyday are Cellcy, Wonona, and Roxanne. There are five other girls who sit at our table. They’re my friends too, but I’m so much closer with my three best friends. 

Roxanne lives right across the lake from me. She is currently talking about the house fire that happened last night.

I’ve been hearing people and teachers talking about the fire that happened last night. Word of the mysterious hero has been spoken of more than the house fire itself. Apparently, people like to talk about heroes and heroines.

For some reason, Wonona keeps bringing up the topic of going to the theater. She’s wanting us to go see a new movie. Cellcy instead wants to go to a different movie that comes out the same day as Wonona’s chosen movie. Roxanne and I just sit there watching them argue over the simple matter. It’s very entertaining.

This is why I love being human. Everything is more simple and less complicated. Just look at Cellcy and Wonona’s argument. They don’t even realize how insignificant the decision is. How about we go to both movies?

Roxanne apparently reads minds, because she voices the exact words I think of. This calms down the fussing between Wonona and Cellcy. 

________________________

It’s finally time for P.E. which is my favorite class. If you have forgotten, I’ll quickly remind you that I love running. So I basically like every sport whether it’s basketball, volleyball, baseball, soccer, football, tennis, dodgeball, or anything else that is a sport.

Everybody dreads this certain class, but I’m totally ready for it. I actually look forward to this time of the day. 

The exercises are simple for me while they are a true struggle for others. Push-ups, sit-ups, suicides, planks, pull-ups, jumping jacks, and few others that I can’t remember right now. 

Plus, Diesel is in this class as well. During this hour I’m able to steal glances at him. Yeah, I stalk him at times. I guess that means that I’m officially a creeper. 

As we run laps around the soccer field, I race ahead of everyone else. My speed and agility in running is extraordinary. My breathing doesn’t come out in gasps or deep intakes. It only proves how this isn’t much of a difficulty to me. 

Too bad I can’t run this well in my griffin form. Those eagle feet of mine always slow me down.

I eventually finish my last lap. When I turn back to watch the rest of the teens, they’re having to push themselves to finish that final lap. The guys are covered in sweat, and the girls look absolutely exhausted. As soon as they finish running, they all make a bee-line toward their colorful water bottles that line the bench. 

I calmly sit and watch them gulp down mouthfuls of water. Since I don’t strain as much as they do, I’m not thirsty at all.

But every creature needs water. So no matter what, I will have to drink some water once I get home. 

My eyes involuntarily settle on Diesel, but I immediately jerk my eyes off him before I can get a good look at him. I wouldn’t want him or anyone else to see me looking at him.

In a small school like this, rumors spread like mold on old bread. It scatters quickly and there’s almost no way to stop it. 

You have to be careful what you do around here, because someone may spawn a lie about you that may not be the least bit true.


Suspecting

“There are assumptions that the mysterious girl is the one who may have started the fire.” The news-reporter broadcasts smartly.

I choke on the mashed potatoes and rasp, “No, I did not!”

The five o’clock news is on and the only thing I’ve learned is that someone likely started the house fire last night. It definitely wasn’t me! You believe me, right? Griffins can’t lie by the way. That’s what I say.

My sister, Felicity, happily skips into the room, “Maybe your horse friend started it.”

I whip around and shush her. I stop shushing her as I realize that there’s still food in my mouth. 

She raises an eyebrow at me, “You didn’t tell Mom or Dad yet?”

“Nope.” I shovel more food into my mouth. 

“Why?”

I shrug and mumble, “I don’t know.”

“You think they’ll take away your night privileges.”

I nod without another word as I drink more milk.

My parents aren’t home yet. They get home at five thirty. Felicity and I go to the same school so that means I can easily drive us here and there. Also, that means when I get home I only have leftovers from the night before. That can either be good or bad thing.

“Please, don’t tell them. Seriously.” I plead my sister. 

Felicity nods carelessly. She’s easy to get along with compared to my friends’ siblings. Maybe that’s a sign that she’ll be special like me, but she has one more week if she is. My parents narrowed it down to how many days it will be until she turns into something like me. She has a week’s time left, but that doesn’t mean she’ll turn then. Felicity might change later in life.

To tell you the truth, I really don’t think she’ll become something like me. I’m not being negative. I just don’t think she is. 

But then again, we never suspected that I would turn into a griffin. The same may go for Felicity. 

By the time I finish my homework, Mom and Dad are home. As usual, they’re tired and they both just want to rest as they watch the news. 

Right now I’m inside my room devising a plan on how I am going to find the unicorn/pegasus dude. Maybe he goes out at night like I do. Maybe I can track him down or… something.

“Olivia, we need to talk to you.”, My mom calls me from the living room.

I tense up when I hear those words. The conversation that follows those words usually don’t turn out in my favor. I guess I’ll go meet my fate.

“What’s up?” I ask my parents as I sit down on the recliner.

My dad speaks first, “We don’t want you to go out at night for a while.”

“Huh?”

My mom shakes her head worriedly, “The police suspect that someone started last night’s fire. They’ll be on the look-out for unusual activity in this area. It’s just not good to be roaming around right now.”

I give them a ‘taken-back’ look and ask them, “When can I start going out again?”

If a stranger was listening to us right now, they might assume that we were arguing about me dating.

We’re not you’re average family though. I’m the prize jewel that makes this unusual family so peculiar. 

“You can do as you please once everything settles down, but till then we want you to stay here at nighttime,” My dad tells me. 

I’m not the type of person who argues with parents. It’s as if there isn’t one single thread of rebellion in my system. I just except whatever they tell me. Usually, my attitude is pretty relaxed and responsible. 

That’s how it is now.

I just nod and return to my room. My feelings are bound inside me like a tight bundle. Other than Felicity and my parents, I have no one else who knows of my secret. My grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins do not know. They have no living idea of what a weird creature I am. 

‘Hey, Uncle Joe, did you know that I can change my form and make myself look like this hybrid creature? Yeah, I’m a bird and a cat!’ 

There is no one who I can talk about my griffin problems with. Wonona, Cellcy, and Roxanne are my closest friends, best friends in fact. We spend the night at each other’s houses, we talk about all the drama at school, and sometimes talk about boys. 

But I could never tell them what I am. Believe it or not, I enjoy being a normal human with them. I wouldn’t want them to carry this secret of mine anyway.

So I sit on my bed. My thoughts drift back to the other person out there who is like me. The unicorn/pegasus person. I want to find him. I want to share my pent-up emotions with him. I want to feel like I’m not the only one who has a freakish side. Maybe I would then have an idea on how I fit in this wild world.

How am I going to find him if I’m stuck here at home for who knows how many nights?

Any attempts at leaving will be noticed by my parents. They’ll likely have the security alarm set during the next few nights. The windows are also attached to that system too. Forget about sliding out the windows.

Yes, my house sounds like a prison, but it’s just my parents making sure that a thief, or worse, doesn’t come into our home. Parents do what they do because they love you, and they want the best for their children. I wish more teens realized that.

Looks like your going to have to hold off on your mystery, Olivia.

For most of the night I hang around in the living room. Mainly, I just stalk people on Instagram, and watch more episodes of The Flash⚡️.

Staying inside is extremely boring. I don’t sleep much in the first place, and it’s like my body is begging for me to turn into a griffin. 

Eventually, I morph into a griffin for no particular reason. As I walk by my room, I glance inside to see my lonely sketchbook and pencil lying on my desk. A great thought comes to mind.

I quickly close my bedroom door, turn on the lights, and grab the pencil and sketch pad. Then I sit behind the closed door.

On the back of my bedroom door is a tall mirror. I mostly use it for putting makeup on, but tonight I’m going to do a self portrait. My talons are almost like hands anyway. All I have to do is draw myself out.

No one, other than my family, will ever guess that this little griffin sketch is actually a self portrait.







Strange

The next morning I quickly hop in my Toyota Camry. Felicity drags her feet like she’s on her way to her death sentence. School is her enemy.

As soon as I start the engine, loud music starts blaring from the speakers. Usually, I would turn down the earsplitting noise, but instead I leave it be.

Felicity opens the passenger door and yells, “Turn it down!”

“What?!”

“I said turn it down!” She screams.

“What?!” 

“Turn! It! Down!”

“Turn down for what?!” 

It’s seven thirty in the morning. I am most likely giving the neighborhood a heart attack. Loud noises in the morning ruin the serene silence that my neighbors enjoy. 

Eventually, Felicity, the non-morning person, turns down the radio. I then back out of the driveway, and we make our way toward school. 

The usual drive there is interrupted though.

Before we leave the community that my sister and I live in, red and blue lights flash ahead of us. The bright flashing is obviously coming from the emergency vehicles parked on the curbside. 

On my left is Lake Jah, and on my right are rows of houses. I press the brakes more as an officer walks up to my car. 

I roll down the window to ask, “What happened?”

As he looks back at the firetrucks and ambulances, the officer says, “Someone ran off the road and into the lake last night. The driver is fine, but he claimed that somebody slashed his tires.”

“Oh. Well I hope that doesn’t happen again.”, It’s the only thing I can think to say at this moment.

The officer straightens his back, “Yeah, seems a little suspicious to me. We won’t know until we pull the car out though.”

He asks me to drive by slowly, and I do. Felicity and I can clearly see the back end of the silver car above the water’s surface. 

As the flashing lights fade in my rearview mirror, Felicity says, “Isn’t it weird?”

“What is?”

“The house fire one night, and then this accident in the lake one day later.” Felicity murmurs. 

I think about her point. Two life threatening events had happened in my community in less than forty-eight hours. 

“I hate to say it, but I think the winged unicorn that you saw did it.” She continues bluntly. 

I turn into the school parking lot and reply, “No, I doubt it. Why would he do it in the first place?”

“Because it’s just… suspicious! Think about it. You said yourself that this thing has fangs.” She shouts nearly.

“Felicity, he is a normal person just like you and me. Probably doesn’t live far from us either.” I tell her.

She shivers, “Ugh, don’t say that.”

“He, whoever he is, is just like me, half mythical. Think about it. What if someone thought about me the way you’re thinking about this unicorn pegasus guy?” 

Felicity thinks for a few seconds as I park the car in the small parking lot. 

After having deep thoughts, she finally tells me, “Well, I wouldn’t want someone to think bad about you. You’re my sister. I trust you. Plus, you’re a griffin which is, by the way, really cool.”

I smile at her and pull the keys out out the steering wheel, “Come on. We’re gonna be late.”

“Wait, one last thing Olivia.” She grabs my arm.

“What is it?”

She looks into my eyes then grins, “Can we please stop calling this guy a unicorn pegasus?”

“Sure… What are we supposed to refer him as?” I say slowly.

“An alicorn.” She chirps.

I roll my eyes, and decide to not ask how or where that idea came into an existence. An alicorn? Sure, even though I’ve never heard of it before.

I go along with Felicity’s made-up name. She walks towards the elementary building as I walk to the highschool building.

Felicity did have a point. There have been some peculiar vandalisms and unusual things happening here in town lately. Maybe this alicorn is bad news. He might be like me… but he might have different goals than me.


Search

I walk out of school. An overwhelming joy fills me as I realize that the weekend has officially begun. 

Plus, it has been four days since the night of the house fire. I’ve spoken with my parents, and they finally agreed to let me go back out tonight.

All the teenagers from my school have that Friday evening attitude on. All the girls are heading to basketball practice. The guys on the other hand are horse-playing around.

As if on cue my eyes automatically find Diesel. He isn’t being wild with the other guys, but neither is he letting himself be left out. My eyes stay on the group too long, and Diesel somehow notices my onlooking. 

I immediately look away when we accidentally make eye contact. My face starts to heat up from my embarrassment. I quickly pull out my phone so I have an excuse to look at something. I can feel Diesel’s eyes linger on me for a while before turning away.

What’s wrong with you, Olivia? Don’t stare! You know better!

A few long minutes later my sister walks out of the elementary building. Felicity has the same happy Friday evening expression too.

We don’t stay there much longer. There are things we both want to do.

As I unlock my Toyota, I look across the rows of cars to see Roxanne leaning against her car with a downcast expression. I tell Felicity to put her bookbag in the trunk as I walk over to Roxane.

“Hey, what’s up? Is everything okay?” I ask while approaching her.

She puts on a fake smile and looks up at me, “Yeah, I’m just sort of tired.”

I raise an eyebrow, “There’s something else bothering you. Now, tell me. We’ve known each other for ten years, and we’re basically just like sisters. There’s no use hiding anything.”

Roxanne shrugs, “It’s family issues. My parents got new jobs so that I could still come to school here. They’re not good jobs, but it’s more than enough to pay for the tuition.”

“Well, I’m glad for that. I hope these jobs work out. You know how new jobs can be challenging.”

“Yeah, I sure know. Thanks for being there for me, Olivia.” She quickly gives me a hug then leaves in her car.

Hmmm… Roxanne usually doesn’t voice her concerns in that way. Must be pretty bad if she’s saying it like that.

I return to my car, and soon forget the conversation with my best friend.

When we’re driving down the main street in town, Felicity suddenly asks me to stop by one of the shops so she can pick up a bulletin.

“Why do you want one of those?” I give her a confused look as I pull up to the front of a dollar store. 

She hops out before she can listen to or answer my question. I sit there in the car with my arms crossed. Then I turn up the radio and wait for my sister to return.

Four minutes later, I’m backing out of the parking space with Felicity in the passenger seat reading the daily newspaper. 

“Thinking about being a journalist, eh?” I joke with her.

“No.” She states dryly without looking up. 

I wait a minute before continuing, “Go ahead. Tell me why you bought that then.”

She glances up, “Olivia, ever since that house fire on Monday night there has been some sort of vandalism in town. Doesn’t that seem a bit unusual?”

She’s so smart for a nine years old kid.

“I guess it does seem a bit weird, but it’s probably just some guy asking for trouble.” I say to her. 

She sighs heavily, “Olivia, don’t you realize that it’s probably the alicorn you saw who is doing all this stuff? Come on! He was there at the house fire. You said so yourself.”

I smile, “Doesn’t mean he did it though. Tonight, I’ll go find him myself.”

“Don’t go searching for the psycho with fangs! He might be a vampire.” She says as she slides lower down in her seat.

“You’re being dramatic.” I huff annoyingly.  

Felicity starts begging me to not go out tonight. We soon start arguing like normal American siblings. I say no to her pleas, because I can take care of myself. She quickly threatens to tell Mom and Dad about Mr. Alicorn. I then throw a threat of my own. 

“If you tell them, then I’ll tell them about the time you accidentally flushed Dad’s brand new phone down the toilet.” I threaten in return. 

She doesn’t say anything after that, but she starts telling me how dangerous it would be to track down the alicorn all by myself. I then proceed to tell her that I’ll be fine on my own. 

________________________

I open the sliding backdoor. A bright moon hangs in the dark sky. The scent of the lake and freshly cut grass rushes up to me as I step outside. The vast lake glimmers below my house. Thousands of tiny white diamonds glitter on the lake from reflected moonlight.



Distant lights can be seen on the opposite shore. I know exactly which one of those lights is Roxanne’s house. It is the one off to the right of center. There is always a light shining in her home. 

I survey my surroundings for any lingering people. Once it’s clear, I speedily shift into a griffin and make my way around to the front yard. Then I dash across the asphalt road, into my neighbors yard, and then into the woods behind their house. 

I’ve done this hundreds of times before, but I feel off. Something is going to happen sometime soon. I expect it too, since I’m going to go search for a mysterious alicorn creature.  

The random vandalisms happening here in Melark, Missouri started occurring only a few days before Mr. Alicorn appeared. 

I have a mystery on both my paws and talons. Police won’t be looking for a fantastical creature. That’s why I, a half mythical creature, will be able to find him. 

The first thing I do is return to the exact spot where I encountered the alicorn days ago. I hold my beak near the ground and breath in the scents of the forest floor. Leaves, pine needles, rabbit and a lost dog was all I could smell. It’s too bad that it rained on Wednesday. Any remaining traces of the alicorn’s scent would have been washed away that day.

I have the eyes and ears of an eagle, the nose and strength of a lion, and the mind of a human. When I let my senses and thinking work together in harmony, I usually get results. 

I stand erect as I close my eyes. Memories of Monday night wash through my mind. A black horse with wings and a long spiral horn. His scent was like… like sawdust?

Yes, it was sawdust.

One certain place in particular pops into my mind. It is the Xander Brothers Sawmill which lays south of the lake dam. They cut the timber that isn’t large enough for boards. They mainly send logs through a huge wood chipper. Left of the hardwood logs is an ever present two story high pile of freshly cut mulch. It is a distinct scent that even humans easily recognize. 

I then race through the woods. My front eagle feet often cause me to stumble, but I guess that’s why I have wings. They are meant for flying, not being a bulky weight on my shoulders.

I fly rarely. Flying is not for me. No, I am not going to fly. No, no no. 

Twenty minutes later I stand among the trees that grow near the sawmill. The lake dam is well within sight of the mill. An earthy smell rises from the ground, but the strong smell of freshly cut wood drifts from the mill’s general direction. 

There is a light on inside the tiny one-room office building. My attention is drawn away when the doors to the mill are slammed shut quite loudly. With my sharp eagle eyes, I watch a figure lock the doors to the mill and walk slowly to the office building.

I move to a different spot in the woods so that I can get a clearer view. Fortunately, my new location brings me closer to the mill. Rows of uncut logs are stacked like a wall on the far side of the property. The wood chips are in a massive heap near where the wood chipper spits out its creation. 

I remain still and silent as I watch. Nothing happens, but my paws tingle for more adventure. I know that I must get closer, much closer in order to search for the alicorn.

But, if the alicorn smells like sawdust… then how am I supposed to find him in a place covered with that same exact scent?

Good luck, Olivia. Now, get closer!

I abruptly dart from my cover. Within seconds I cross the empty moonlit space and to the metal siding of the sawmill. The shadow cast by the building makes me appear forlorn and ghostly dark. I’m only a dark patch within a shadow. 

I slink closer to the office building while staying hidden in the darkness. I stop shortly as I hear another door slam. It’s only thirty feet ahead of me, but it’s right around a corner. I can see neither who nor where the person is headed to. 

I press my body firmly against the metal siding of the wall. All while hoping that the person has bad night vision. 

The person happens to be a very young man. His eyes are darkened by the shadow cast by the moonlight. Navy blue jeans, a white t-shirt and a coal black jacket is what he’s wearing. Currently, he isn’t looking in my direction. He’s staring out at the distant lake dam. 

A shadow is still cast on his face when he finally turns in my direction. At first, I am absolutely positive that he doesn’t see me, but my blood runs cold when he stops dead in his tracks. I can’t see the expression on his face, but according to his body language he is shocked. 

“You! You’re the one who’s doing the sabotaging in town,” A deep voice comes from his throat.

He reaches toward a flashlight attached to his belt loop, but I’m gone before he can even turn it on.


Investigator

I breathe in nervously as I stare at the shocked teenager who is still standing beside the sawmill. My heart is rapidly thumping against my feathered chest.

Only a few moments ago, he was looking at me as I was crouched by the mill. No normal human eyes could have seen me there. Also, he claimed that I was the one committing the vandalism.

I strongly believe that I have just confronted the alicorn, in his human form.

If he thinks that I am the one doing the destruction in town then that proves that he isn’t the one doing it either. 

Someone else is out there, possibly at this very moment, who is wrecking our town carelessly. 

I want to meet this alicorn boy, but not until I see him shift first. It will confirm that he’s the alicorn. I’ll then know for sure that it is Mr. Alicorn. Plus, I don’t even know what he looks like. A shadow is covering his facial features. 

The fact that there’s a crazy person loose in my town makes me turn and speedily run back toward Melark. And, as always, my front bird feet trip me up, and soon I make the decision to shift back to a human and run the remainder of the way. The sawmill is on the far outskirts of town. So it’s a long run back into town.

Since no one sees me out here, I can freely use my ‘griffin strength’ without worry. People at school see me run. They think I’m fast, but little do they know that I am much faster. 

As I’m running, multiple branches try smacking me in the face, and I constantly duck under them at high speed. Every so often I have to jump over a fallen tree or some random rock protruding from the ground. Luckily, I am more agile on my legs when I’m not a griffin. 

Five minutes of running, and I find myself standing in the middle of the dark shadowy streets of my hometown of Melark. The traffic lights above me turn green even though there is not a single car out this late. Not a single noise is heard beside the faint buzzing of street lamps.

It must be around 1:30 by now.

I morph back into a griffin, because I feel safer that way and there is not a single person who will witness my shapeshifting. I’m safe to change back and forth from either form.

A slight breeze ruffles my brown and rusty colored feathers. The furry tip of my lion tail is flicking back and forth restlessly. Tension lingers in the air like thick fog. 

I came back to town to find a maniac who destroys property every night. What was his next move supposed to be?

On Monday night, there had been a house fire. On Tuesday night, there was a car wrecked. During the next two nights there was a mass robbery at the local gun dealer and reports of multiple power outages caused by power poles that had been cut down by a chainsaw. 

None of those events have anything in common, but they are not a common thing to take place in this uneventful town. No normal town has huge events that occur four consecutive nights in a row.

I don’t claim that I’m a superhero, but all superheroes have at least one friend that helps them. I myself need a dependable ally that might can help me in this investigation. My parents can not know what I’m doing, Felicity is too young to take part in this, and no one else knows that I am a mythical creature of legend.

Somehow an answer instantly drops from the sky. 

Seriously. No joke. It literally does.


Allies

A huge black mass lands on the opposite side of the street. Hooves clomp heavily on the asphalt road. Loud snorting and the flapping of wings prove that it had been a strenuous flight for the creature. The strong scent of freshly cut wood washes over me like a powerful wave.

His three foot black horn reflects the dim glow cast by the street lamps. The alicorn’s equally black eyes were set directly upon me.



“Who are you and why are you vandalizing people’s property?” He states furiously with the same voice of the teenager who had been at the sawmill.

I feel like I faintly recognize his voice, but I push aside the preposterous thought so that I can answer.

“You are mistaken. I am not the enemy here. Don’t you remember seeing me at that burning house or is your memory that bad?” I shoot back sharply.

He snorts aggressively and stomps his hoof as he lowers his head angrily, “Then who’s doing all these things then?” 

I loosen up as I say, “I don’t know. I was sorta hoping you knew.”

Things between us simmer down slightly. We become less tense as we continue on.

“Maybe… you can help me find this criminal.” I tell him while stuttering.

He replies very slowly, “Actually, I was going to ask if you can help me find this guy.” 

“Whatever. We will work together. Allies are allies, right?” I say friendly. 

The alicorn nods, “Yeah. I’ll agree to work with you, but only with one condition. Did you see what I looked like in my human form?” 

“No… why?” I ask him extremely confused by his sudden question. 

“I don’t want anyone to know who I am. This… being this freakish misfit is something that my family doesn’t even know about. Even if they did know, I wouldn’t want anyone else to know who I am as a human.” He states clearly.

I attempt to reassure him, “It’s nothing be embarrassed of-”

“I just want to know if you saw me as a human.” 

I roll my eyes, “No, I didn’t. Now can we start figuring out who is committing these crimes or are we just going to argue in the middle of the street all night?” 

He snorts once again. We walk a bit closer to each other, and we begin to tell one another what we know so far about the person doing these acts. 

“Well, it sounds like we both know the same things about this mystery. Nothing more or less than the other.” He says pointedly.

“Yeah, that’s true, but since we’re… ‘partners’… we can use this as an advantage. You most likely live on the opposite side of town from me. We can both have a portion of the area. If anything weird happens we can let each other know of it.” I tell him.

I quickly add in, “By the way, since I can’t know who you really are then by what name am I supposed to call you?”

“Walker.”

I smile, “Okay, Walker, since you don’t know who I am you can call me Thea.”

“Why do you need a code name? It’s not like you’re trying to keep yourself from embarrassment.” He says quickly.

“So you are embarrassed!” I say loudly.

“I did not say that!”

“You most definitely did, Walker.”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Why are you embarrassed to be a black unicorn with wings? That’s so awesome.” I say excitedly while hoping he would soften up and give me his real name. 

“Thea, we’re wasting time that we could be using to track the criminal.” He abruptly changes the subject. 

______________________

An hour later we meet back at the local park. We had decided to scope out the town and search for any unusual activity.

As I am walking out onto the park’s wide field, I watch Walker gracefully land a short distance away. 

“Do you not like flying?” He points out when he notices that I chose to stay on land. 

I shake my head, “I think it’s far too dangerous.”

“You could get to places faster, you know? I don’t know how anyone can keep themselves land-bound when they have wings.” He tells me.

“You’re midnight black. You are naturally camouflaged while in the sky. Anyway, did you see anything?” I’m the one who’s changing the subject this time. 

“Nothing. Not a car, a boat, or a plane.” Walker sighs as he folds his jet black wings. 

I sit on the ground and dig my talons into the dirt, “I didn’t see anything either.”

We stay in an awkward silence for a few minutes. There’s nothing we can think of at first, but I finally come up with something to speak of.

“Maybe the criminal took the weekend off.” I say sarcastically. 

This time when he snorts he isn’t angry, instead he’s laughing. We’re starting to become a little less tense. There’s definitely no hostility between us now. 

I continue, “It’s probably 2:30 by now. I need to be on my way home. You want to meet here tomorrow night?”

It looks like he smiles when he replies, “Sure.”

“Okay. Bye, Walker.” I tell him happily.

He returns the farewell, “Later, Thea.”

I then watch him jump into the sky and fly away. He easily blends into the darkness. One moment you see his wings flapping, the next moment you see nothing.

I soon return home with my head filled with everything that has just happened. A lot has occurred, and I’m not sure if I can process all of it at the same time.


Hey Sister

When I wake up on Saturday morning, I slowly watch the sunlight filter into my room. At first, no thoughts exist in my mind, but memories from last night quickly fill my brain. The alicorn, our alliance, us working together, and how he wished to keep his life in two separate pieces.

I’m pulled out of my thoughts as my sister barges into the room saying, “Let’s go fishing!”

“Wait…. what?” I stutter drowsily.

Felicity leaves the room as fast as she had entered it. I have somehow forgotten that she adores doing outdoor type things. She loves going camping and hiking. I like doing that stuff too, but she’s much more open about her likes and dislikes. 

I climb out of the covers and change into a pair of shorts and a tank top. Today is supposed to be very warm, possibly even hot. It’s mid-May. I’m looking forward to summer, because when I have no school I can stay out at night later. The bad thing is that warm weather brings bees and snakes. Do you know how many snakes I’ve had to kill while in my griffin form? A lot.

I find Felicity in the backyard. She’s holding two fishing rods and a tackle box. I just woke up, but she doesn’t care. When Felicity is ready then you should also be ready.

Every weekend I do something with Felicity. Of course, I’m not always able to, but I enjoy our time together.

As soon as we are settled down in our usual fishing spot, Felicity starts questioning me, “What happened last night? Tell me everything!”

I look out at my bobber that is bouncing on the tiny lake waves. It is only nine in the morning, but the sun is overwhelmingly bright and the hot rays beat down on us.

“Did you really bring me out here so that you could interview me?” I say sarcastically to her.

“No- okay maybe I did, but that’s not the point. You look like you just came back from a week long adventure.” Felicity rambles on.

I give her a raised eyebrow. An expectant expression grows on her face. Should I tell her that I met the alicorn?

Well, I guess it wouldn’t do any harm. 

“Okay, so I met the alicorn. He’s cool. We’re friends.” I start.

“What’s his name?”

I shrug, “He didn’t tell me, ‘cause he doesn’t want anyone to know he’s a unicorn pegasus. So he wants me to call him Walker.”

She gives me a horrified stare, “Olivia, that screams suspicious. You told him your real name, didn’t you? Why would you do that?”

“I didn’t tell him my real name, Felicity. I told him that he should call me Thea.” I correct her misunderstanding.

She loosens up a bit, “There wasn’t a vandalism, robbery, or any suspicious activity reported last night. Did you find-?”

“No. Neither of us saw anything.”

She goes back into suspicious mode, “He was with you last night, and there was no vandalism. Is that just a coincidence or is he lying..? Maybe he is the crazy guy going around town. I’m telling you Olivia. You can’t trust every Joe-Shmoe you meet at night.”

I start to quickly reel in my fishing line when I feel a jerk on my rod. Felicity finally stops ranting negatively. At the same time she gets a bite on her line too. 

My fish begins to fight and tug against the line. I stand from my chair and reel in much faster, and after a few more seconds I can see the bobber coming closer. 

I’m let down when I see a turtle attached to where my hook is. I continue to drag him out of the water as I grab a pair of pliers from the tackle box. 

Felicity laughs as she pulls her fish out of the water. It flops its tail uselessly as she holds it up in the air pridefully. A triumphant expression covers her face.

I sigh and glance toward the poor turtle who has a hook stuck in his mouth. Don’t worry. He’s fine, but I’m sure it hurts a lot.

I place my hand on top of its shell as I gently pull the hook out of its mouth. This has happened many times before. Sometimes the hook is stuck too deep, and we either have to cut the hook with wire cutters or leave the hook so that it can rust away on its own.

It’s stuck pretty deep, but I’m able to cut the fish hook into two pieces. Once I fully pull it out, I set the turtle back into the shallows. I watch amusingly as it paddles away until it leaves my sight.

“Olivia, look! It’s a catfish.” Felicity announces from behind me.

I turn and say with a smile, “How in the world did you catch a catfish at this time of the day.”

“I don’t know.” She shrugs happily. 

I grab the fish making sure I hold down its bony little spines. It’s long whiskers move as its mouth opens and shuts. The fish is about nine inches from mouth to tail tip.

“Looks like a channel catfish to me.” I say as I let her unhook it. 

Once Felicity takes it off the line, she gives it a curious look as she holds it out in front of her. Then she puts it back in the water. After a few seconds of breathing in water, the fish darts away in a flash.

We normally throw the fish back in, because we have no need for them. Every once in a while we’ll try catching enough fish for a whole meal, but only when we have extra time. 

“Ready to head back?” She asks me after watching the catfish swim away.



I give her a confused look as I say, “We just got here… You don’t want to stay longer? You normally fish for hours.”

“Nope. Let’s do something active. Like… biking riding. Yep, we should definitely do that.” She grabs the tackle box and her chair then starts walking back to our house.

I snatch up my chair and catch up to her saying, “What’s with the sudden change of mind?”

She turns to me without stopping, “I wanted to go check something out.”

She is so different for someone of her age group. That’s a good thing though. Felicity is smart. Very smart.

Maybe she will become what I am.

Whatever I am. 

What am I?


Wings

I step out onto the cool grass of the park. The crisp night air drifts around me as I sit on a large tree stump. My talons pluck at the bark. An impatient feeling is growing in me. Walker was supposed to be here ten minutes ago.

My Saturday was interesting. Felicity did everything imaginable. We went fishing, bike riding, running, exploring, and some other random stuff that she decided for us to do. Of course, her attempts to tire me were useless. 

I smile as I think back on the day’s activities, but my thoughts are interrupted when I begin to hear wings flapping overhead.



Walker lands heavily with a rush of wind caused by his jet black wings. His nostrils flare as he folds his huge feathery wings. The fangs in his mouth are sticking out from under his lip. With a flick of his tail he walks toward me. 

“What’s up? Why’re you late?” I greet him a little too cheerfully.

He sighs, “How can you stay up so late without being tired?”

“I just can,” I state.

I quickly continue, “You’re just like me. How are you tired? I only need three hours of sleep each night.” 

“Three hours?! There’s no way I could do that every single night!” He pulls his head back shocked. 

“Hmm… maybe it’s just me… Whatever. Where should we check tonight?” I ask excitedly. 

“We ought to check out the places that have been targeted already. Maybe we can find some clues or figure out what the events may have in common.” 

I smile, “Good idea.”

He opens his wings and starts to gallop forward. Walker immediately stops to glance back at me when I stay put.

“You comin’ slow poke?” He jokes.

I stare up at the sky, “I’m not much of a flyer, Walker.” 

“Thea, you have wings. They’re there for a specific reason. How can you not fly?” He asks me as if there’s an easy answer.

I’m only good at running. I don’t fly, because bad things happen when I do.



I don’t like to show any signs of weakness to someone I have just met. Plus, we are partners now, right? I need to make a few changes, even if I have to overcome the painful memories that are being dug up from the past. 

Very hesitantly, I spread my folded wings. From wing-tip to wing-tip they are twenty feet long. Walker’s wings are larger and slightly longer.

He starts to gallop forward, and within seconds he’s up in the air. I follow more slowly as I build up my feeble courage, but deep inside I hate what I am doing. Flying is one of the few things I truly disown. Making myself do something that I despise is like trying to move a brick wall. It takes all of my determination.

My eagle feet trip me up, but I somehow catch air once I jump upward with my strong hind legs. I flap hard so I can catch up with the black alicorn far ahead of me. My wings are so stiff from being rarely used. Each beat of my wings brings me strain and exhaustion. It’s hard for me to keep balance since I’m unsure how to fly. It’s been… years since I’ve flown. I begin to wonder if my pathetic flying will cause me to drop to my death.

Once I finally catch up with Walker, I look ahead at our first destination, the burned house from Monday night. It will only take a few minutes to get there, but I attempt to start a conversation in order to take my mind off flight.

“So… Walker, how long have you been an alicorn?” I ask then realize that the word ‘alicorn’ is a term my sister had come up with. 

“Alicorn? Is that some fancy word for a pegacorn?” He turns his head toward me with a funny look. 

Walker quickly continues, “Anyway, I’ve been a pegacorn for… two weeks now.” He nods as he flaps his large wings. 

I’m surprised, “Two weeks? I’ve been this way since I was nine, and I’m sixteen.”

Now he’s the one who’s shocked, “Seven years! So this doesn’t go away or anything? I can’t live like this all my life.”

I nod solemnly and dare to ask a question I’ve been dying to ask, “How old are you, Walker?”

He stays quiet for a long time. The burned house is right below us now. It’s darkened shell seems more ominous in the night.

Right before we dive down he answers, “Sixteen.”

Before we can say anything else, Walker dives down and I immediately follow. The wind rushes through my fur and feathers, and for a few seconds I relish the experience. The exhilarating feeling is taken away as the old, sickening memories come back to mind. I manage to push them aside before we land. My landing is horrible. I lose my balance and roll head over tail. 

After regaining my composure, I notice that the destroyed house is chard both inside and out. This blackened structure is no longer the home of a family. Instead it had been taken away by a heartless arsonist who cared nothing about this family and their home. 

The roar of the flames and the searing heat is still strongly ingrained on my memory. I can easily imagine the inferno that had been here only days before. The deadly flames that had reached for the young boy and I had seemed to want revenge.

I don’t realize that I’ve stepped back fearfully until Walker interrupts my thoughts.

“Hey, you okay, Thea?” He asks hesitantly. 

I shake my head and drag my eyes from the sad sight. My eyes land on Walker whose whole body is also as black as the charred house. For a millisecond my mind plays a trick on me, and I think that he has been burned too.

“We’re here to find clues. Let’s get started.” I forcefully put on a fake smile. 

Using our noses, we searched the grounds around the house. The garden in the back, the little fish pond, the kiddy playground, and the stone statues held no scent that may have been left by the arsonist. 

Walker and I rejoin after ten minutes. He hadn’t found any clues either. We then decide to go search the other sights of vandalism. Maybe they would hold clues.

______________________

They didn’t hold any clues. The person who had done these things was either really good or just happened to not leave any traces behind. We had found no signs or remnants of the criminal at all.

This was not how I had planned to spend my Saturday night. Looking for clues that don’t even exist. 

“Walker, what’s the use? We’ll never find this guy. Unless…” I trail off. 

He lifts his head from sniffing the ground, “Unless what?”

“Unless we catch him in the act.” I say as I look out across the lake from where we’re standing. 

Silver moonlight glimmers off of the gentle ripples. A perfect reflection of the moon rests on the lake waters. The lapping of the water is heard just below us. 

Walker steps closer to me, “You might have an idea there, Thea. But we have no idea when or how he’ll chose his target. The vandalisms have nothing in common. He didn’t target anything last night. There’s no telling when or what he’ll do next.”

It is early morning now. Any minute the faint rays of sunlight will be replacing the moon’s reflections on the lake.

“We need to be heading home. It’ll be disastrous if a human sees us.” I say. 

He stomps his hoof annoyed, “Why do you say ‘human’ as if we’re different?”

I didn’t know this would be a touchy subject for him.

I sigh, “We are different, Walker. I accepted it years ago. Plus, why else would you not give me your real name? You’re too embarrassed to tell the only other person who is like you.”

He turns away, “I don’t mind being this. It’s what I change into that bothers me.”

“That makes no sense. You don’t want to be a horse with wings, a horn, and fangs, but you don’t mind?” I say slightly annoyed at his self esteem. 

Walker snorts, “You don’t understand, Thea. I don’t want to mix my two lives. I’d rather be one person or the other. I’m going to either be an average guy or a pegacorn, not a freakish horse boy.”

I am still slightly confused, but I let that part go. 

I step closer to him, “We need to be getting back home.”

Walker nods. His long black horn nods along with him. He starts to walk away with his wings beginning to spread open.

“I would except you as a freakish horse boy.” I tell Walker right before he gallops off.

He stops for a second with his back still facing me. It’s as if he’s hesitating, and for a mere second I hope that he’ll suddenly reveal who he really is. 

But he doesn’t say a word and instead gallops off into the sky.

One day, Walker, I will find out who you really are.


Problems

“Olivia Linn Davis, what is this?” I hear my mom shout from the kitchen.

I slide on the hardwood floors as I run into the kitchen. My mom is looking down into the trashcan suspiciously. The cold fear in me immediately vanishes. For some ‘off the wall’ reason, I thought she had found out that I was hanging out with a pegacorn, but that’s not possible when looking into a trashcan.

“What?” I ask as walk over to her. 

She points down into the bag. I look at what she’s pointing toward. At first, I’m confused, but then I realize what it is. 

“Oh, Kitty got sick on her stomach. Don’t worry. I cleaned it up.” I tell her nonchalantly.

She nods and continues to pull the bag out of trashcan, “Okay, as long as you got it all up.”

I hesitate before asking the question, “Can I invite Roxanne over?”

“Yeah, you can. You haven’t had any of your friends over lately. Why’s that?” Mom asks me.

“Been busy.” I reply as I text Roxanne to see if she’s free. 

Two minutes later she texts back saying that she has some free time. As soon as I read the text, I grab the jet ski keys and run down to our small dock on the lake.

Roxanne lives on the other side of the lake from us. Instead of driving all the way around the lake, I usually go right across the water. 

___________________

A few minutes later I’m at Roxanne’s dock. My legs are wet from the ride, but that’s not a problem. Roxanne runs down to the dock and climbs onto the back of my jet ski. I throw her a greeting, and she quickly waves at me. Once she’s safely aboard, I shoot back across the lake toward my house. 

The water splashes by the jet ski as I bounce across the waves caused by fellow boats. The sun’s rays heat my back as I keep my eyes ahead of me.

When we arrive at my family’s dock Roxanne and I begin to talk about our weekend. The human part of my weekend was pretty much uneventful, but not the mythical part. Too bad I couldn’t tell her about that. It would be nice to tell all of my worries to Roxanne.

“I’ve been worried about these things happening in town. Nothing has happened in two nights, but that just means they’ll strike again,” I hear my neighbor talking with my mom as we walk up to the house.

Roxanne also heard them and tells me, “I heard about that house that burned near here. What happened to the family during the fire?”

I open the back door and say as I walk in, “I heard that someone had to get the boy out of the house, but they’re safe. The person who saved that boy barely managed to get himself out. Why’d you want to know?”

“Oh, just wondering. I heard Wonona and Cellcy talking about it the other day.” Roxanne mumbles.

We go straight to my bedroom. My room is what you would call unique, original, and personalized. There isn’t a theme or any cute color coding going on. Just different, but that’s because I have made it that way.

The walls are a faint light blue and the carpet is an off-white color that almost has a creme hue to it. My bed has a zebra pattern comforter on it. I’ve had it since I was eleven, but I’m too stubborn to replace it because I can’t find any other bedspreads that are as soft as that one. Whenever I get tired of zebra stripes I’ll flip it over so that the black side shows. Right now neither the black side nor zebra print can be seen because I have a huge blanket spread over my bed. On the the thick blanket is a tiger laying in the jungle. 

I have a special taste. I have always loved animals, and that has been expressed by having many animalistic things in my room. A little fox figurine sits on my desk, and a wolf calendar hangs beside my door. A small leopard print rug lies at the entrance of my room. A five inch tall dragon stands on my dresser as if on special guard duty. Pictures of animals dot my walls in random places. A few mythical creatures can be spotted with them as well. 

Yeah, my room is not themed or a magazine-worthy work of art.

A television sits on top of my dresser drawer and my closet door is wide open. A pile of clothes lay at the foot of my bed. I have no idea if they’re clean or dirty. 

I turn the radio on, and then check my phone for any notifications. Roxanne sits on my bed and grabs one of the plush pillows.

“So… anything new about Diesel?” Roxanne gives me a sly smile.

Diesel? Oh, yeah! How in the world could I forget about the guy I’ve had a crush on for a whole year?

I reply slowly, “Actually… I haven’t thought about him lately.”

Roxanne stands up with a playful look, “That’s unbelievable.”

“I’ve been really busy lately. Seriously.” I place my phone down on my desk.

“Or did you find someone else who’s better?” Roxanne continues on.

I give her a shocked look. For a millisecond, the image of a black pegacorn flashes through my mind. I immediately push away that absurd thought. 

Roxanne shakes her head, “You like someone else now, don’t you? That’s a shocker. Who else would you like better than Diesel?”

I change the subject, “I’m hungry. You hungry? Let’s go get something to eat.”

I walk toward the kitchen. Roxanne continues to ask who this other person is. As I make us sandwiches, I continue to deny that I like someone.

She is telling the truth though. I do like someone, and that person is Walker. Whether I like to admit it or not, I have somehow unknowingly grown a liking toward the mysterious person known as Walker. I barely even know Walker and that isn’t good. All I know about him is that he is a mythical creature like me.

You don’t like him, Olivia. And that’s that! Growing feelings for someone you’ve only met twice is dumb and extremely dangerous. 

Roxanne eventually stops talking once I give her the sandwich I made. We go outside on the patio to eat. The lake is sparkling and a warm breeze blows across the yard.

“Hey, you said the other day that you’re family hadn’t been doing well. How’s that going?” I ask her once we’re finished eating the sandwiches.

She shrugs and a sullen look crosses over her face, “Not any better. Haven’t been sleeping well…”

I decide that maybe it’s best not to ask any further. I don’t want to invade her personal matters. Bringing back uncomfortable thoughts would be something I’d rather not be responsible for. I’m here to help distract Roxanne from thinking about everything going on in her family. It doesn’t matters if I do or do not know what those things are. I’m here for her and always will be. 

_____________________

We hang out for a few hours, and then we ride on the jet ski around the lake for a half hour. After that I take Roxanne back to her house. She thanks me for inviting her over, and then she jogs up the nicely mowed lawn of her house.

I whirl the jet ski around and speed back across the lake’s surface. Frothy water sprays behind me as I go faster. During this time I think back to our earlier conversation. I want to say that I don’t have feelings for Walker, but that would be a complete lie. Deep down, there is a tiny seed growing. Something, whatever it is, is attractive about Walker. He may be a pegacorn, but looks aren’t who you are. The person on the inside is who you really are.

I glide up to my family’s dock. The waves I make slosh again the rocks along the shore. I turn off the jet ski and climb off. All while pondering about how I think I have ‘feelings’. 

You’re crazy, Olivia. You are attracted to someone who won’t tell you their real name? For all you know he could be the creep who’s haunting this town.

Talking to myself helps me to push aside any thoughts about Walker. He is just an acquaintance. Nothing more. Nothing less.

______________________

It’s now nighttime. I’m currently sitting in the park in my griffin form. The same place I sat last night. 

Shadows are being cast over me. I’m nothing more than the dark side of a tree. 

I narrow my eyes as I wonder why Walker is late again. He could be having trouble trying to slip out of his house. Or maybe he’s just a naturally late person.

I walk out of hiding when I finally hear his wings flapping. His hooves slide on the dew covered grass as he comes in for a landing. Walker folds his midnight wings slowly as he flicks his long tail. The scent of fresh cut woods drifts towards me.

Before I can even speak, Walkers tells me, “Thea, I’m sorry, but I won’t be able to stay out tonight. I have school tomorrow.”

“I have school tomorrow too. So?” I ask him confused. 

He snorts, “I don’t have energy like you, remember?”

“Oh, yeah. You told me that last night.” I say recollecting the memory.

I quickly continue, “If you want to tell me that you’re busy or something you can just text me.”

“Give you my number?”

I smile, “Yeah, totally.”

This is another attempt at trying to figure out who Walker is. If I know his number then I can possibly figure out who he is.

He seems to think about this suggestion for a moment. The longer Walker hesitates, the more I’m sure that he’ll actually decide to tell me. My hopes rise… then sink.

“No, I just can’t.” He states bluntly with a stomp of his hoof.

My shoulders sag, “It’s a logical thing, Walker. What if one of us saw that guy doing those vandalisms happening? We could call each other if-”

“Thea, how are we supposed to carry a phone while being in this form? They’re left in our clothes when we change into our animal form.” 

“We can just change back to a human with a snap of your fingers… unless you don’t have fingers. You have hooves actually.” I stumble over my words. 

Walker sighs. He sounds tired, like really tired. I guess he didn’t catch up on his sleep that he missed out on last night. Poor guy. Too bad he doesn’t have the energy I have.

“Thea, can… we just talk about this tomorrow? With school and all in the morning, I just…” 

I nod my head, “Yeah, I understand. You’re not giving up on this mystery are you?” 

“No, no! I’m just exhausted.” Walker tells me with heavy wings hanging by his side.

A minute later he flies away, and I’m left alone in the dark, dreary park. I miss the presence of another person- that doesn’t mean I like Walker though. He is only an acquaintance, a friend. Nothing more.

The soft wind flows through the limbs in the trees here at the park. It’s generally dark and slivers of moonlight randomly peek out from behind the clouds. 

I’m still sitting there on the grass where Walker left me. And for the first time ever, I feel utterly alone. Of course, I’ve been out at night hundreds of times before now. So why do I feel like a person all by herself?

I turn and start walking back to my house. I don’t feel like patrolling the town for criminals. What’s the use of playing cop anyway? Walker and I are just weird mythical teenagers. What were we thinking we were going to do if we did catch the ‘bad guy’ anyway?

We should just give up on this crazy charade.

I don’t fly back to my house. Walker persuaded me to fly last night, but that was only because he wanted me to. Whether he knows it or not, I hate flying and it’s for a specific reason too. There is a special purpose behind my dislike of flight, and it’s not because I’m scared that humans will discover me while flying.

Slowly, I make my way through the woods that border the town. My feet take a step one after the other. My tail swishes back and forth in sync with my footsteps. A distant sound pricks my ears. My feathery ears involuntarily turn toward the the noise, but I don’t pay attention as I maneuver through the thick pines. 

Oh, wonder who’s out this late…

Wait. Who would be out this late?

A cold feeling flows through my veins as I begin running toward the repetitive sound. Somehow, I manage to not trip on my front eagle feet as I push myself to go faster. 

I jump out of the trees to see a scene that makes me frozen to the spot. My talons and claws sink into the dirt to keep me from running. I hesitantly open my wings incase I actually decide to resort to flying as an escape attempt. 

There right in front of my eyes are three men throwing gallons upon gallons of pure gasoline onto town hall. That isn’t the frightening part though.

The scary part is the fact that a police car has plowed into the concrete statue in the courtyard of town hall. The officer still inside the car, and also completely unconscious. None of the men are paying any attention to the wrecked vehicle. In fact, there is actually a figure standing beside the squad car with a rifle in his arms. 

The three men throwing gas on town hall are completely dressed in black. The man with the rifle also wears black, but he is taller and better built than the rest. The three throwing gasoline appear to be young adults according to the build of their bodies.

I’m frozen for a few seconds, but my senses come to me and I run back into the woods. Quickly, I shift into a human and pull my cellphone out of my pocket. My fingers shake uncontrollably as I peck at the numbers on the screen. I frequently tap on the wrong number. All I have to type in are the simple numbers known as 911, but even that is a challenge. My whole body shakes with nervousness.

Eventually, I get the right numbers. As soon as the lady answers the phone, I start rambling about what is happening.

“Slow down. It’s going to be alright. Take a breath and repeat.” The woman tells me calmly.

I swallow nervously and stutter, “Just get some police or the fire department to the town hall as soon as possible. They’re trying to burn it down, and there’s an injured police-”

“Okay, ma’am, I’m sending someone, but who are they and what are they trying to burn?” She asks me.

I don’t answer the nice lady. There’s no time to talk. I hang up knowing that help is on its way. That’s all I need to know. 

Shifting back to a griffin, I return to see if the town hall is up in flames yet.

 

Gladly, I see that the villains haven’t ignited any matches. Their faces are covered with black ski masks. If they hadn’t worn them, I may have been able to identify them.

The police officer in the car is still unconscious, but the man with the rifle has moved from his post. He instead stands with the other three men. A tiny light is glowing in one of the men’s hand. It’s not just a regular lighter, but the old silver type that you usually see in old movies.

The little flame wobbles back and forth as the man prepares to throw it at the wet, gasoline soaked steps of town hall. Except before throwing it, he hesitates and glances back at his comrades as if he’s unsure what to do.



The others stand still like they don’t want to be the ones to start the fire either, but this is good because it’s enough time for me build up my determination and cause a distraction.

Still hiding in the woods, I raise my head high and let loose a loud screech-like roar. Since I’m a griffin, I sound both like a bird and a lion.

This terrible sound makes two of the men take a step back and look in my direction. The rest pull out pistols from their belt. I can hear them speaking to each other, but I cannot discern what they are saying. 

I screech again when I see the lighter pulled out again. Within those few seconds, the distant sounds of sirens started screaming across town. 

“Come on! Let’s get outta here!” The man with the rifle shouts at his minions.

I want to chase them or slow them down as they pack up their supplies, but revealing myself seems way to risky right now. 

They snatch up there gear hastily and climb inside a dark van parked across the street. The tires squeal on the asphalt as they retreat in the opposite direction of the approaching police. 

When I see the oncoming red and blue lights, I also turn and flee. It wouldn’t be good to be seen as a griffin. 

Speaking of not being seen… Isn’t it weird that the men who are vandalizing happen to strike on the same night that Walker couldn’t come?

Walker said that he wanted to get some sleep before school tomorrow. It was also a very believable excuse. An excuse that I would not question. It had been a lie so that he could go destroy things with his buddies.

Felicity was right when she thought that Walker might actually be the culprit of these crimes!

Even though I’ve only known him for two days, I am instantly hurt when I think back to how I had grown to trust Walker. I actually put my reliance and faith in him. No wonder he wished to not reveal his true identity to me. It’s also a great thing that I did the same too.

Walker, whoever he is, will pay for manipulating me like an absent-minded child!


Classes

I sit in my first period class wondering why hydrogen liked to bond with fluorine, oxygen, and nitrogen. Chemistry is fun. Sometimes confusing though.

My head is leaning against my knuckles. A confounded look spread across my face.

Paying attention is hard when your furious at an alicorn. All you think about is pointing out how he’s the one who actually committed the crimes happening around town. I can’t wait to see the shocked look on Walker’s face when I tell him that I know he’s the manipulating enemy. 

“Olivia? Will it be soluble or insoluble?”

I’m jerked out of thought by the question, and I reply the first word I think of, insoluble. 

My Chemistry teacher nods and she continues, “That’s right. Now if you were to…”

I drift back into thought, but I force my mind to stay in class. One misunderstanding in Chemistry can cause me a world of confusion. 

Wonona, one of my three best friends, is sitting beside me. Roxanne and Cellcy are on the opposite side of the lab table. Cellcy is drawing flowers in her notebook. Roxanne is actually taking notes. Wonona and I just stare blankly at our teacher.

“Hey, did you finish that math homework?” Wonona whispers to me.

I shake my head, “I had two questions that I wanted to ask the teacher. Other than that I’m good.”

The minutes past by slowly, and the bell finally rings at 9:00. Classes change. Before my three best friends leave the room, I flag them down and ask them if they’d like to come over to my house on Friday night. They all reply saying that they can.

We then hurry to our lockers. I go on to my next class which is Pre-Calculus. On the way there I hear Dianna, the number one troublemaker in the school, talking with her friends. My advanced hearing picks up part of the conversation. Apparently, Diana is having another fall out with one of her friends. She’s complaining about how they are too bossy. And she’s not being nice about it either.

I can’t see how someone could talk so low about their friend. They’re either not a good friend or they should not be friends with that person. If your friend talks bad about other people, they will most definitely do the same to you behind your back.

Even in a small private school, there’s a healthy amount of drama going on. When everyone knows each other’s first and last name, it makes it so much easier to gossip about someone, because you know who they’re talking about. 

A small school is really convenient too. You can get extra time to ask a teacher to explain a concept. Since everyone knows each other by name, you can be a lot more social too. School spirit is also higher. Watching your friends and classmates play in the finals is so much better than watching a complete stranger play for your school.

Downsides are that it is harder to get away with random stuff. Who ripped the door off the bathroom stall? Someone will likely know who it is. 

By the way, I didn’t rip the door of the bathroom stall. It was Cellcy, but I’m definitely not going to tell on my friend.

My math class is interesting. Just kidding! I will never understand what cosecant is or how fast the the man can get thirty jobs done. 

Let’s skip the boring classes and move on to the more exciting part of my day…

Without humor, my day would be lifeless. Watching others joke around gives me a few laughs, but most of the time I’ll say something comical when I’m with my friends and that’ll give us a few minutes of happiness. 

Then there’s seeing my crush, Diesel, walk nonchalantly into the room. I had started to like Walker, but ever since last night that small liking toward him has turned to bitterness. Now I realize my mistake, and I ought to stay away from guys like Walker.

Sometimes just seeing your crush can cheer you up. That all deepens on how much you like them though. 

At times, I have wanted to go right up to Diesel and say, ‘I think you’re cute. What do you think about that?’

I have nothing to lose if I did do that… so why am I nervous about it?

Anyway, I am currently in P.E. which is my last class of the day.

I’m sorry about skipping almost my entire day of school, but that’s a normal day for me. Hear some rumors, laugh with friends, and I get to see my crush. That’s a basic human day for me.

My night adventures are way more exciting than my daytime classes, as you can tell.

Today in P.E. we’re doing laps around the field, and we’re also doing some pushups and sit-ups. I’m doing fabulous because running is my absolute best subject. Olivia Linn Davis, that’s me, has been the fastest runner at this school since… the first day of attendance. 

Everyone is lagging behind. No one is crowded tightly around me. I’m ahead of the slowpokes who are far behind me. 

Make that a correction. I’m going so fast that I’m actually back behind them now. 

I bypass the slow group and make the lap around them. My friends are gasping for breath, and I’m sailing along as if I’m flying. My eyes scan the soccer field’s perimeter. 

The security has been bumped up here at school. With all the robberies and vandalisms throughout town, it’s just not safe to have only one adult watching thirty teenagers during P.E.

There’s at least four other adults around the field’s perimeter. This morning I even saw a police ride slowly through the parking lot as if making sure everything was all right.

Actually, the whole town is on edge. Ever since they found out that town hall was threatened last night, all the citizens have acted more suspicious of each other. Nobody knows who these crooks are. It could be anyone. 

Too bad I know who one of them is. And that person is on my bad side now.

P.E. ends safely. Nothing bad happens and I didn’t expect it to either. The town has always been targeted by the criminals at night so why would they show themselves during the day? 

I walk back to the locker rooms. The remaining girls behind me are chugging down water and breathing heavily. I haven’t even broken a sweat. That’s why I’m trying to get back to the locker room before it starts smelling bad. 

Even a girls’ locker room can smell foul. It will be worse once they start spraying perfume. With my enhanced scent and the strong odors mixing together, I usually don’t cope well.

I quickly change back into my other pair of clothes and escape the locker room right before the rest of my high school friends pile in. 

Once free of the room, I return to my locker to grab my bookbag. A second later the bell rings, and the majority of the highschool spills into the hallways. 

I wind through the people as they flow around me. The crowd is bad. It’s just that everybody is taking different routes so it makes it more difficult to get to a destination. 

Since I mentioned the horrid scent of the locker room. I’ll briefly explained how an entire high school smells through a griffin’s nose.

The people in general usually have a strong cologne or perfume-like soapy smell about them, unless they’ve had P.E. recently. The walls of the school have a harsh plastic smell to them. The classrooms are very dry and bland to breath in. The floor… well…. they smell like shoes and dirt and germs and other stinky stuff. Don’t ask how I specifically know that. I’ve had a few encounters with the floor before.

There’s other smells on the air as well. Distinct things such as food, pets, leather, paper, and freshly cut wood-

Wait! Freshly cut wood?

I spin around and stare at the teens around me. A certain undeniable smell had hit me a moment ago and then it was gone. That smell has been engrained into my memory the first and last time I had encountered it. 

I try finding this scent, but I can’t walk around school looking like a full-fledged bloodhound. 

Freshly cut wood. It is the same scent that Walker always carries. 

I want to search for who owns this scent, but there is nothing I can do. Teenagers are coming and going. Any one of them could be a black alicorn in human form. 

Annoyed greatly, I turn sharply and walk through the glass doors at the school’s entrance. A temper flares under my skin. Walker, whoever he is, goes to school with me. It makes me want to shift right here and screech my fury at him.

Once I’m past the glass doors, I continue to the elementary building to pick up Felicity. As I walk, my eyes glance to the left. A stack of mulch is located near the parking lot which isn’t far from where I had exited the school seconds before. That hadn’t been there earlier. The school must’ve just bought them for the landscape work planned for next week. 

I must’ve smelled that. I didn’t actually smell Walker…

A sigh of relief escapes me.

At least that liar doesn’t go to school with me. I don’t know what I would’ve done if he did.

There is one certain thing on my mind. Tonight, I’m confronting Walker about his hypocritical ways. I still can’t believe he’s taking part in these raids on my hometown. 

The bitterness toward my ex-ally grows more by the hour.


Bitterness

I wait for Walker in the park like I do every night. It’s so much different tonight though, because I now know he has lied to me the entire time I’ve known him. 

Last night he claimed that he wanted to get some rest before school the next morning. I understood completely, and believed him too. Minutes later I witnessed the attempted destruction of town hall. Obviously, Walker shoved me off so that he could go play destruction with his corrupt buddies.

While I sit there under the tree, the distant flapping of wings becomes heard overhead. The moon is barely noticeable. It looks like a thin white glowing talon up in the dark midnight sky. 

The alicorn lands heavily in the grass a few yards away. The sharp scent of wood flows toward me. 

Walker knows I’m in the trees’ shadow, but luckily he hasn’t seen my dark expression. His black horn looks like polished obsidian. The two vampire-like fangs sticking out of his mouth make him look intimidating… and dangerous. My lion tail flicks from side to side as Walker finally starts toward me.

“Hey, what’s up, Thea?” The alicorn asks, happy to see me.

I’m glad you don’t know my real name. You aren’t worthy enough to have the privilege of speaking it.

I don’t answer his bright greeting. My bitterness boils underneath my pelt. He obviously senses that something is wrong.

The alicorn snorts, “You’re still mad about me not giving you my number? Really?”

I begin my planned assault.

“Oh, I know why you didn’t want me to have it,” I say coldly. 

I don’t let him answer as I continue, “But that’s okay. It makes sense. All the flawless manipulations. You had a well made web, Walker.”

I had trusted Walker even though I knew little about him. That betrayal had sent an icy dagger into my heart. At first, that dagger was painful, and then the cold stab turned into a frozen numbness. My pain quickly shifted into anger. Whenever hurt, I usually don’t stay focused on the things that have caused the hurt. But this is different. My pain has boiled into a writhing hate.

It’s a good thing that I’m not truly hurt often. Or else there would always be a dark griffin lurking in the shadows. 

Walker thinks over my words as if he’s confused by their meaning. A look of questioning crosses over his black alicorn face. 

He starts, “Thea. What are talking about?”

I scoff, “I am so glad I didn’t tell you my real name. You’re too low to have the privilege of knowing my real name.”

The insult hits home. A sharp intake of breath is all that is heard from Walker. He takes one step away and pulls his head back shocked. 

Now he’ll start to experience the hurt I felt myself. Unless, his black color reflects how he constantly feels. Dark. 

“What is this all about?” He says taken aback. 

The bitterness inside me comes out full force, “You lied to me. Manipulating me like I was a child. Telling me you wanted to catch some rest for school the next day. A few minutes later I find you and your friends trying to ignite town hall.”

“Huh?”

“Stop pretending like you don’t know! This charade is over, Walker! I thought that I had finally found someone who knew how I felt about being a mythical creature, but I have only found the complete opposite.”

Whatever emotions pent up inside him comes out when hearing my last words. A pained and furious, Walker confronts me now, “I can’t stand- No, I can’t comprehend how you have conjured up such accusations. After figuring out that neither one of us were doing the vandalisms, you still thoughtlessly accuse me.”

“I’m not accusing you. I’m voicing the truth. Lie all you want. You know who the guilty one is.” I taunt the alicorn. 

“How can you say that? You make no sense…”

Walker quickly continues without waiting for my answer, “Stay away from me, you selfish griffin. You only care about your own well being. It’s pathetic. You blame these vandalisms on me when you have little to no evidence. Jumping right on me at the slightest hint of suspicion. Just can’t wait to sink those talons into me at the slightest chance, can you?”

I hesitate. Deep inside my heart a tiny hole opens. The cause of the hole comes from doubt. Not doubt in Walker but…. in myself.

Could he be right? Was I that thoughtless to let myself think he was the one committing the crimes?

The alicorn, who I had previously felt bitter toward, turns and stomps away. A small pain blossoms in my chest. This isn’t a physical pain but an emotional pain.

I begin to chase after Walker. A random overwhelming urge to apologize takes over. Except I’m stopped short when Walker spins around toward me. 

“Don’t follow me. Don’t ever talk to me. Don’t come near me. Don’t think about me. Don’t do anything that pertains to me ever again.” He hisses at me with his white fangs appearing more terrifying by the second.

I now see the utter heartbreaking pain spread across him. It’s in his eyes, the way he stands, and the way he breaths. The broken spirit inside him can not be masked. The weight of my wrong decision suddenly hits me full force.

Walker whirls back around and leaves me standing in the park alone. The pounding of his hoofs slowly fades into the night. Reminding me that I had misjudged my former ally… and friend. 

Alone. A lost ally. No longer trusted by the only other known person who possesses my abilities.

How could I do this? What made me think it would be a good idea to do this? 

I could have taken this a different direction. Instead of accusing him carelessly, I could have tried to talk with him. Even negotiated with him if he really was involved.

My misunderstanding of Walker being a criminal has gone too far. I should have thought over the matter more. 

This is my fault. All my fault.

I’m going to follow Walker. I don’t expect him to ever forgive me though…

I run in the direction the alicorn fled moments ago. My front eagle feet trip me up. I persist myself to keep going nonetheless. There is an apology that needs to me voiced. It’s going to happen, but that doesn’t mean that Walker will forgive me in return. I won’t blame him if he holds a hatred toward me from now on.


Regret

I weave through many trees. Walker’s faint scent lingers in the air. There’s no need to track him though. I know exactly where he’s going.

I had once run into him while he was in his human form. Unfortunately, there had been a shadow cast across his face, and I was unable to see what he actually looked like. This all happened at the sawmill located near Lake Jah’s dam just a few days ago.

That’s also where he is headed to at this exact moment. 

____________________

Woods skirt around the property. I stay hidden behind a tree and gently peak around its gnarled bark. The shadowy sawmill lies across a dusty parking lot. The main building is located about one hundred fifty feet away from my location. 

A dark familiar figure steps out from the trees fifty feet from where I stand. His huge, black feathery wings extend from his smooth back. The polished horn on his forehead reflects the faint moonlight that lingers in the desolate lot.

A deep aching hurt hits me when I remember the false things I had accused him of earlier.

Walker slowly draws nearer to the mill, but hesitates momentarily. Slowly, the wings on his shoulders shrink at the same time the spiraled horn is decreasing. Hoofs become hands and feet. Clothes and tan human skin replace the black hair as it disappears.

The silvery white moonlight is immediately cast upon the human’s face. The face is of a person I’ve seen hundreds of times. 

No… it can’t be…

My eyes are glued to the teenager as he runs his fingers through his ruffled hair. Dark hair and light skin are cast in the moonlight. The person, who I recognized instantly, wears an expression I’ve never seen him with before. Hurt, betrayal, annoyance, anger… and defeat.

What have I done? 

I don’t stop myself as I step out of the concealment of the woods. The familiar teen doesn’t noticed me at first, but his sensitive hearing picks up my light footsteps.

As he turns toward me, his name spills from my beak, “Diesel?”

A different expression takes place on his face. Shock, surprise, disbelief, and then some apprehension.

“How do you know my name?” Diesel points a finger at me.

I can’t tell him. I just can’t…

My earlier accusations ruined our alliance. Just seeing my face is probably a disgrace to him. If he knows who I really am as a human that would only mark me worse. 

I don’t want to go to school tomorrow with him knowing who I am and what I did to him.

“I just happen to see you around town.” I lie to Diesel.

I still can’t believe that my crush is standing in front of me. Walker is Diesel. Diesel is Walker. I never saw this coming. No, I would have never guessed that Walker and Diesel might be the same person. 

Why did I accuse Walker- I mean Diesel- of doing the crimes? 

I’ve shot myself. That’s what! Good job, Olivia. You ruined a friendship and possibly a chance of knowing your crush too.

Diesel ignores the fact that I know his name and continues, “I told you to not follow me.”

“I’m sorry-”

“And you know that I didn’t want anyone to know who I am. So why not go ahead and tell me who you are, Thea.” Anger flows in his voice.

Walker, aka Diesel, used to say he never wanted to tell me who he was. I always assumed it was because he didn’t want to shame himself anymore than need be. Basically, being an alicorn was embarrassing to him and he would never share his real name with me, even if I possessed shifting abilities as well.

Now, I am in that same exact position too. Except, I have hurt him. And I don’t want that to affect me when I am in human form. I could just imagine my crush glaring daggers at me during class. 

The wings on my back tremble as I begin to stutter, “I can’t, Diesel.”

“Why? It’s not like you’re trying to hide your identity.” 

“I came here to apologize. I didn’t mean to see you shift or anything. There are some things I shouldn’t have thought about you, and you were right when you said that I was thoughtless and selfish. It was stupid of me, and I am sorry.” My words spill out like a flooding river.

“You expect me to trust you or something? To accept your apology? You won’t tell me who you are when you know me. You’re a griffin who only needs three hours of sleep. That’s all I know about you.” Diesel throws the insult at me. 

Before I can say anything. He stomps off toward the mill. At first, I stay put, but I urge myself to go after him. My front feet trip me as I attempt to keep up with his fast pace. 

Beside a work bench, a few axes are leaning against the sheet metal that lines the mill. A thin layer of wood chips are scattered around the locked entrance door. Diesel is currently passing by this area.

“Diesel, I’m sorry-” 

Without warning, Diesel grabs an axe and hurls it toward a tree growing thirty feet away. It flips through the air and lodges deep into the tree. A sickening thud is heard as the axe head is buried into the bark. Diesel’s inhuman strength comes out in a violent manner.

I step back fearfully, thinking that he might grab another axe and choose a living target. Diesel usually isn’t the type of person who gets mad. A calm composure and all smiles is the Diesel I’m acquainted with.

Diesel takes a few deep breaths and starts talking to me without turning around, “I’m not mad at you- I mean I was but… It’s just… all this.” He throws his hands up in the air as if signifying everything.

Diesel finally turns to me and says, “I hate being an alicorn. I’m scared that it’s changing me. In a bad way. Before you know it, I’ll be as dark as my coat. It has only brought trouble. Every day this secret has become harder to keep from my parents. Going to school knowing I’m a freak… I’ve been like this for almost three weeks now. I thought it would become easier, but each day brings more trouble.”

I settle down at his words. I knew he disliked being an alicorn, but I never thought he disowned it that bad. The negative things I said earlier probably made it even worse for him.

“Diesel, I’ve been this way since I was nine. I easily became used to it, but that’s probably because I didn’t have to worry about keeping it from my parents. It may not work out at first. Somehow, this is a gift and you’ll learn its meaning one day.” I reassure him.

He looks over at me. An expression of recognition crosses over his face. 

“Have you learned the meaning of your gift yet?” Is all he asks.

I sigh, uncertain. For years I pondered about why I was a griffin. Never knowing if it was a fluke or if I was just the only one to have it happen to me. 

“No… but if this gift will help me stop the people vandalizing my home town then that’s enough. I saved a life when I got that boy out of the burning house. If I became a griffin so I could save just one single life, then that’s enough for me.” I say without a doubt.

Diesel slowly walks to the tree and yanks out the axe. When he returns, he tells me sadly, “Thea, I don’t know how you can call it a gift. In my eyes I see this as a curse that has been set upon me.”

I shake my head at him. Was there a way I could change his mind?

Diesel places the axe back in its previous spot next to the rest of the wood cutting tools. 

He stutters, “I’m sorry about my attitude. I’m usually not like this. That’s why I think this whole alicorn deal is starting to change me… Can we just start over tomorrow night?”

“You’re not mad about what I said earlier?” I ask with rising hope.

He sends me a raised eyebrow, “Yeah, I’m still mad alright, but I’ll get over it. I can’t stay mad for long anyway.”

I’m way too happy about the last sentence he says. He’s still upset, but at least he won’t hate me like I was afraid he would be.

“Okay, see you tomorrow.” I say to him a little too excitedly.

Diesel seems surprised by this and just replies, “Yeah, sure. See you.”

Before I turn away, I happen to catch the slightest hint of a smile on his face.


Normality

I get ready for school faster than usual. The fact that Walker is actually Diesel still shocks me greatly. For some reason, I want to see him, but that would be dumb to say. Diesel doesn’t know that Thea is Olivia Davis. To him I’m just Thea the self centered griffin who he recently had an argument with and is now back on neutral ground with.

During the uneventful ride to school, Felicity seems more quiet than usual. Her usual tired morning attitude is replaced with a stiff nervousness.

“What’s wrong?” I suddenly ask her while worrying if I missed out on something important.

She shudders and says, “You know how Mom and Dad have figured out what day I might change into something like you? Well, that day is tomorrow or the day after that. I’m not sure which day though, but I…” She doesn’t finish.

“You’re scared.”

She nods, “I sort of want to be a mythical creature like you, but then again… I don’t.”

I roll into the parking lot at school and tell her, “I know exactly what you mean. Being a griffin isn’t all rainbows and butterflies. Sometimes it’s fun but it also comes with responsibility as well. You know that. Remember what happened a few years ago?”

Felicity remains silent. We both remember the horrible night of the nearly fatal accident. 

I push the dreadful memory out of my head. The accident had been my fault anyway. I’d rather not think of it though or explain to you what happened on that night so long ago. I might tell you about it one day, but not now.

I park my car. Then I turn off the motor. The radio which had been softly playing in the background goes quiet with the engine. For a few seconds, not a single sound can be heard. 

I place my hand on my sister’s small shoulder and reassure her, “Felicity, don’t dread this. If you become a mythical creature, it’s because you have a special destiny. That wouldn’t happen if you didn’t have the talent for it. You’re a strong person, Felicity. If you receive the ability it shows that you are going to do a lot in your lifetime.”

I’m very sure that most people don’t have conversations like this with their nine year old sister. But since I’m a part-time griffin, life can get pretty unusual.

We both grab our bookbags and get out of the car. I quickly lock the doors, and then we both walk down the short sidewalks that direct us toward the elementary and highschool buildings.

“Thanks for the encouragement, Olivia.” Felicity says to me before turning away and heading to her fourth grade class.

She shocks me all the time. My sister is only in fourth grade, but she is smart for her age. It’s possible that that is a trait of her mythical creature… if she does shift into one.

I know that I was a really fast runner even before I became a griffin. That was a trait I always possessed and it was probably some type of early sign showing what I would one day become. The downside is that I’m a horrible jogger when I am a griffin. Those crazy bird feet aren’t made for such foot action.

_____________________

Oh, look at that! We have a substitute today. 

I sit in my usual Chemistry spot. Except, most of the other teens choose different seats, because the substitute will have no idea what their real seating arrangement is. 

My eyes are pulled toward Diesel like a magnet. They land on him for a mere second, and then I advert my eyes hoping and wishing he hadn’t seen them on him. 

Roxanne sits down on the stool beside me. Apparently, she saw where I had previously glanced, and jabs me in the side with her elbow. I then start to jokingly complain to her about how her elbow caused me great pain.

Class starts soon afterwards. The whole time my mind is aware of Diesel.

Yes, I am stalking him, but I find it slightly comical. Diesel has no inkling of an idea that Thea, the griffin, is in the same room with him. 

I still can’t believe that my crush is actually the alicorn who I first confronted in the forest a few days ago.

Diana, the troublemaker, is passing notes back and forth with one of the other girls. She’s probably talking about some guy again. That’s all she ever speaks about.

I once found one of her notes on the floor. I regretted reading it too. Basically, it talked about how cute or hot some guy in our school was.

Diana will flirt with any and every boy around. It sometimes reaches a point to where it becomes frightening and ridiculous.

Throughout the day, Roxanne, Cellcy, and Wonona ask me about what we’ll be doing at my house Friday. If you forgot, I invited them over for a sleepover this upcoming Friday night.

My answer to them is that we’ll be watching a movie that recently came out on DVD, and we’ll probably do a bunch of random stuff along with that.

Each of my three best friends are different.

Cellcy and I first became friends because we happened to be reading the same book at the same time. Ever since that day of few years ago, we have shared and read each other’s book collection.

This Friday, I’ll probably be fangirling with Cellcy about the new book that was just published in our favorite series. She’s the type of girl who’s shy and timid when you first meet her. Once you get to know her, she’s the coolest person you could possibly know.

Wonona and I became friends because we just have a lot in common. We are both the oldest child in our family. We also share the same likes as well. Wonona loves mythical animals like I do, but she doesn’t know why I like mythical creatures specifically. At times she can be random. Whatever nerdy thought that pops into her mind will be spoken. Wonona is the sweetest looking girl you’ve ever seen, but to bother her or any of her friends is a death wish upon yourself.

One minute she’s smiling and telling you a random happy thought, the next she’s yelling at the person who just rammed into her. Wonona is loyal and bravely takes up for anyone she considers a friend.

Roxanne is a totally different story though. I’ve known her for more than ten years. We live right across the lake from each other. We both deeply enjoy our music. Roxanne is constantly listening to Twenty One Pilots or some other popular artists. I usually just rock out to the newest sounds on the radio. Roxanne and I both obsess over the same TV series. She will never regret the day I introduced The Flash to her. At times we can be complete opposites, but that can sometimes be the greatest thing to have in a friendship.

I trust my best friends like family, and there are times when I want to share my huge secret with them. There is no way to tell how they would react though. They’d either freak out, creep out, or be amazed. 

It’s probably best if their life doesn’t involve a griffin and her nighttime vigilante activities.

_____________________

(Later on, during the school day.) 

I head to my locker to grab the books I require for my next class. As usual, people don’t seem to realize that there’s plenty of hallway space to walk across. I have to slide against the wall grasping my previous class’s textbooks to my chest.

I manage to make it to the bottom of the stairwell with no further incidents.

Until, I walk threw the bottom stairway doors and plow right into a person. Two of my composition books slip out of my arms and skid across the linoleum floors. I don’t even know who I just ran into. I instead mumble a quick apology, and hurry toward my run-away books. 

I bend down to reach for one of the books, but a masculine voice intercedes saying, “Here, let me get that.”

My body tenses and goes stiff as Diesel bends over to grab my books. I watch him swiftly pick up the two composition notebooks and stack them atop each other. Then he hands them straight to me. 

I smile because… well… I’ve never had anyone pick up my clumsily dropped utensils. 

Diesel automatically smiles back, and I can clearly see that alicorn lying behind his eyes. 

“Thanks.” I tell him as I take the books from him.

He nods, but his eyes stay locked with mine for a single second. An expression of recognition faintly passes through his face, and just like that it’s gone. 

Oh, no. What if he realizes that I’m Thea, the griffin? Do my eyes have the same color when I’m in my other form? Do I carry a smell like how Diesel carries a woodsy scent? Do griffins have a smell? What do griffins smell like? Do I smell bad? 

My heartbeat settles when he just replies, “No problem.”

“Hey! Olive-oil, do remember what that Pre-Calculus quiz is about?” An obnoxious voice asks from behind me.

I turn to see Diana saunter up to me with a grin on her broad face. Her cute, slash totally not cute, nickname for me is ‘Olive-oil’. 

Her only reason for coming up to me is because she sees Diesel near me. She happens to be a ravenous flirt, and Diesel happens to be one of her latest targets.

I know she doesn’t really care about Pre-Calculus quizzes. It’s only an excuse to converse with me. The goal is either to get in a conversation with the guy behind me or to keep me from talking with the guy behind me. 

Nonetheless, I answer her politely, even though I catch her glance behind me. Once I’m finished, Diana slowly leaves. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I can still see Diesel standing there. It surprises me that he hasn’t left yet, especially since Diana dropped by. 

I turn back toward him, and remain silent.

Diesel hands me a folded piece of paper and he says, “I think this is your’s. It slid out of your notebook.”

I take the paper, unfold it, and look at it. My face turns pink as I stare at the sketch of the dragon which I had drawn a week ago. My admiration towards mythical creatures sometimes can’t be contained. Drawing fantastical beings such as griffins, dragons, phoenixes, and even alicorns and mermaids is a small pastime of mine.

Glancing back up at Diesel, my voice sounds small as I speak, “Yeah, this is mine.”

An all too familiar smile spreads across his face, “Well, it’s a really good drawing. You like dragons?”

I glanced down at the sketch once more than say, “Dragons are just one of my favorites.”

“That’s cool. Gotta go.” He gives me a small friendly wave and turns to the stairwell.

It’s funny. We both know each other, but Diesel doesn’t even know that we know one another. 

With everything that happened last night, I’d rather be known as the shy girl in highschool than the accusing griffin.


Height

Sitting alone in the quiet park is a griffin.

Yeah, that’s me. Waiting underneath the trees like I do almost every single night.

Last night I had been mad at Walker, but I returned home feeling bad about all the heartless things I had said to Diesel.

Tonight is different though. Hopefully, we can rebuild the bond that was broken between us. 

A few minutes later Walker, aka Diesel, lands a couple yards away. I happily greet him. 

“How’s it going?” I ask him with my unique griffin smile.

He sniffs the air and tells me nervously, “I think we need to start meeting at the sawmill instead. The park is too open and it can’t hide us.”

“Sure. That sounds like a better rendezvous place anyway.” I reply trying to keep the mood light.

“So what should we do first? We’re still trying to catch these bad guys, right? Or do you still think that I am one them?” Diesel asks me. 

I snort, “No, please. Just let that go.”

“I’ll let it go once you tell me who you are.” A smile slowly spreads across his dark face. 

I swish my lion tail and reply to him, “I’ll tell you when you let it go.”

Before he can say anything more, I quickly say, “Let’s head across town. I watched a bunch of people try to burn down town hall the other night. There’s more than one person doing all these things. Five people to be exact.”

He nods his head. The black mane that runs down the back of his neck flops back and forth as he nods. Then the jet black wings on his shoulders spread wide open.

“Come on. Let’s get going.” Diesel is about to turn away.

Shaking my head I speak nervously, “You keep a bird’s eye view. I’ll stay on the ground tonight.”

“Thea, why do you not like flying?” My alicorn friend asks me randomly.

“Huh? What makes you think that?” 

He stomps his hoof irritatedly, “When we flew together the other day you seemed reluctant and nervous. Plus, your flying wasn’t really steady. There was a stiffness in the way you flapped your wings, as if you rarely ever flew.”

My head lowers just slightly. A shameful feeling washes over me. Somehow Diesel had taken a good glance at me while we had been flying. What he says is true. It surprises me how he is able to guess these things. 

Yes, I rarely ever fly. Correction: I don’t fly, at all.

I turn away while mumbling, “We all have our problems.”

Diesel steps in front of me to block my path, “Then let’s confront this problem. Some of the things you told me last night got me thinking. We have too much talent to be afraid of our abilities.”

I shrug my shoulders, “This doesn’t have to do with talent or abilities.”

“Why are you afraid of flying? Why does it disturb you?” He interrogates me. 

“Because, I made a mistake one time. It happened while flying, and ever since then I’ve disowned anything that has to with those wings on my back.” I sigh heavily with a slight edge of annoyance toward my wings. 

“Let’s fix this. You were given wings for some reason. How can you hate something that’s part of you?” Diesel explains clearly.

“Hey, weren’t you the one who said you disliked being a mythical alicorn?”

He shakes his head, “Forget about that. Since last night, I’ve personally resolved that problem. Now, tell me why you don’t like flying.”

I wait a few seconds wondering whether or not to tell him the true reason. A shudder goes through me when I finally decide to tell him. Bringing up my reason always makes me uneasy. 

I begin with a small voice, “Three years ago, I was thirteen. My little sister was six at the time. She always knew what I was. She knew I could fly as well. The very thought of flight made her young imagination jealous. Constantly, she begged me to give her a small ride. Every time we spoke to each other she pleaded me to let her experience the sky.”

My eyes turn up to the dark sky as I continue, “My thirteen year old self eventually got tired of the nagging, and I agreed to let her ride on my back. When we went flying that night, my sister was so excited to be on my back. Her tiny body easily sat between my wings. At first she held on tight, but she eventually lost her fear and thought it was just like riding a pony. She had previously had her arms wrapped around my neck, but she thought it was okay to let go. Before I could react or tell her to not let go, she slid off my back.”

I can remember every detail. The weight on my back had disappeared and a child’s scream erupted beneath me. I dove downward as fast as my wings allowed me to go. My own hawk-like screams burst from my chest as I saw the ground a few hundred feet below. With each passing millisecond we plummeted even closer toward the ground. Fear for my sister’s life caused an extra burst of strength and adrenaline to surface. My talons reached out for her flailing arms.

I sigh as I tell Diesel the rest, “I caught my sister in time, but there wasn’t enough time for me to regain my balance. I held onto her tightly as we crashed through the trees. The countless limbs softened the impact some. When I hit the ground… I thought that my sister… was dead. She survived though, but her leg was broken. My wing ended up being broken as well, and ever since then my wing hasn’t operated in the same way. My little sister nearly died that night, because of my dumb decision.”

Diesel is quiet for a few seconds. The weight of the story still hangs heavily in the air.

“I’m sorry that happened.” He starts out slowly then continues, “But you shouldn’t hate flying. That’s not the cause of the accident. You’re sister was young, and didn’t realize that she should hold on. It’s called an accident because it’s not intended. Flying wasn’t the source of the accident.”

“It promoted it though.” I growl.

Diesel raises his head higher, “Did I make my point clear? Will you try overcoming this hate and fear toward flying?”

“Sure.” I roll my eyes.

“Please?” His black eyes lock with mine.

For a few mere seconds, I see past the alicorn and stare at the teenager behind those eyes. The boy who I had always wanted to be noticed by. I have finally received my wish. Diesel doesn’t see me as just a person, but as a friend now. Why else would he give me such encouragement?

I can’t hold back the warm fuzzy feeling inside me. The smile breaks forth across my face. The grin on my face then becomes mirrored on Diesel’s. 

We are now smiling at each other like crazy people. 

“Okay. Let’s get going, but give me a second to get up my morale.” I tell him with a slight nervous laugh.

____________________

A few minutes later, I’m in the sky. Cold wind sweeps around me as my feathery wings go upward and downward. Diesel is a few feet to my right. It’s hard to see him against the lightless sky.

Clouds have blocked out the starlight. The moon can barely be seen through the cloud cover. 

The wing that I broke three years ago fights against me. It’s stiff and uncoordinated. The valuable muscle memory has been lost over those three long years. 

Diesel suddenly shoots upward. I focus my eyes on him as I keep pumping my wings. I try gaining altitude as fast as he does, but it’s a futile struggle.

Then he starts doing twists and turns effortlessly. Tucking in his wings and diving, and then reopening his wings to fly upward once more. It surprises me how a horse could be so graceful in the air. 

Maybe when I get my muscular strength back up, I’ll be a great flyer like him.

After a few more acrobatic feats, Diesel returns to my side. He isn’t even out of breath.

“You’ve been an alicorn for less than a month. How come you fly like a pro?” I inquire Diesel.

A smile spreads across his face, and his fangs poke out from under his lip. The sudden sight of the long teeth makes me drop my smile.

“What? What is it?” A worried look replaces his former expression.

Before answering, I pause momentarily. The two teeth seem to have a deadly appearance to them. The white shows clearly against the dark black of his hair.

“Why do you have fangs?” The question escapes my mouth before I can stop myself.

For some reason, I expect an offended reaction and some angry glares, but Diesel constantly surprises me.

Instead, he starts laughing. Not a chuckle or a giggle or a snicker; no, it’s a full-out laugh.

Maybe when I opened up to him about my dislike to flying, he also unlocked the more easygoing side that I often see at school. 

After a long time of listening to his laughter, Diesel answers, “Out of all the questions, you ask that one?”

“Yeah. When I’m confused or curious, I usually ask questions, and so I decided to ask why-?”

I’m cut off abruptly by a shattering noise. I look down to see that we’re above town now. My sharp ears pick up the distant sound of breaking glass far below us. With my narrowing eyes, I glare at five figures dressed in dark clothes.

“Diesel, that’s them! Those are the same exact guys who tried burning town hall!” I point at the criminals.

Before he can reply, I tuck in my wings and dive straight down. A screech erupts from my beak as I descend rapidly. It starts out as an eagle’s scream and ends as a lion’s roar. 

The men stare up at the sky, but they probably see nothing. The street lights always cause a glare. All they see is a dark lightless sky. 

They quickly grab whatever tools they’ve brought and climb back into the same dark van they retreated into last time. One of them drops something without his knowledge. I don’t pay attention to it as I let loose another screech-roar. This only makes them hasten their fleeing.

I don’t blame them. I would be just as terrified if I heard a screeching roar that had no known source.

The memories of flying years ago involuntarily come back to mind. At the right moment, my wings spread open and act as a parachute to cushion my drop. 

The men’s van revs to life. It jerks and skids away. As I begin to glide down the street, my front talons reach out for the vehicle’s metal roof. They scrape and squeal against the dark painted metal.

What am I even trying to do? Pick up the van like Superman or something?

The van goes faster, and it rushes forward and out of reach. My wings pump faster so  that I can keep up.

Then my face suddenly slams into a hard object. The rest of my body’s momentum pushes me harder into the thing. A green light fills my vision and then the next thing I see is the asphalt. 

Shaking my head slowly, I look around to find myself lying in the middle of Main Street. 

Behind me horse hoofs clomp on the hard surface, the clatter comes straight toward me, and I turn in time to see my friend approaching me.

“Thea are you alright? What in the world were you thinking? Are you okay? You dropped down pretty hard.” Both concern and anger fills his voice.

A slow reply comes from me, “What happened?”

He raises an eyebrow, “You flew into a traffic light.”

My eyes flick upward to see the traffic light turn red. It hangs from a power line, and it still swings back and forth wildly. I growl irritatedly as I stand painfully. The fall, though I don’t remember it, had not been soft. An aching pain is spreading across my left side.

“Are you alright?” Diesel asks once more.

“Yes, I’m fine.” I mutter through a clenched beak.

The concern leaves him as he starts chastising me, “Thea, you could’ve been seen by a human. Why did you dive bomb them like that? We could’ve waited quietly and called the police. That was way too dangerous. Insane is what it was!”

“Chill out.” Is all I say.

He stomps his hoof with force, “You. Could have. Gotten hurt!”

My eyes settle on him. I can see the concern and fear underneath that toiling anger. 

Does he really care whether I get hurt or not? It was only yesternight when I accused him of doing the criminal acts. Why would he care if I, a selfish griffin he barely knows, got hurt in an accident?

I turn from him to look at the place where the men had been shattering glass. But as I stare down the street, my eyes widen at the scene. 

Every single window is broken. All the shops and stores are without glass. Only sparkling piles of clear crystals are all that are left of the once smooth glass display windows. 

Walking slowly down the center of the street, I stare at the wreckage. A few of the buildings were two stories tall. Somehow the men had broken those small upper level windows as well. Not a single pane of glass had been spared.

“These shop owners don’t have the money to buy more windows.” I tell Diesel in a saddened tone.

He sighs from behind me, “Some of them will have to close down. Their insurance may be able to pay for some of it, but not everyone has good insurance either.” 

“Why are those men doing this?” I growl with fury rising in my voice. 

Diesel is quiet. Neither does he know the answers to the questions I’ve been dying to know. 

My feet take me back to the place where the men had been before I came onto the scene. Diesel’s hoofs are clomping behind me.

A small folded note lies on the asphalt. The breeze tugs at its corners greedily. My talons reach out for it.

As I open it, I tell Diesel, “I saw one of them drop this earlier.”

Neat handwriting is on the paper. It’s in pencil too. On several lines is what looks to be random notes. 

I read it out loud to Diesel, “Four crowbars. Five pairs of gloves. One sledgehammer. One can of red paint…”

I stay silent then say out loud, “Why did they need red paint?”

From behind me, Diesel’s voice replies, “I think I know why.”

I swivel around to see huge red letters painted across the store that lays across the street. 

In red dripping letters are the words: This is only the beginning.

The rest of the blood colored paint had been poured on the sidewalk in front of the store. Shattered glass mixes with the thick, scarlet liquid.

Anger seeps into my voice, “This is only the beginning? Haven’t they done enough already? Burning houses, wrecking cars, cutting down power poles, stealing guns, another attempt at arson, and then this!”

“What do they think they’ll accomplish by these acts? Is this supposed to be a corrupt pastime?” Diesel’s voice now has my own tone.

I scatter some broken glass with a kick of my eagle foot, “What makes me even more mad is that the police aren’t even here yet.”

The note remains in my left hand. I read the writing again, and the feeling of recognition enters my subconscious. 

Have I seen this handwriting before? It looks so familiar.

I stare up at the red threat on the store in front of me.

“Diesel, we have to stop these people before someone gets killed.”


Safety

I reread the note for the millionth time. Then I tuck it back behind the loose panel in my closet.

Why does this writing look so familiar? 

When the note is well hidden, I close my closet door, and return to cleaning the house. 

The criminal had dropped the note during last night’s raid. It is a clue. So far it hasn’t helped at all. 

But the ‘crime fighting griffin’ half of my life is for nighttime only. Right now, I need to help clean my house. I’m still a highschool teen. I’ve got a normal human life to live.

My three friends, Cellcy, Wonona, and Roxanne, will be coming over on Friday. Today is Wednesday. The house is in dire need of tidying up. Especially my room.

That reminds me. I’ll have to let Diesel know that I won’t be able to come out on Friday night.

I wouldn’t want Diesel to be waiting for me not knowing that I wouldn’t be arriving. That would be so mean to just let him think that I’d be coming that night. 

I know that finding these criminals is so important. We have a three day weekend coming up. Thanks to Memorial Day. Maybe we will stop these people once and for all.

Cleaning my house doesn’t take too long, and I’m able to quickly return to my pastime. It’s currently five thirty, and all of my homework is finished. My parents will be home in a few minutes.

The house is uneasily quiet. Usually, there’s a low murmur of noise drifting in from the living room. It’s normally around this time of the day when Felicity watches TV.  If she’s isn’t watching TV, she’s either listening to music or talking with a friend on the phone.

I decide to go on a hunt for my sister. 

Tiptoeing out of my room, I go into the living room, dining room, and even the bathroom. Lastly, I check her bedroom, and I’m surprised to see that she’s sitting on her bed. The curtains are closed. The lights are off. The only light in her room is from the blue analog clock beside her bed. 

“Felicity, what’s wrong?” I proceed into her room.

A sudden special concern fills me. A type of emotion that only siblings can have. You want to protect them, and make sure they don’t get beat up by the bad kid in school. There’s a certain instinct built in me that wants to take care of her when times are tough.

Felicity stays silent as I sit on the edge of the bed next to her. I put my arm around her. She continues to not acknowledge my presence.

Yesterday, we had a conversation about how she might become like me within a day or two. Apparently, this fact still bothered her.

I sigh and pull her closer to me, “Felicity, no matter what happens, you’ll still be my sister. If you become something like me then great. If you don’t that’s also great. Either way, it’s not going to be the end of the world. It doesn’t matter if you are one thing or another.”

My sister finally turns to look up at me. Her eyes say it all. Beaten down and in need of some assurance or encouragement. 

I know that she has always wanted to be like me, but I also know that she just wants to be a normal girl.

She needs something to keep her mind off this. Anything will help.

Starting out slowly, I tell her, “I bet you won’t guess what happened the other night.”

“What?” Felicity asks halfheartedly. 

A smile spreads across my face, “I found out who the alicorn is.”

Her eyes widen at this news, “And you didn’t tell me this?!”

I shrug while smiling, “I had to find the right time to tell you.”

Putting her hand on my shoulder, Felicity asks seriously, “Who is the alicorn?”

I could tell that she was dying to know.

“He’s someone who goes to our school.”

“No way.” She says excitedly. 

“Yes, it’s true. You know who Diesel is right?” I ask her.

“Yeah, I see him around school and you sort of mention him sometimes.” Felicity giggles. 

“What? I do-? Anyway, Diesel is the alicorn.” I state.

Unbelievable shock crosses her face, “Seriously? Like no joke?”

“No, joke. I can’t believe-” 

The front door clicks open. I immediately hear both of my parents walk in, talking. 

Felicity turns to me, “Please, don’t tell Mom and Dad about the whole ‘possibly-going-to-be-a-mythical-creature talk’ we had the other day.”

I point a finger at her and smile, “Ditto.”

We then go say hi to our parents who have brought food for us. Felicity grabs the first thing she sees and starts devouring it. I’m slower at this task. 

“Olivia, you need to stay at home tonight.” Dad tells me as he puts the eggs in the fridge.

I choke on the drink I had been gulping down, “What? Why?”

Dad continues as if I had not nearly drowned on soda, “Haven’t you heard yet? The windows along Main Street last night were busted out. The people who did it also left behind a threat saying they’d return. Your mom and I think that it’s best for you to stay here for a few nights.”

A cold fear runs through me. Diesel and I are so close to stopping these guys. Plus, if I don’t show up to meet Diesel, it’ll break down whatever bond we have built back up so far.

“Mom, Dad, please. I rarely ever go into town, you know that. I’ll stay near the old quarry where no one ever goes. That’s the most secluded place in town. The road isn’t even in existence any more. It takes a long time for people to hike there too.”

The first few years I was a griffin, I would venture around the old quarry which is north of both the town of Mellark and Lake Jah. It rests in the side of a hill. Red mud and loose rocks lay everywhere. It’s grown up with trees and saplings. No one ever goes there and it’s hard to get to. If people do go there, it’s usually just because they want to say they’ve accomplished the trek. Old stories and tales say that it’s haunted by the ghost of a man who died in a rockfall there at the quarry. Whether that is true or just a made up story is still unknown to this day. 

My parents think on my argument for a minute. They remain quiet as they ponder this over in their minds.

Finally, Mom and Dad exchange a glance, and then Mom says with a sigh, “Stay away from any roads. Stay away from any lights. Stay away from any people. Stay in the woods.”

Those words had been repeated to me hundreds of times, but I also break them more often than safety permits.

I nod and promise my parents that I’ll stay out of trouble. I promise, but that doesn’t mean I can prevent it though.

Staying out of trouble can’t be avoided when their half-griffin daughter is secretly looking for criminals, meeting with an alicorn, and flying into traffic lights.

By the way, I’m still slightly sore from that unfortunate situation.


Night

My landing is horribly bad. I touch the ground with my back lion feet, bounce twice, cut a flip, slide across the ground, and then finally open my tightly shut eyes. When I open them again, I see two black hooves standing inches from my beak. A sudden urge to snap at them takes over, but I hold back my way of unleashing my embarrassment.

“Last night you flew into a traffic light. If you keep landing like this, you’ll kill yourself.” Diesel snorts jokingly. 

I stand and shake the dirt from my rusty feathers and tan fur. Then I survey the area.

Diesel told me last night that it would be better to meet here, the sawmill, because it was safer. The mill smelled like fresh cut wood, chainsaw oil, and rubber tires. The small office building that lay near the main working building has a light on inside it.

“How is this safer than the park, Diesel? Almost every time I come here there’s a light on inside that office place.” I say confused while looking at the small structure.

His velvety wings rustle as he replies, “We always keep that light on so burglars will think that someone is here.” 

“Huh? We? I always knew you had some connection with this place, but what exactly is that connection?” My question voices itself out loud.

He paws the ground, “My dad owns this mill.” 

“Oh. Well, that explains the smell.” I mumble.

He looks back towards me, “Smell?”

I shrug my shoulders, “You always smell like wood. It’s sort of how I figured out who you were- Okay, I need to shut up now.”

Somehow I have perked up his curiosity, “Really? It still surprises me that you know who I am as a human, but you haven’t told me who you are yet. Surely, I would recognize you if you were to shift.”

Now he’s trying to find out who I am. It was only a few days ago when I attempted to do the same thing with him. 

Ignoring his statement I tell him, “We’re wasting time.”

I turn on my heels and jump off the ground. Catching air with my wings, I struggle to rise higher. The higher I go the easier it becomes to fly. 

A few seconds later I look to my left to see Diesel flying effortlessly. His midnight wings are spread out like an eagle’s. The huge feathers ruffle and dance on the wind. The black mane along the back of his neck blows in the wind.

Straight below us is the lake. Its wide flat surface is spread out like a dark carpet. Lights from various houses around the lake glimmer in the darkness. I know exactly which one is mine and which one is Roxanne’s.

That reminds me…

“Hey, Diesel?”

“Yeah.”

“I won’t be able to meet you on Friday night. I’m sorry. We’ve been working so hard to stop these criminals. Would it bother you if I skipped Friday night?” I ask warily.

I don’t know why I should be asking him if it’s okay. But ever since I made that mistake thinking he was one of the criminals, I have been careful about what I say.

Looking at me, Diesel replies, “It’s no problem. I… was actually going to ask you the same question, but instead of Friday night I was going to say Thursday night, which is tomorrow.” 

“Oh… okay. We won’t get to see each other till Saturday.” I mumble this out loud without thinking.

Seeming surprised, Diesel prods, “You said that as if you would miss me.” 

Once he speaks those words, I finally admit the obvious to myself. Yes, I have feelings toward 

Explaining this concept to you is too awkward. Why is my life so weird?

I once liked Diesel, the human. Then I met a pegacorn/alicorn. I started liking Walker more than the guy I had had a crush on for over a year. One night, I assumed that Walker was one of the men attempting to burn down Town Hall. Then I find out that the two people who I liked were actually the same person. 

So now that I have felt these ‘feelings‘ once more. One question stands in my mind. Do I like Diesel because of the human side of him or the mythical side?

Talking about feelings makes this sound like I’m writing a romance novel. Let’s move on to better things… 

I don’t reply Diesel’s words for a while. I finally let them drop when I continue on a different topic.

“So why do you have to skip tomorrow?” I randomly ask. 

He snorts, “My parents are saying that I need more sleep. They think I’m staying up late on my phone too long.”

I guess that means he hasn’t told his parents about his huge secret yet.

“What’s your reason for skipping out on Friday?” Diesel continues on.

Stuttering, I lower my head, “I invited some friends over. If I didn’t come up with some normal activity, my parents would have suspected that something was up, because I do something with them about every week or two. I almost wasn’t aloud to come out tonight. They think those crooks are getting too dangerous.”

He sighs, “At least your parents know. They understand. You’ve been a griffin for so long. My parents would freak out if they knew about… this.”

The town is beneath us by now. Not a single sound can be heard. No traffic or movement can be spotted. 

Diesel starts once again, “Before I met you, I felt so odd and well…”

“Alone?” My heartbeat quickens. 

“Yeah, but now I know that I’m not the only one. Thea, what if we aren’t the only half human, half mythical creatures?”

“Could be true. I do wonder about that sometimes.” I say nodding as I think back to all those times I had day dreamed about such possibilities.

Diesel being an alicorn proves that I am not the only half human creature. There could be countless possibilities; dragons, hippocampus, phoenixes, kelpies, mermaids, basilisks, kitsunes, and more. 

My mind is diverted from its thoughts as I scan the town for any suspicious activity. Diesel and I separate to look over different sections of town. After twenty minutes we meet back up. Our results are the same; all is quiet, nothing bad happening. 

“They don’t seem to strike every night. I guess so that no one will guess when their next move will be. There were more police patrolling the roads tonight though.” Diesel points out as we land near a secluded shore by the lake. 

My landing is still rough, but at least it’s not as bad as earlier. The ground on this side of the lake is soft and full of green life. Moss covers the soil from the trees all the way down to where the lake touches the land. Long weeds lazily float in the water. An earthy smell mixes with that of damp lake water. Not a single house or street light can be seen from our location. Faint streams of moonlight filter in through dense cloud cover. Crickets and other insects are singing in the woods behind us. We’re currently facing the lake that is spread out in front of us.

Any lingering thoughts of our slow, unimpressive investigation leaves my mind.

Moments all alone like this is what I always long for. Night with its peaceful serenity and dark demeanor. No rush, no worry, no burden. 

Everything is different out here in the woods at night. Nocturnal animals are the rulers, not humans. There’s no hum of machinery or growl of car engines. Only the whispering breeze in the pines, the gentle lap of lake waves, the singing of insects and nighttime birds, and a restful state that hangs in the atmosphere. 

I can tell that Diesel doesn’t want to break the perfect silence. Neither do I. 

The night is beautiful, but it can also be just as scary. Predators prowl through the underground and soar silently in the sky. Disturbing noises, yelps, screeches, howls, and creaking can be heard when least expected. Shadows can create your imagination’s worst fear. Cold feelings overtake your senses uncontrollably. Uneasiness is a hard foe to fight against. 

Yes, the night is both beautiful and scary.

After what feels like hours, but actually just ten minutes, I turn to look at Diesel who is staring out across the lake surface. His fangs are poking out beneath his lip. The two huge black wings on his shoulders are slightly spread open. Every single aspect about him easily keeps him camouflaged during the night.

Diesel notices me looking his way, and I immediately swivel my head in the opposite direction. My face would be blushing right now if I was in human form. 

“It’s getting late.” I say before Diesel can start speaking. 

He snorts as if he wants to object, but replies, “Yeah, I ought to get back so I can catch some sleep.”

I turn away to prepare myself for take-off, and pause instead. There is something I want to say to Diesel. Should I just tell him or let it go? An internal argument starts and I eventually make a decision.

Going back to the pegacorn who has noticed my flight delay, I slowly start out, “Diesel… I never thanked you.”

He tilts his head confused. The three foot spiraled horn moves with the gesture. 

“Thank me for what, Thea?”

“For helping me overcome my dislike toward flying. I won’t ever forget that.” 

“Oh, it was nothing.” Diesel nonchalantly shrugs his wings, but I can tell that it means a lot to him.

He acts like the comment is nothing, but I see that unmistakable sparkle in his eyes. The way Diesel holds his posture says it all. 

I smile and ask, “See you Saturday night?”

Nodding, Diesel answers with a smile as well, “I’ll see you then, Thea.”


Friends

Wonona, what are you talking about this time?

My friend is currently leaning against the wall wondering what the answer is to another one of her random fact.

“How long will it take a bridge that is made entirely of ice and a hundred miles thick and a hundred miles wide to melt if it extends from the earth to the sun?” Wonona ponders out loud as she gazes off into space. 

Cellcy, Roxanne, and I just stare at her as if she’s completely lost it.

It’s now Friday evening. We’re hanging out in my room at the moment. My three friends’ overnight bags are piled in the corner of my room. Music is softly playing in the background. Roxanne has chosen tonight’s playlist which mostly consists of her favorite bands and personal favorites.  

I need to do something fast. I think they’re getting bored.

I jump off the bed and announce, “Okay. Let’s go outside. Especially you, Wonona. You are in need of fresh air. You’ve been working in school too much.” 

A minute later we’re walking along the lakeshore. It’s warm and the setting sun is hiding behind the trees. Only yellow and orangish light filters across the sky. Faint shadows are just beginning to grow. The scent of charcoal is coming from my neighbor’s yard. Boats are skidding across the lake having a big time.

Of course everyone is in a good mood. The locals are carefree since this weekend in particular is an extended one. Monday is Memorial Day. Meaning it’s a three day weekend.

“Hey, we have only four more days of school.” Cellcy tells us happily as she attempts to skip a rock. It skips twice then disappears under the water.

“Huh? Really?” I ask.

Her statement has caught me off guard. Are there really just a few more days of school left until summer break? 

All that has happened recently must have distracted me from this exciting fact. Meeting a unicorn slash pegasus and running into late night criminals has kept most of my attention lately. 

The three of my friends continue to talk as I look across the vast expanse of water. My mind drifts to Diesel. 

Last night, which was Thursday night, had been so lonely without him there. For nine years, I have been alone every single night. No friend, no person who shares my secret, no one who understands. No one. 

It never bothered me either. I held myself high knowing that I had an amazing secret. Being alone was something I had become used to over the long years. A loner was a thing I accustomed myself with. Slithering around my neighborhood, scaring my neighbors’ dogs, and exploring the woods was always a thing I did alone. Having someone join me in such activities never occurred to me. I thought that I was the only freak of nature.

Things… have changed now. Being alone in the night is different. There’s no one there to speak to or understand how you feel about having a weird mythical side.

Diesel and I are a team. A team can’t be just one person alone.

Fortunately, nothing bad happened last night so I didn’t need any back-up. Hopefully, Diesel, who would be in the same boat tonight, would have the same luck. No trouble, no hassle. 

My friends and I continue to walk  along the lake, and then we return to my house to have a supper that completely consists of junk food. Once done with that, I entertain them with movies. Most of my movies are action, adventure, or the latest superhero films. 

During the movie, Felicity joins us. Sympathy settles over me when I watch her sit in the comforter that’s facing the television. 

Whenever she invites friends over, I usually spend the night at one of my friend’s houses so that I don’t invade their sleepover. The same goes for when I invite friends over. Felicity had been looking forward to going to her friend’s for the night, but my parents objected to this.

You’re probably wanting to know why, right?

It was only a few days ago when she reached the time period where my parents thought she might become something like I am. We waited and waited, but she didn’t shift, morph, or turn into any mythical creature. Ever since then, my parents have kept a close eye on her in case this ‘change‘ occurs. That’s why they said no to her when she wanted to go to a friend’s house tonight. They don’t want Felicity to wake up at someone else’s house as a mythical creature or something. 

Until my parents feel assured that she isn’t going to change, Felicity will be staying here at the house.

At eleven o’clock, Felicity goes to bed as the movie ends. I’m about to pop another DVD in, but I glance over to see Wonona on the verge of sleep.

“Wake up!” I tell her from where I stand, not caring if my action is rude or not. 

“Where- wha?” She opens her eyes groggily. 

Cellcy and Roxanne start giggling at their fellow friend. I quickly go into the kitchen and open the cabinet. I then grab a special drink that I have saved for occasions such as this. Of course, it’s a type of drink that I have no need for. 

I return to the living room and pop the tall can. Then I hand the energy drink to my half asleep friends. Without thinking she takes the can with both hands and drinks it with no questions at to what it is. 

The drink’s can has a green M set against a pitch black background. It tilts sideways as she gulps it down thirstily. 

I’m awake for twenty-one hours every day. There’s no need for an energy drink when I’m the fastest student in my school and a very active morning person. 

Within ten minutes, Wonona is more than awake. She’s playing on my Wii and acing ever single dance move on the game. 

“Maybe… you shouldn’t have given her that energy drink.” Cellcy mummers as she watches her friend start another dance song.

Roxanne who has been watching in stunned silence whispers, “Poor girl is going to be so tired tomorrow morning.”

Wonona continues to do this for an hour and a half. The remaining three of us talk as we watch her entertain us. Eventually, Cellcy is persuaded into joining Wonona in a dance battle. 

I sit next to Roxanne, and take the advantage to talk to her.

“You said the other day that your parents are having a rough time with their new jobs. How is that going?” I ask timidly. 

Sighing deeply, Roxanne replies in a low voice, “It’s somewhat better. Hopefully, it will lighten up soon. You know how new jobs are. Once you get the hang of it, there’s no problem to it.”

Silence hangs between us for a minute as we watch our two energy-filled friends dance battle with each other. 

I want to know what type of job Roxanne’s parents have applied for. But prying for answers and asking personal questions of a friend isn’t in my nature. If she wishes to share details, that’s fine, but I’m not going to be nosy about this matter.

After our short silence, Roxanne starts the conversation back up, “How’s it going with Diesel?”

For a second, I’m caught off guard. The first thing that pops into my mind is that she has figured out that I’m hanging out with Diesel at night. 

Roxanne knows that I’ve had a crush on him for a long time. Obviously, she’d want a slice of the what has happened recently.

“I still like him.. Wait, I didn’t tell you what happened the other day! You wouldn’t believe it.” I then continue to explain how I had bumped into Diesel the other day, and I go on to tell her about how he had picked up my books after I had dropped them.

I make sure not to leave out the part where Diana attempted to get involved.

“Oh, that girl needs to just stop trying to squeeze in between everything.” Roxanne tells me as I finish my story. 

Diana is known to get involved in other people’s relationships in order to grab a guy’s attention. I’ve even seen her get a boy in trouble just so that he would notice her. 

Stuff like that is looked down upon by most of the students in my small highschool. 

Our conversation shifts to a different topic. Then it goes to another topic and then an even different topic. Eventually, we get to a point where I start wondering how we got to that certain subject. 

Somehow the conversation started with us talking about Diana, but it ends with us talking about how we both easily lose out cellphones between the driver’s seat and the armrest of our cars. 

By the end of our little chat, Cellcy and Wonona are tired. Somehow Wonona has burned through the massive amount of energy she consumed hours ago. 

She wearily wanders into my room and that’s the last time I would see her until the next morning. Cellcy stays up with Roxanne and I for another two hours. Half of the stuff  we talk about either isn’t important or it results in us laughing uncontrollably. 

At three a.m. we start eating snacks, and shortly afterwards we lose Cellcy. Curled up on the recliner, she falls asleep with a thick blanket wrapped around her.

Roxanne and I continue to stay up and talk. Besides myself, she’s always the one who stays up the longest. She’ll fight in order to be awake for every second of the party. Nothing can keep her from missing out on any interesting gossip or from finding out a crazy new fact about a friend. 

Truthfully, out of my three best friends, Roxanne is the closest to me. We’ve shared secrets that even our parents are unaware of. Whenever we need each other, we just hop on a jet ski and go to the other’s house.

For the ten years we’ve known each other, both of us have always had each other’s back. Every important event in our life, whether it involves tears, laughter, pain, fear, or joy. We have been there for one another. Without Roxanne or any of my friends I would not be the person I am now. 

Finally, at 4:30 we reach a point where we both desire sleep. Usually, I go to sleep at four and wake at seven. That’s a grand total of three beautiful hours of sleep. 

Of course, I could stay up much longer than that, but I’d rather not push my luck. Every single creature needs sleep and rest. 

Including half-human teenage griffins.


Uncertain

Bright white light shines through the curtains. It blinds me as I open my eyelids. My head lifts up and I look around myself.

Cellcy is still asleep on the recliner, and Roxanne is sleeping restfully on the hard floor. I have no idea how or when she got down there. Most of last night’s activities are clouded by sleep. 

The round clock on the wall tells me that it’s fifteen minutes after seven. I slowly stand and stiffly walk to the kitchen to find my mom beginning to make breakfast. 

“Did everyone have a good time last night?” She asks brightly.

It takes only a few seconds for my morning personality to kick in. 

“Yeah, we did. I don’t think the others will wake up for another hour or more though.” I reply as I watch her lay more bacon on the frying pan. 

Ten minutes later, I’m going around to each of my friends commanding them to wake up. Sometimes I jerk the covers off them in order to rouse them back into consciousness. 

“Wake up, Cellcy. Wake up, Roxanne.” I say loudly having no remorse for them. 

Then I walk to my room. Wonona is in a tight ball on my bed. The covers are waded up around her sleeping form. 

“Wake up!” I open the curtains to let more blinding sunlight come in. 

Mumbling, my friend complains, “Go away morning person. Go away.”

The smell of food is what finally makes my friends get up. Within twenty minutes they’re all standing in the kitchen waiting to eat. 

Once we finish breakfast, I pick up any trash leftover from last night’s craziness. Then I help my friends pack up their things. 

At nine o’clock I drive my friends back to each of their houses. They all have things they need to do today. That’s why I’m dropping them off so early.

Cellcy lives the farthest away, and Wonona is only a few miles from my house. Roxanne lives the closest to me, because she lives just across the lake from my house. Sadly, the drive around the huge lake takes more than a few minutes.

It’s ten o’clock when I finally get home. Driving my friends took longer than I had expected. 

I put my Camry into park then pull the key out of the ignition. Before I can open the car door, Felicity is bouncing out of the house excitedly. 

I just now realized that I haven’t seen her all morning.

A dumbfounded look must be on my face, because she frowns, “We do this every weekend. How could you forget?”

I roll my eyes, and get out of the car. Every weekend I do something with my little sister. Last weekend it was mostly fishing and riding bikes. 

A lot has happened since then. Things such as finding out your crush is a pegacorn and searching for the local troublemakers. 

But I don’t complain when Felicity hands me a list of all the things she has planned out for us to do. Since she had been denied to spend the night at a friend’s house, I decide to go easy on her today. 

By five o’clock, Felicity finally gets tired and decides to go play a video game. I had made sure that I wore her out by doing the most active things on her list. 

I walk back into my room for the first time since this morning. It’s a little bedraggled from last night. Random candy wrappers and someone’s forgotten clothes are strewn across the floor.

Walking by my desk, I see a yellow sticky note stuck down to its flat surface. I pull it off the desk and read it.

Thanks for inviting me over, Olivia. Had a great time! ~Roxanne

I smile at the note. Usually, Roxanne leaves a short little note like this whenever she spends the night. It’s her way of showing her appreciation. 

I stick it on the wall for no particular reason other than that it is sticky. Involuntarily, I reread the note as I stand there with my arms crossed happily. The round smooth shape of Roxanne’s handwriting has always made me jealous.

Wait, roundish writing?

My right arm shoots out and rips the yellow paper off the wall. Inspecting it closer, I notice the smooth arcs of each letter. My stomach drops suddenly.

No, no, no, no, no!

I stare at the paper harder. Then without looking I walk to my closest. I quickly pull out the piece of paper that I found a few nights ago when the criminals had busted out all the windows. 

Comparing the two handwritings of the notes, my stomach drops lower. They are exactly the same! Each letter is similar to the one on the other note Roxanne left for me. Each consonant and vowel are mirror images. No difference between each other at all.

They’re the same. How could-? It can’t be true! Impossible! I know Roxanne. She couldn’t be one of those criminals. No way. She’s not like that. Roxanne has been my friend for a decade. It’s not in her nature to keep a secret. That means this can’t be true.

No matter how I put it. I can’t even prove to myself that my own friend might not be one of the people who has been vandalizing my town. Roxanne has never kept a secret between us, but she isn’t the only who has kept secrets either. 

The fact that I have concealed my griffin side for so long proves that anyone else can keep huge secrets as well. 

The evidence that I hold in my hands proves plain and clear that my friend, my best friend is one of crooks who has been torturing my town.

Roxanne is sweet, not a midnight maniac. But… these two notes show that my friend isn’t who she says she is. 

Disbelief takes control of me. A sudden urge to talk to someone fills me. Sadly, only one other person knows of my investigation, and that person is Diesel.

I could really use his phone number right now, and I’ll have to wait hours before I can talk to him face to face. I have no idea where he lives. 

A sudden urge to figure out the truth fills me. I run into my kitchen, grab a ziplock bag, and stuff the older note inside it. I leave the yellow sticky note in my room. 

Quickly, I tell my parents that I’m going to Roxanne’s house. They actually don’t find this suspicious since I go to her house so often. 

Getting my cellphone and waterproof drawstring sack, I run down to my family’s small dock on the lake. I jump on the jet ski only to realize that I forgot to grab the keys. 

Speedily, I return to the house to search for the keys. When I finally find them, I waist no time. I jump back on the jet ski and head across the lake as fast as I can. 

Water sprays up behind me as I fly across the lake’s surface. Warm wind blows my dark hair back from my face. The jet ski jumps across the ripples left behind by a pontoon boat. The jet ski roars beneath me in an almost excited tone. 

A minute later, I arrive at Roxanne’s dock. A weight like an anchor is resting in my stomach. I am not sure whether I want to find out the truth or not…


Blindsided

I step up to Roxanne’s back door. Before I can tap on the glass, Roxanne is opening the door with a big smile. She obviously heard my loud jet ski and came to greet me.

How could she be a criminal? I myself still can’t believe it. There must be some type of mistake.

Roxanne invites me inside without questioning why I am here. Putting a fake smile on my face, I step inside.

The interior of her house is much more fancy than mine. All the houses on this side of the lake are that way. Huge stone fireplace, marble countertops, a crystal chandelier in the entryway, beautiful art, hardwood floors, and ‘state of the art’ appliances.

I begin talking to Roxanne about something completely random. After a few minutes, I decide to start asking the questions I came here for.

Yes, it is not natural for me to prod into people’s privacy, but at times it is necessary.

I already know exactly what I am going to say. Every detail was planned out on the ride over here. My fake story is about to be told.

Starting out slightly nervous, I begin, “Roxanne, the other night Felicity hadn’t been feeling well. It was really late at night too. My parents told me to go get some medicine for her at that 24 hour pharmacy. As I was going through town, there were people busting the windows out of the shops.”

I watch her reaction to this closely. No emotion is shown toward the ‘people busting the windows out’ part.

Continuing, I say, “For some reason they drove away suddenly. When they were gone, I got out of my car and picked up a piece of paper on the ground. I had seen one of them drop it before they left.”

She is glued to me as I speak. My story so far has been believable. The part where I dove in as a crazy griffin had needed to be cut out. 

I then go on to explain, “I… haven’t told anyone about the paper I found.”

She nods and gives me a look saying that she understands. Whenever I have something on my chest, I tell Roxanne, because she’ll be there for me and will keep any and every secret. Right now is no different.

Too bad I have reached the part I dread. 

“The note… I looked at it closer…” I stutter, and I can’t make myself ask the question.

I don’t want to know its answer. What if she is one of the criminals?

But what if she isn’t? I once thought that Diesel was one of those destructive people, and that was a big mistake. This could be me making a wrong decision again.

Roxanne waits patiently for me to continue. There is only one way to find out the answer to my question.

“The writing is just like your’s. Roxanne…” I take a deep breath and spit out the question, “Are you the one committing all these crimes?”

Her face turns white and a look of fear crosses her face. Dead silence hangs between us. My stomach drops and my blood turns ice cold.

Say no Roxanne. Deny it! Please, don’t let the answer be yes. Be the person I know you are! Please, don’t turn into someone else. You’re my friend. I know everything there is to know about you.

My heart aches. Imagine your own friend being faced with the same question. That one person you would trust your very life with. The tight relationship you have with that person. The good and bad times you’ve faced together. 

It tears my heart wide open when Roxanne replies with the words, “Yes, I am.”

An expression of dismay hangs over her. It lays in the air like an invisible fog.

Desperately I tell her, “Roxanne, you don’t have to do this. I can help you stop. Whatever it takes, I’ll help-”

“Olivia.” 

That one small word stops me. I lock eyes with her, and then I see an emotion I’ve never seen on her face before. Regret, sorrow.

Almost as if she can’t speak, Roxanne tells me, “Olivia, no one can help me. No one can help us. My whole family is caught in this.”

“What… what do you mean?” I ask wondering if there is more to it than meets the eye.

Sighing Roxanne begins, “I’m not sure how it all started, but I first need you to understand that we never wanted to do this. My parents never meant for us to destroy our own hometown. Please, believe me, Olivia.”

“I believe you.”

Standing up from the sofa, Roxanne starts pacing the room shakily, “It started a few weeks ago. I’m not sure why, but a man… he threatened my family. He told us that he would kill us, unless we did as he said. He’s been telling us to go out and do these monstrous things.”

A disgusted hatred crosses over her. Then it fades as she goes on.

“He… makes us do this, because he wants to scare away the citizens here. There’s some reason for why he does this, but we don’t know if he wants to buy the town’s property or if there’s something in Melark that he wants.”

“Who is this man?” I ask her.

She shakes her head. I watch her walk away. I jump up from the sofa and immediately follow.

We end up the kitchen. Shiny marble counter tops glisten in the fading sunlight. Roxanne leans against the island in the center of the massive kitchen. Her head resting in her hands.

“I need something to drink.” She goes over to the fridge.

I stay quiet as I watch her pull out a cold bottle of cranberry juice from the fridge. 

“Who is this man? There has to be some way we can contact the FBI. Anything.” I stumble over my words.

Roxanne grabs for a glass and asks me, “You want some.”

“Sure.”

I walk over to the large window that looks out over the lake. My arms are crossed. 

She keeps avoiding the question. Why? Who is blackmailing her family?

Turning around, I see Roxanne drop something into the trashcan, and then she hands me one of the glasses of red juice. Her hand shakes as she gives it to me. 

I’ve never in my life seen her this way before.

We return to the living room, and I ask, “Where are your parents and brothers?”

“My parents are talking with that horrible man right now. They are ordered to meet with him every so many days. If they don’t comply with any of his requests, he will kill us.” Roxanne shivers. 

I drink some of the juice and ask, “How about your brothers?”

“They’re probably in town right now.” She takes a sip of her juice to calm herself. 

I quickly finish off my glass so I can continue, “Is there anything you can do to get out of this?”

“Olivia, he’ll kill us. This man doesn’t care who you are or where you’re from. He would even kill you, Olivia, if possible. The only way out of this is by… death. It’s either obey or be murdered.” Roxanne’s voice shakes.

“That can’t be the only option. The police or someone could be contacted. It can not go on like this, Roxanne.” I say feebly. 

Nodding very slowly, she whispers, “This was just supposed to be between my family and I. I never meant to get you involved, Olivia.” 

“I’m your friend. I’m here for you. Don’t think it was a mistake that I know now.” I try telling her.

“I’m sorry, Olivia.”

“Don’t be sorry. This wasn’t your choice.”

Tears form in her eyes and she repeats, “I’m so sorry, Olivia. I never wanted to do this.”

Then I suddenly realize that she isn’t apologizing for involving me. But for something else.

My head begins to feel lightheaded. Everything starts moving back and forth. 

Glancing at the empty juice glass and then back to Roxanne, I mumble groggily, “You… put something… in the drink.”

Everything becomes a dizzying blur and I close my eyes tightly trying to stay focused. My head swims and a migraine suddenly explodes in my head. 

What did you do, Roxanne? What did you do?

‘I’m sorry.’ Are the the last words I hear as I slump sideways and lose all consciousness.


Frenemy

Gray light. That’s the first thing I see. It comes from some unknown source.

My head throbs. Everything is spinning. It hurts. My head hurts.

What happened?

Then everything comes back to me. Roxanne’s confession, drinking the drugged drink, and passing out on the sofa. It’s so much to take in at once.

Opening my eyes wider, I force myself to sit up. This fails. The migraine in my head makes me lay back down. 

Instead, I stare around at my surroundings. A few seconds pass before I comprehend where I am. Then I finally recognize what I am looking at.

Apparently, I’m in Roxanne’s basement. 

My house doesn’t have a basement, but like I said before, the houses on this side of the lake have more value and floor space. 

I’ve been in her basement a couple times before. I just never thought that I’d be kidnapped by my best friend and get left down here. 

A washer and dryer sit in the far corner. A television sits below the wooden stairs. I’m on the couch that faces the television. Near the TV is a small black fridge which is as tall as my hip. 

Pulling myself upright, I notice that someone, probably Roxanne, has laid a blanket on top of me. 

After a few more minutes the migraine subsides. Thanks to griffin healing abilities. Then I’m finally able to clearly survey my surroundings closer. 

Wow, that was a wicked headache!

Standing from my resting place, I notice that there are a few chainsaws, axes, and crowbars sitting at the foot of the stair steps. Three small windows line the farthest wall. 

Quickly, I go over to the washing machine and jump up on top of it with ease. Looking out one of the tiny windows, I see my house far across the lake. The sun’s golden light barely exists in the sky. 

I try crawling out the window, but it’s much too small. My shoulders get stuck. The window is too narrow and too slim for me. Backing out of the window, a griffin-like growl rises up my throat. 

I have to get out of here!

I know that trying the door at the top of the stairs is useless, but I go check it anyway. Maybe I can knock it down with some extra griffin strength. 

When I reach the door, I’m shocked to find that it’s a solid piece of steel. No door knob either. I knock on the door to see how thick it is.

I’m more shocked when I find out that it’s at least five inches thick. 

Angrily, I pound on the door twice. It makes no sound when I bang my fists against it. Nothing can be heard from the other side. It’s too thick to discern any sounds. 

Trudging back down the stairs, I search for any tools that might help me. The chainsaw will be useless against the metal. The same goes for the axe. The crowbar may be different. 

I snatch the crowbar and try to pry open the metal door. After a few attempts, there are no results beside some scratches on the metal slab.

Violently throwing the tool down the stairs is the only way to release my anger. 

My cellphone was obviously taken, and so was that note I brought with me. The only piece of hard evidence I had had. 

What does someone do when they’ve been kidnapped by their best friend and left in their inescapable basement?

Sitting there on the stairs, my mind wanders far and wide. My options, what can I do, and any other ways to get out.

Somehow Diesel comes to mind. He will be waiting for me tonight. What will his thoughts be when I don’t arrive? 

My own thoughts then return to Roxanne…

I’m not sure if Roxanne did this because she thought I’d tell someone or either she did it to protect me. Either way, she’s my friend. I know she doesn’t do things without a reason.

The betrayal hurts like a snake’s bite. It pierces my heart and courses through my veins. Like venom. 

I go to the bottom of the steps hoping that there’s some slim chance I can find another escape route. 

I hear a faint voice speaking. At first I think I’m losing it, but as I listen closer I notice a laundry shoot next to the washing machine. 

A few seconds later, I’m sticking my head inside it. The faint voice becomes louder and I’m able to hear the words clearer.

“…yes, Olivia will be spending the night. I hope that’s not a problem… Okay, thank you Mrs.Davis. I hope this wasn’t too short a notice… I’m glad to hear that… Bye.” Roxanne hangs up the phone.

That’s pretty smart. She told my parents that I’d be spending the night. I guess there are perks to having the person you kidnap also being your friend…

I’m not sure if Roxanne is my friend anymore though.

I stare up the laundry shoot. Smooth sheet metal siding goes all the way upward. Faint rays of light emit from the opening at the top. 

If I try hard enough, I might can get in here.

With much tedious work, I manage to work my way inside the small shoot. Once I’m wedged into it, a sudden claustrophobia takes over. I can feel all four sides touching me. The walls seem to instantly want to crush me as I stand there frozen.

Olivia, you have to get out of here!

Raising my two hands over my head, I make my front talons grow from my fingertips. The long black claws look deadly in the faint light that pierces the darkness. 

Digging my talons into the sheet metal, I start climbing upward. I press my back against the metal behind me as I go higher. Each time I reach out I become closer to my escape. For some reason, I glance between my legs, and a dark abyss yawns far below me. Those next few seconds pass with me staring fearfully downward into the pitch darkness. 

My talons slip and I’m brought out of my trance. I start climbing higher, digging into the sheet metal deeper each time. 

A sigh of utter relief escapes me when I finally reach the tiny flap that covers the shoot. Pushing it open with my head, I crawl on through it. 

The floor is four feet below me. I extend my hands as I push myself out the shoot with my feet. 

Then as I get half my body out, my hips get stuck in the opening. Looking behind me, I see that the lower half of my body is still inside the shoot.

“The things I get myself into.” I mumble as I start to struggle harder.

I end up having to push against the walls beside the shoot to attempt freeing myself. No matter how I twist, turn, or pull I can’t get my hips out. 

A few minutes pass and I eventually take a break. As I am in this extremely awkward position, I survey my surroundings. I’m in the kitchen. Not a single light is on in the entire house. No sound can be heard either. 

This I so embarrassing! Even if no one is around to see my pathetic attempts.

I kick again hoping that it may help, but it’s futile. My hips just won’t go through. 

The air conditioning comes on and a cold breeze instantly starts blowing on me.

Could this be any worse? I’m stuck in my former friend’s laundry shoot, and I’m slowly being frozen by their cold air conditioning.

It’s completely dark outside, meaning that Diesel is somewhere out there waiting for a griffin. Too bad I’m in a tight situation, literally.

Wait… a griffin. That’s it! If I can make my talons come out while in human form maybe I can…

Slowly, I start to transition from human to griffin. In the few split seconds that I am both a human and griffin, my hips slide through the opening and I drop flat on the floor. My face hits the tile then the rest of my body goes over my head. I cut a flip.

By now my body has involuntarily finished the morphing process. A full sized griffin now lays flat on her back in the middle of a kitchen. You don’t see that every day. 

I’m not sure why I thought that shifting would help me squeeze through. My hips are bigger in my griffin form than in human anyway. I guess that in those few milliseconds my waist shrinks slightly. 

Standing up on my four feet, I walk through the kitchen and into the rest of the house. I quickly shift back to a human as I inspect every room in the house, but no Roxanne is to be seen.

“Where is everyone?” I ask the question out loud as I go into Roxanne’s dad’s office. 

The first thing to make an impression on me is the grey notebook paper stuck to a bulletin board attached to the wall. Without having to flip on the light, I easily read the note in the darkness. 

•Tuesday- Destroy Windows

•Saturday- Blow Town Hall

There is more to the note, but I easily figure out its purpose. It’s a schedule for when they’re going to do the attacks. Tuesday night is when they busted all the windows. Tonight is Saturday. But what do they mean when it says ‘blow town hall’?

Wait, blow? Meaning explode?

No, no, no! I have to stop them. I know that they’re blackmailed into doing this, but will it make any difference if something stops them from doing it? Maybe that freak guy who’s threatening them will make a reconciliation… just kidding. That’s probably not gonna happen.

I think these things through as I race out the back door. Shifting into a griffin, I jump into the sky and push myself toward town hall. 

Is their enough time to save the building a second time…?


Explosive

Rain seems to appear when you need it the least. It pours from the sky and then you’re wet. Completely, utterly wet. Rain always makes itself present at the worst of times.

I fly through the harsh downpour. My goal: get to town hall and stop whatever is about to unfold there.

I use my internal compass to guide me through the blinding rain. Every feather on my body is soaked. Every inch of my body is cold with wet precipitation. 

I’m heavier than normal, but I easily deal with it using my ‘super-duper griffin strength’. It’s just one of those things that come along with being a part-time griffin.

Blue and violet lightning streaks across the sky and thunder roars everywhere. Fear surges through me as the thunder’s vibrations go through my body. This makes me go faster than ever. The fear of being electrocuted and having nobody know how I died scares me.

I’m instantly satisfied to see the lights of town shine through the rain shower. Blurry yet recognizable. 

Letting myself drop, I dive bomb toward the earth. A high pitched shriek emits from me and then it morphs into a lion’s vicious roar. 

My feet hit the wet asphalt when I land. Pounding rain surrounds me. It splatters off the dirty pavement and onto me. The only thing that can be heard is the deafening rain and the rolling thunder. Everything smells wet and watery. Nothing more than ten feet ahead of me can be seen, but I race forward nonetheless. 

I finally reach the foot of town hall’s steps. Two figures stand there before me. I can’t see them clearly, but according to their size it’s probably Roxanne or one of her brothers. Both are dressed in black as always. The rain blocks out most details as to who it is exactly. 

They leap backwards when they see me standing there ominously. Rain slides down my already soaked feathers and I open my closed wings. The huge feathered limbs make me much larger in appearance. They start shouting and I do another one of my shriek roars to scare them.

I didn’t come here to hurt anyone though. I know these people like family. Roxanne’s parents and two brothers are like a close family to me. I would never intentionally inflict harm upon any of them.

The intimidation works and they retreat to the doors yelling about a winged creature. Instead of reaching the doors, three other people run straight into them commanding that they run away from town hall as fast as possible. 

The three other figures haven’t seen me yet. So they aren’t running from me… No, they’re running from something else.

If they are running, maybe I should too…

Spinning on a dime, I sprint toward the nearest cover, the woods. A massive noise explodes behind me, and a wave of energy and heat pushes me forward. 

I arrive at the edge of woods only to glance back to see a quarter of town hall missing. Rubble and burning wood is all that is remaining of that portion of the building.

No!

Cringing, I retreat deeper into the woods. I hear something faintly familiar in the distance, but it doesn’t register in my mind. 

“I failed. I failed. I failed…” I have no idea that I’m even saying these words out loud until something blocks my path.

I jerk up to meet the black concerned eyes of Diesel. Water drips off his dark alicorn face.

“Thea, I saw what happened. Are you okay?” He asks hastily. 

“I didn’t stop them in time.” Is all I can say. 

Murmuring to himself, Diesel grunts, “I’ll take that as a yes.”

Then he speaks directly to me again, “Where have you been, Thea? I was worried.”

His act of concern for me finally snaps me out of my state of shock.

I shake my head, “I’ve been stuck inside my friend’s laundry shoot for nearly half an hour.”

He gives me a weird look, but I keep talking, “Diesel, listen to me. I know who’s been doing this. There’s more to it than we ever thought!”

“Tell me then.”

I don’t care what I say next, because it no longer matters if Diesel knows my real identity now. 

Everything pours out of me quickly, “Roxanne left a note at my house. It matched that note we found the other night. I went to go see her this afternoon. She explained that her family has been blackmailed into doing these crimes. I ended up getting knocked out and left in her basement. I got out through their laundry shoot.”

Pure shock covers his face, “Wait. Roxanne, the girl from my school, is the culprit?!”

“I’ve known her for ten years. She would never do this willingly. Roxanne and her whole family have been forced into this.” I tell him. 

A sudden recognition replaces the last expression on Diesel’s pegacorn face, “If you know Roxanne… who goes to my school… that means you must go to my school too…”

“What are you talking about, Diesel?”

A sly smile spreads across his face, “You’re Olivia Davis, aren’t you?”

“You are seriously thinking about this right now? Town hall just blew up and we find out who the criminals are, and you’re thinking about what my real identity is?” I ask flabbergasted.

“Now I can stop calling you Thea. Olivia. I like that name. O-live-eh-ah.” Diesel goes on. 

I roll my eyes at him.

He snorts, “I knew there was something up with you at school the other day when I ran into you. Wow, I can’t believe that you are Olivia!”

“Been there. Done that.” I grunt. 

I then stomp my foot, “Diesel, please. We’ll talk about that later. If we can get to Roxanne’s house before they get back maybe we can figure out who is blackmailing them.”

“Okay, Olivia.” Diesel says my name like it’s his new favorite word. 

I glance back at town hall which lays a hundred yards from where we are in the woods. Smoke, black and choking, rises into the cloudy sky. The rain has ceased to a slight sprinkle. Huge drops of water drip off the leaves above me and land annoyingly on my face. 

Fire engines can be heard screaming in the distance. An ambulance wails along with it. Sirens signal that the law is on its way as well.

“Come on. We have to get to Roxanne’s before they get there.” I turn back around and we race through the forest so we can find a good launch pad.

And as usual, my front eagle feet urge me to trip and stumble. 

Why do I have to have eagle hands? Why did I not turn out to be just a lion with wings?

Instead, I got an eagle’s upper body, and a lion’s lower half. Whoop-de-do.


Armed

The rainstorm is officially on its way out, but that only means that it is raining somewhere else now.

Diesel flies by my side. We pump our wings as we surge toward Roxanne’s house. 

Earlier, when I had still been stuck in my friend’s basement, I overheard Roxanne talking with my parents. She explained to them that I was going to spend the night with her. But she failed to mention that I would be locked in her basement the entire time.

I briefly tell Diesel about how I won’t be able to return to my house later, unless I want my parents to start asking questions. My parents still know nothing of my nighttime adventures with a pegacorn. I hope they never find out.

Roxanne’s house becomes visible through the clearing clouds. It’s the same as when I left it. Dark, uninhabited. 

“Okay, they’re not here yet. Let’s go see if we can find out anything about the man who’s blackmailing them.” I tell Diesel who seems unsure. 

He snorts, “Now that I think about it… this isn’t thought through well. Thea- I mean Olivia- a lot has happened to tonight already. You got kidnapped by someone who you thought was your best friend, and watching townhall get partway destroyed…”

“Correction: Roxanne kidnapped me because she thought I would tell someone and therefore would endanger myself along with her family.” I explain as we dive downward.

“You can coat it with sugar, but she kidnapped you instead of trying to work things out.” He objects.

A second later, our feet hit the ground. My always clumsy landing causes me to slide in the freshly made mud. My talons and claws immediately bury themselves into anything they can cling onto. I stop sliding as soon as they sink into solid ground.

“Let’s stay in this form. None of them will know it’s us, if we happen to be seen.” I say as we slink toward the house.

Shaking his head, Diesel whispers, “How will we get inside like this? By the way, both of our feet out covered in mud, and you didn’t happen to leave the door unlocked, did you?” 

We are hidden in the depths of a large group of trees. Roxanne’s house can be spotted through the trees’ trunks.

I narrow my eyes, “There’s a spare key under the third stepping stone in the back yard.”

As if by coincidence or sheer bad luck, a van without headlights rolls up to the house’s driveway, but stops there. Three figures dressed in black jump out. 

A growl rises out of my throat, “Diesel, we’re too late.”

The van silently leaves. The three figures who are probably Roxanne and her two brothers walk up their driveway and toward their garage.

“Come on. We can make it across the yard without them seeing us. Human’s can’t see in this darkness.” I tell Diesel who is still by my side.

A quick jump sends me out of the woods and across the yard. The three figures have no idea of the creature near them. 

They arrive at the garage and a motion-censored light flickers on. 

Seriously?!

The light shines across the yard, and catches Diesel and I in its full brightness. The three heads jerk in our direction. 

“There’s those things again!” An angered and intimidating voice speaks from one of the three.

I instantly recognize it as Roxanne’s oldest brother, Kyle. Though I can’t see his face, I know his voice. 

I open my wings to make myself seem threatening. Diesel follows my lead. For the first time ever, I watch Diesel open his jaws and neigh. Not the cute, sweet kind. No, the loud threatening kind that makes you have nightmares. His long fangs extend outward like a snake’s. 

Two of the three dark figures pull rifles out from over their shoulders. The third, who most likely is Roxanne, retreats to the house in order to avoid what might come next. 

Diesel and I duck right before bullets explode over us. I expect to hear loud earsplitting gunshots, but I glance up and notice that silencers have been added to the guns’ barrels. A small pop still signifies that a deadly weapon is being used. 

One has their sights on Diesel while the other is trained on me. I weave back and forth trying to avoid being shot by my attacker. My eyes glance over at the other armed figure as I watch him point his rifle at Diesel who still thinks that my attacker is trained on him.

Everything slows down as my back legs spring me off the ground and in front of my friend. My back faces the shooters as my I lock eyes with Diesel. 

Pain erupts in my back like a volcano. The intensity courses through my whole entire body. A tearing, biting, stinging sensation strikes me before I even hit the ground. 

“Let’s get out of here!” I hear Diesel shout at me, but my mind doesn’t interpret it properly.

I struggle up and barely run despite the pain that has overcome me, because I don’t want to die there on my friend’s front lawn. Primitive survival instincts fill me, giving me the urgency to run and not be killed like an animal. 

I finally stop fleeing when I am safely back in the woods. But nothing seems important or meaningful at the moment. All I feel is pain. It surges from my shoulder and racks my body. Tears roll down my griffin face.

I’m a sixteen year old girl. Such an amounts of pain is a completely foreign thing in my life. A certain extent can be endured, but only so much.

I don’t remember falling to the ground. Instead, I find myself lying in the mud, reaching out as if trying to grab a remedy to my suffering.

Then without any further thought, I shift back to a human. The intense pain stabs me no less though. It only continues to reek. When I broke my wings many years ago it hurt, but this… this is torture!

Something warm is running over my shoulder and down my back. I at first don’t feel it through the blinding, shocking pain. I smell it. Metallic, musky, salty, and unpleasant. 

“Olivia! Where are you?” I hear Diesel as if he’s just a background noise. 

I am not exactly sure, but I think his name escapes my lips. Somehow, I’m not sure how, Diesel magically appears beside me. I stare up at him. Instead of seeing a black pegacorn, I see a teenage boy.

Lowering down on his knees, he slowly pulls me up into a sitting position, “Olivia… you… you’re…”

He is the only thing holding me up right now. I watch him remove his hand from my back. It’s completely red. I suck in a rough breath as a crashing wave of pain hits me once more. My eyes start to flutter shut.

“Stay awake. Don’t let go.” 

Arms instantly wrap around me, and then I feel myself being carried. My head bumps against Diesel’s bicep as he starts running. 

I didn’t think I would die today when I woke up this morning.

“Olivia, you’re gonna be fine. You hear me? You’ll be fine.” His voice vibrates through his chest.

My eyes crack open and then they close again. Darkness envelopes me. The pain can not reach me when unconscious.

For the second time within twenty four hours, I black out.


Complicated

Faint glimpses pass by me. My foggy mind can’t discern if the visions are real or only conjured up. They… seem real. 

One moment I see Diesel. The next moment I’m being given some type of medicine. Sometimes there’s a stranger with Diesel. These things are shrouded by a blurry outline, recognizable but not truly clear. At times I see Diesel walking back and forth as if nervous or worried. He’s in human form though. That’s unusual.

But these visions aren’t real, are they? Why would I need medicine in the first place? I feel fine. Plus, why would Diesel be here anyway?

Finally, after a long time, the cloudy sleep leaves me. Slowly, my eyes open. What I think is my bedroom shifts into a strange, alien environment. My eyes widen as I try to focus on my surroundings. 

The room I’m in is considerably large. The sides of this room appear to be covered in polished wood. No furniture at all fills the space. Light filters in through one of the windows. The place appears to have either just been built or is currently being renovated.

I smell fresh cut wood. It reminds me of Diesel. This fact isn’t unusual since it looks as if I’m inside a modern day log cabin.

Wait… where am I? I’ve never seen or been here before.

My eyes slide to the opposite side of the room. A teenager is leaned back against the wall as he sits on the hard floor. Earbuds are plugged into his ears. His eyes are closed, and his head is slightly tilted forward. 

I stare up at the ceiling confusedly. My mind searches for answers anxiously.

Okay, we went to Roxanne’s house and… the brothers started shooting at us. I tried saving Diesel who was about to get shot. Then…

The rest comes back to mind easily. The memory seems like it was a dream yet so real at the same time. 

Suddenly, I notice that I’m lying on something soft. Even though I’m on the floor, something like a thick blanket or mat had been placed underneath me. A warm quilt is wrapped around me as well.

I need to leave. I don’t know where I am, but I shouldn’t be here.

It’s one of the first things that pops into my mind. My parents think that I’m at Roxanne’s house right now. I have to get home as soon as possible before they suspect anything.

Sitting up, I push back the comforting quilt. Just from that single simple movement, breathtaking pain rushes through me. I gasp and then hold back my cry. 

Out of the corner of my eye, something moves, but I ignore it as I twist my head around to stare at my back. Part of my shirt has been ripped open around my right shoulder. The whole entire back of my t-shirt is stained with a rusty red color that almost looks brown. I can see where the bullet made its mark on my back right below my shoulder. 

Footsteps come toward me. My eyes are locked tightly onto the sight on my back though. It’s all I can see. It’s all I can think about.

“Olivia, you need to rest. You’ve been through a lot.” Diesel speaks to me softly.

I turn to look at him. My eyes lock with his. In their depths I see concern.

“Did you get the bullet out?” I stutter, my voice cracking like a tree branch. 

Diesel magically pulls a bottle of water out of nowhere and then says, “Yes, but not without help.”

Without rebuke, I take the water and drink it deeply. I don’t stop gulping until it’s all gone. 

“What do you mean?” I ask and attempt to sit up again.

“Lay back down.” He gently commands.

“No, my parents will be worried if I don’t show up at home soon. What time is it by the way?” I ask quickly. 

He sighs, “It’s ten a.m. You’ve been asleep for ten hours.”

“What?! Ten hours! I- I haven’t slept that long since I was nine years old. That’s impossible!” I scoff, but it brings a wave of pain though me and I grimace. 

Shaking his head, Diesel tells me, “Seriously. Take it easy, Olivia. You were out for a long time.” 

“I have to get home.” I mumble weakly.

“You’re staying here whether you want to or not. You are in no condition to do anything active.” Diesel tells me.

“Now I can say that I’ve been kidnapped twice within twenty-four hours, because I’m telling you the truth Diesel. My parents will freak out when I don’t arrive at home before noon, if they don’t hear from me soon.” A growl mixed with annoyance and pain escapes me. 

Diesel rolls his eyes, “I’ve got everything covered. Let me explain everything…” 

He goes on to tell me about how he brought me here. This place is apparently a cabin that him and his family are currently building. Diesel continues by saying that he was afraid of what to do when I was shot. So he called his friend who, after a short argument, helped take the bullet out of my back. After they did that, Diesel left the friend with me at the cabin. Diesel then went to get the blankets, which are currently wrapped around me. Later on, Diesel left once again. This time he went to Roxanne’s house. By this time it had been four in the morning. Diesel remembered how I told him where the spare key was. With that in mind, he slipped inside, found my cellphone and the keys to my family’s jet ski. Those two items had been taken off me when I had been drugged by Roxanne. The note which was our only evidence against her was not found. When Diesel placed the spare key back under the rock, he returned here. His friend then left once Diesel returned. 

This all sinks in slowly, and then I ask for my phone so that I can text my parents. Diesel hands me my phone, and I quickly send a text to my dad saying that I’ll be staying at Roxanne’s a while longer.

“Well, that fixes that problem.” I mutter when my parents reply with a simple okay. 

I sit up in a better position, and Diesel instantly helps me. 

I guess I’ll have to tell my parents that the jet ski ran out of gas, because I’m definitely not going back to Roxanne’s dock in order to ride it back to the house.

A sudden weariness settles over me. I just want to slow down. Finding out that my friend has been the enemy the whole time, getting kidnapped by that same friend, and then being shot by the friend’s brother all happened at once. So fast that I couldn’t grasp anything. 

Not to mention how a quarter of town hall now requires expensive repairing as well.

I need something to talk about, so I say the first thing that comes to mind, “So you asked your friend to help you…? Then you left him here with me twice? Both of us being complete strangers.” 

Diesel laughs a little as he settles down, “Sorry about that. My friend, Ash, is the one person I trust the most, besides you. I wouldn’t have asked for his help if I didn’t trust him. I knew you’d be fine when I left Ash here when I went out those two times.”

He sighs then gets more serious, “It wasn’t easy trying to explain to Ash how you, a girl he’d never heard of or met before, got shot. Plus, he didn’t understand why I needed his help when you obviously should have been in the hospital. I made a bad mistake by not doing that. I should have taken you to the hospital. The risk of losing was too huge, but… I wasn’t sure what to do… I probably shouldn’t have brought you here.”

I put my hand on his shoulder, “It was the right choice. If the hospital saved me, they could have possibly found out that I wasn’t fully human too.”

Diesel nods his heads as if still unconvinced, “Anyway, the only way I could get Ash to help me was by promising him an explanation… which still hasn’t been provided yet.”

We both remain quiet for some time. My mind begins to wonder how they managed to pull the bullet out, but I regret thinking about it. I’d rather not ponder about that.

With a quick glance at Diesel, I notice that his hands are shaking uncontrollably. 

“What’s wrong?” I ask worried. 

He runs his fingers through his hair as if the action may help some, “Well… it was hard for me last night. I had just figured out your real name, and then the first time that I see you in human form you’re shot. I thought you were going to die. A few times I actually thought you did die.”

I immediately understand. In human form, I am a random girl who goes to his school. It must’ve been hard trying to help someone he knew but at the same time knew little of.

There are too many questions floating around in my head at the moment. Question such as: How did Diesel get inside Roxanne’s house without being detected? How did two teenage boys get a bullet out of my back? How am I not dead from tremendous blood loss? How would this affect me?

…What now? 

“Can you help me up?” I ask Diesel timidly.

He narrows his eyes, “You need to rest-”

“I’m fine, okay? I have slept three times the amount I normally need.” I shoot back. 

He then grudgingly helps me stand. When I’m finally on my two feet, I breath in deeply as if it is a relief.

I twist my neck to look at my back. My shirt is both stained and partially torn. I’m suddenly glad that just part of my shirt is torn instead of the whole entire thing. 

“How are you feeling?” Diesel asks me slowly.

I grind my teeth as I take a step forward. Somehow the small movement hurts the wound on my back. I try to ignore it nonetheless, but I end up slumping forward from the pain. Diesel catches me just in time.

After many long seconds of recovering, I finally answer his question with a simple answer, “I’m hungry.”


Admitting

Being in a vehicle with a guy feels weird.

When I told Diesel that I was hungry, I didn’t expect us to actually go find food. I thought he would go grab some snack food from his house or something. Instead, Diesel offered to drive me to a nearby restaurant, and I agreed to go with him. What else was I supposed to do? Stay in the desolate cabin all day?

Getting to Diesel’s car was a hassle. The wound on my back hurt with each step. Even with a griffin’s amazing healing abilities, I am not able to ‘magically’ be well after being shot eleven hours ago.

So now I am sitting in the passenger seat of my crush’s vehicle. It feels wrong. As if I’m slipping behind my parents’ back without their permission. They don’t know who Diesel is. If they knew that I was in a car with a boy whom they’ve never met before, I would never ever hear the end of it.

I really should introduce Diesel to my parents.

I prop my elbow on the edge of the window. My eyes linger over the terrain. Trees pass by in a green blur. Music plays on the radio. My left hand fingers the shirt I’m wearing. It’s actually not my shirt.

Before we left, Diesel gave me a shirt to switch out with the torn and bloodied one that I currently had on. He had left the room to give me privacy, and I then struggled to do the simple task of taking off my ruined shirt and replacing it with a new one.

My eyes continue to stare at the passing trees as I ponder over all that has happened lately. I breath in deeply and receive the rich smell of leather.

“I like your car by the way. I didn’t know you drove.” I tell Diesel as I stare out the window.

Diesel smiles proudly. Of course, he would be a proud owner of a red Camaro. I immediately became jealous when I saw his car sitting outside the cabin. 

I’ve never cared about the competition between Ford and Chevy. It has never mattered to me. A sports car is a sports car. And I wouldn’t complain if I owned a car by either of those two companies.

After a few more minutes of riding, Diesel pulls into a parking space outside a local, and popular, restaurant. People happily walk in and out of the front doors. Waitresses with treys full of food pass by the window.

“I… hope you feel well enough to come inside. It’s okay if you can’t, because you’ve been through so much… I can get takeout.” Diesel says as his cheeks start to turn pink. 

I shake my head, “Don’t worry. I can make it inside. What bothers me is that I don’t have any money on me-”

“I’m paying.” He smiles.

“What?”

“Yeah, really. Olivia, you nearly died a few hours ago. I should have been the one with the bullet in me, but you blocked it instead. I’m going to buy it.” 

I raise an eyebrow, “You sure?”

He looks straight in my eyes, “Yes, I’m sure.”

As he opens his door, I hear him mumble, “I’ve actually been wanting to do this for a while now.”

What does that mean?

I push open my door, and Diesel is already there to help me out. A sore pain spreads across my back as I stand. The grimace on my face can’t be hidden.

“Like I said, if you don’t feel up to it I’m totally fine with not-”

I place my hand on his shoulder, “Diesel, it’s okay. Let’s do this.”

We go to the restaurant’s front doors. I’m surprised when Diesel opens the door for me, because I rarely ever have anyone open a door for me. I then walk through, and we are seated shortly afterwards.

With the smell of food, a comfortable feeling of peace falls over me. I have grown up here in this town. This restaurant is one of the many places I think of when someone mentions my hometown’s name. Many memories have been made in this dining room. The sound of low murmuring and clinking silverware has been ingrained into my memory forever. 

I look out the window that’s on my left. Cars pass along lazily. A few pedestrians and tourists pass by the window every so often. My mind begins to wander, and my eyes continue to stare out the window with no reason anymore. 

A muffled cough brings me back to the present. My head quickly turns to look at Diesel. 

“I- I’m sorry. You’re paying for this, and I’m not even thanking you.” I stutter as my cheeks begin to heat up. 

He gives me a small smile, “No, it’s fine. You’ve been through a lot lately. I understand. I just… hoped that we could get to know each other better while we sat here.” 

I watch as he nervously fingers the silverware on the table as if he’s uncomfortable. 

His words ‘know each other better’ make me curious. Yes, I of course want to know him better. He had been my crush since the beginning of my freshman year. The part that I question most is whether he wants to know me. 

“Okay.” I nod slowly.

I pick up the menu as he asks, “So what type of music do you like?”

The question makes me place the menu back on the table. I hadn’t expected that type of question. Instead, I thought he would ask something about being a half mythical human or something to that liking. 

I smile and reply, “I like many different types of music. If it has any energy I enjoy it. There isn’t a specific genre in particular that I like. How about you?”

Diesel then tells me that he is the same way, but he listens to alternative the most. We then dive into a conversation about our favorite artists and songs. This conversation lasts until we order our food. 

I don’t order much for two particular reasons. I’m not the one paying for my food, and I’m actually not as hungry as I thought I was. 

Diesel seems to notice this but doesn’t point it out. 

I start to laugh quietly saying, “It feels so strange. I see you at school just about every day… and we don’t even talk when at school. Beside flying at night, we barely know each other.”

I’m not going to tell Diesel that I’ve had a crush on him for over a year. When I first started liking him, it was more of a ‘shy-and-too-afraid-to-talk-to-him’ type of crush. Now it’s different. He’s my friend, but deep down inside I still feel that ‘more than a friend’ emotion towards him. Diesel is a valuable friend. I actually would register him as a best friend, but I guess that’s because we know each other’s closest secret, being part mythical creatures. 

He nods at my statement, “I know what you mean. It was such a shock for me when I found out that you, Thea, was actually Olivia from my class. Then minutes later… you got shot, and it was while I was trying to help you when I realized that I barely knew you. It would’ve been my fault if you died…”

Wow, that got really deep really fast. 

I roll my eyes and smile, “Diesel it wouldn’t have been your fault. Now do I have to convince you that it’s not your fault, because I really don’t feel like going through that long process.” 

He shakes his head unconvinced. 

“Okay, since we’re talking about how we ought to know each other better, let’s stop waisting time.” I tell him quickly.

This throws us back into a conversion. We mainly talk about our families this time.

I end up finding out that Diesel has an older brother named Garret who’s currently in college. I’m surprised by this, because I have never known that Diesel had a sibling. 

In return I tell him about my sister, Felicity. I had mentioned her before when I told Diesel about our accident that had happened years ago, but until now he actually didn’t know what her real name was. 

“Wait, I didn’t know that Felicity was your sister.” He says fascinated. 

I shrug my shoulders, “We don’t look alike at all. She takes after my mom. I’m more like my dad in appearance. So how do you know Felicity?”

“Oh, I’m the teacher’s aid in her class. I know all the kids in that class. They’re all great.” He smiles.

“Really? She’s never mentioned that before. I didn’t even know her class had a teacher’s aid.” 

I’m going to have an important conversation with Felicity when I get home. She knew Diesel this whole time, and she never told me? Ugh, sisters!

We continue to talk about our families. Diesel’s family is the type that farms and enjoys working the land. He brought up how his dad owns the sawmill near the lake dam. I remember how he once mentioned this to me a few nights ago. 

Our food arrives soon afterwards, but we’re so caught up in our conversion that we keep talking despite how tempting our food is. 

During the whole time I’m there with him, I learn so much about him, and he also gets to learn a lot about me as well.

After finishing the meal and what seems like a year’s worth of talking, I say happily, “Why didn’t we tell each other who we really were earlier? Why were we so suspicious of each other?”

“I don’t know why we didn’t. Being a pegacorn, alicorn, or whatever I am, I felt like no one should know my real name. Even you. Which wasn’t right since we’re exactly the same. I was just… so self conscious and embarrassed by it.” Diesel admits. 

Nodding I say, “I know what you mean. I was the same way when I first became a griffin, but I learned to embrace it, not fight it.”

I pause then continue, “The truth is Diesel. I didn’t tell you my real name until last night because…”

“Because why?”

I sigh, “After accusing you of being one the criminals and then finding out you that weren’t one… I knew that you were angry at me. I didn’t ever tell you my true name even after I knew your real identity because…  I didn’t want you to look at Olivia and think about the bad disagreements between us. I didn’t want you to see me, Olivia, and think of Thea, the accusing griffin. I made a mistake when I said that you were one of the people vandalizing this town. Afterwards, I thought you would never see me the same way as you once did. I didn’t want to bring that on myself. I know that was a selfish act in itself, but… I didn’t want to go to school with you knowing that I was the person who had accused you of something that you were not guilty of. Sitting in class would have been torture, if you knew that one of the people in the same room was the one who had turned their back on you.”

Diesel seems to be shocked and surprised at my words. 

He starts out slowly, “Wow, I always assumed that you never told me your real name because… you didn’t like me or you didn’t want me to know or both. I never knew you thought of it that way.”

“I’m a weird thinker.” I laugh. 

I stop laughing when a sore throb races along my back. The pain also brings me back to what I will have to face soon. Some day soon I will have to face Roxanne again, and somehow I have to help stop the man blackmailing her family. Even though she drugged me she meant it in a good way. She never meant to harm me. Roxanne is my friend.

After sitting here in the booth for about an hour, I begin to resent leaving this restaurant. I just want to stay here and talk to Diesel all day. In a strange and unusual way, we understand each other. Not because we share a secret, but because… well we seem to just click. I can’t explain it well. 

After talking even more, we eventually leave the restaurant. Diesel pays the bill as we walk out the door. 

Bright sunlight pours over me as we step outside. It spreads over my chilled skin, and I cherish the warmth. Cold has always been my enemy, the heat is forever my ally. 

Diesel walks me to his car. The passenger door is open for me before I even get there. I’m slow since my back feels like it’s being bitten.

Once we’re both back in the car, we just sit in silence. 

“My parents will start to wonder where I am. I might should get back home.” I say sadly. 

He starts the car and I quickly say, “But I had a great time with you today, Diesel. Don’t think I didn’t enjoy it. If it was up to me…”

I shouldn’t have said that last part!

Diesel backs out of the parking space and asks, “If it was up to you…?”

“…if it was up to me I wouldn’t go back to my house. Once I get there, my parents will be wondering if my ‘sleepover’ with Roxanne went well last night. I’ll have to lie to them.” I blankly stare out the window. 

The bullet wound in my back throbs as if it purposely wishes to remind me of last night’s episode. 

“You’ll have to tell me how to get me to your house.” He says after being quiet for a minute.

Why am I so stupid? Of course he wouldn’t know where I live. 

I then guild him through the many roads that lead to my house. We ride along the lake on our way there.

Even before we get to my house he asks in awe, “Do you actually live by the lake?”

I nod smiling, “Yeah.”

“That’s pretty legit. I’ve always wanted to know what it’s like to live near a lake.” Diesel looks at the huge body of water.

We draw closer to my house and then I say quickly, “Stop here. I’ll walk to my house from here. I wouldn’t want my parents to see me arrive in an unfamiliar car with someone they don’t know.”

“Well, what’re you going to tell them when you walk up to the house. Didn’t you ride your jet ski to Roxanne’s house last night?” He asks me. 

I shrug my shoulders then wince in pain, “Hopefully, they won’t see me walk up, and I can just tell them that the jet ski was out of gas and Roxanne dropped me off.” 

Diesel nods understandingly, “So which ones your house?”

I point it out. It’s five houses away from where we are currently.

“That’s a long way. You sure you’ll be okay? Just walking out of the restaurant looked like a battle for you.” Diesel seems concerned for me. 

I smile as I open the door, “I’m fine. I’m a griffin. I can tough it out.”

As I climb out of the Camaro, I hear Diesel say, “I was thinking… maybe we shouldn’t meet tonight. It’d be better if you rested. I mean… you nearly died last night, Olivia.”

I sigh as I lean against the top of the car and look inside, “That’s probably a good idea.”

We remain quiet for a moment then I say, “I want you to meet my parents one day. Obviously not today, but sometime soon.” 

“Yeah, that sounds good. I… um… I sort of wanted to ask you something, but that’s alright.” 

I shake my head, “Go ahead.”

“Since tomorrow is Monday and it’s Memorial Day, my family and our friends meet at my house and we have an annual cook out. Sometimes we have a bonfire if the weather’s nice. Would you want to come?” Diesel asks me hesitantly. 

My face lights up, “Yeah, sounds fun. But I don’t know where you live…”

He brightens at the fact that I want to come, “I’ll come by your house tomorrow, and then you can follow me back to my house in your car. I can also meet your parents too.”

“Hey, sounds great.” I smile and begin to shut the door. 

“Wait.”

I open the door wider, “What is it?”

Diesel’s face reddens and then he says nervously, “Olivia… I… I like you.”

“Well, I like you too, Diesel.” I smile.

“No, not like that. I mean I like-”

I interrupt, “I know what you meant, and I like you too. Even before I knew you were Diesel. When you were still just Walker.”

I let that be my last words. I shut the passenger door and happily wave goodbye. He seems very shocked after hearing me admit that I liked him.

Believe me, I am three times as shocked as him. I can barely keep the nonchalant smile on my face. I have to hold back a huge goofy grin from spreading across my face. 

I’ve always liked him, but… I didn’t ever think that he would ever like me!

Diesel waves back at me, and then he revs his car and speeds away. 

When he’s finally out of sight, I let that crazy, goofy, girly smile cover my face.


Unsuspicious

It’s as if I never left my house. 

The same smell fills my home. The TV is murmuring here in the living room. The air conditioning is purring from the vents. The same decor still adorns the walls, and that random little blue bird figurine still sits there on the hearth. Nothing at all has changed in my absence. 

Considering everything that has happened since yesterday evening when I was last here, I feel like it has been many eons since I’ve been in my own house.

Mom passes by with a clothes basket full of dirty laundry, “Hey, how’d you’re sleepover with Roxanne go?” 

I already have everything planned out. There’s nothing to worry about, but I’ll still feel that edge of guilt when I lie to my parents. 

I smile back, “It went great. We had lots of fun. But the jet ski ran out of gas and her family didn’t have any gas for their boat either. So Roxanne brought me back.” 

She furrows her eyebrows, “Well, that’s not good. We’ll have to go and get some gas for it later. Then I can drive you to Roxanne’s so you can drive it back to our dock.”

Mom then continues toward the laundry room. I hold my steady smile, and then release it when she’s out of sight. A heavy feeling of dread fills me.

I… how am I going to confront Roxanne after what happened last night? 

At least she doesn’t know that I’m one of the animals her brothers were shooting at. All she knows is that she locked me in her basement and I somehow escaped. But that is bad enough in itself. 

The next time we meet each other it is going to be very awkward. I don’t look forward to it.

A quick shiver runs through me, and my mind goes back to this morning’s events. A sly smile creeps across my face as I think about how my crush just told me that he liked me a few minutes ago.  

I go find Mom in the laundry room. She’s currently dumping the clothes in the washing machine. My black cat struts up to me and starts rubbing up against my leg. I quickly bend down to pet her.

I clear my throat and then begin, “One of my friends is having a cookout tomorrow, and they invited me to come. Do you think it would be okay if I went?”

“Sure, honey. Who’s hosting it?” She turns to me.

I bite my lip, “Well, you’ve never met him before. His name is Diesel. I recently became friends with him.”

She raises an eyebrow. Not in suspicion, but surprise. My mom knows well that I don’t mix with the opposite gender. I’ve never had any friends who were guys, and I’ve never had a boyfriend either. I’ll talk to a guy in my class if we’re working on a group project or if I’m answering a simple question for them, but nothing beyond that.

“I’d like to meet him.” Mom tells me.

I nod, “He’s coming by tomorrow so you can meet him, and then I’ll follow him back to his house in my car.”

She then says, “Dad will want to meet him too.”

“I know.” I reply then turn around and head to my room. 

Asking if I can go to a friend’s house seems like such a simple task compared to all that has happened lately. Finding out your friend is the bad guy, getting kidnapped, and being shot in the back makes asking permission from my parents seem like child’s play. 

As I walk into my room, the bullet wound in my back seems to gnaw away at me. It throbs and aches, but it could be worse. A normal human would be in horrible pain if they were in my position right now. 

Yeah, I definitely don’t feel like having a nighttime excursion tonight. I’ll have to make it look like I’m not here so my parents don’t get suspicious. If they see me here, they’ll immediately know something’s up, because I will go out even in rain and snow. The only time I don’t go out is when I’m not allowed to or if there’s a dangerous storm outside. I never ever get sick so that wouldn’t be a reason for me to stay here either. 

This is why I have to make it seem like I’m out on my nightly adventure so I don’t raise any suspicion from my parents. I’ve done enough dangerous things in the past two weeks to give both of them a heart attack. 

I hate all these lies!

For the next hour, I’m busy, but I’m really just making myself look busy. Walking around and arranging my room to make it appear that I am hard at cleaning. 

My room is what you would call unique, original, and personalized. There isn’t a theme or any cute color coding going on. Just different, but that’s because I have made it that way.

The walls are a faint light blue and the carpet is an off-white color that almost has a creme hue to it. My bed has a zebra patterned comforter on it. I’ve had it since I was eleven, but I’m too stubborn to replace it because I can’t find any other bedspreads that are as soft as that one. Whenever I get tired of zebra stripes I’ll flip it over so that the black side shows. Right now neither the black side nor zebra print can be seen because I have a huge blanket spread over my bed. On the the thick blanket is a tiger laying in the jungle. 

I have a special taste. I have always loved animals, and that has been expressed by having many animalistic things in my room. A little fox figurine sits on my desk, and a wolf calendar hangs beside my door. A small leopard print rung lies at the entrance of my room. A five-inch tall dragon stands on top of my dresser as if on special guard duty. Pictures of animals dot my walls in random places. A few mythical creatures can be spotted with them as well. 

Yeah, my room is not themed or a magazine-worthy work of art.

Some people see my room and make comments about how I need to grow up. I’m sixteen. Not a tween. But I don’t care. I like it this way, and no one ever comes into my room much anyway. I enjoy my animal pictures, and it’s  going to be staying that way for as long as I live here. 

_________________

An hour later, my dad comes home from getting groceries. I mention to him about Diesel’s party, and like I had expected he asks plenty of questions. 

Dad knows as well as Mom that I don’t mix with guys much, and this naturally raises a few questions from him. I explain that Diesel’s a nice guy, and that he will come by tomorrow so that he can meet my family. 

After a long moment of pondering, Dad nods his head and says that I can go. I internally celebrate this moment.

__________________

The rest of my day is filled with randomness. Mostly checking Instagram and listening to music. 

I don’t fail to notice that Roxanne hasn’t posted anything since Friday night. She usually posts at least once every day. 

It only makes me think about her though. Questions buzz in my head. I know the answers to some of these questions, but I still doubt them nonetheless. 

I also dread the next time I’ll see her. 

Oh, no! That reminds me! I have to get my jet ski from Roxanne’s dock some time soon. I guess Mom forgot about how I told her it ‘needed’ more gas. I’ll get it tomorrow night when-

My thoughts are cut short as a short knock is heard at my door. 

“What?” I ask as the door opens slowly.

Felicity proceeds in with a rush. The door automatically closes behind her with a jerk of her arm. She then lands facedown on my bed. 

I pull out the earbuds that had been in my ears. Then I turn off the music playing through them.

“What’s… up?” I question confusedly.

She mumbles something into the bed, but it sounds more like a bunch of muffled phrases.

I snort as I look down at her, “I’m sorry, but can you mumble that again, Felicity.”

She raises her head replying, “It’s been a few days now… Guess I’m not gonna be a mythical creature then.”

I frown, “Is that all that has been on your mind?”

“Kinda.”

Memories of last night’s episode flashes through my mind. My destiny, or a portion of my destiny, is slowly coming together. Apparently, my destiny involves an uncertain best friend and getting shot in the back, literally. 

Does Felicity want a life like that? An uncertain destiny that might possess danger and physical struggles. She doesn’t know that with being a shapeshifter comes a certain destiny. With that destiny comes responsibility and a struggle to fulfill what your destiny holds for you. ‘With great power comes great responsibility.’ It’s not just a reference. It’s a true fact.

“Felicity… if you are meant to just be yourself then that is what’s meant to happen. Not to be a mythical creature.” I tell my little sister. 

She gives me a confused look.

I shake my head, “Things happen sometimes. We don’t always understand those things, but they happen for a reason. This- becoming a shifter- hasn’t occurred because you’re destined to use your skills as a normal person.”

“So your saying that being normal and boring is what I’m always going to be?” Felicity growls disappointedly.

I roll my eyes, “No. When I said normal I meant staying the way you are. Not becoming a freak like me. Felicity, you are so much smarter than I was when I was your age. You’re going to go places and do great things in your life one day. You don’t have to be a shapeshifter to do those amazing things. You’ll be doing incredible things either way.”

Please, understand!

I don’t want Felicity to face danger the way I had last night. Being on death’s door isn’t something I want for her.

Plus, I’m also sure that some top secret government lab would love to study someone like me. I don’t want Felicity to live a life in fear of being discovered and hunted by crazy scientists. 

I’ve never had to deal with that certain issue, but knowing my unusual life it could happen any time soon.

What I’ve said to Felicity seems to cheer her up some. Hopefully, this will be the last conversation between us about this whole shapeshifting business. 

We talk for a while longer and then Felicity leaves in a better mood than when she came in my room. 

My clock says that it’s five minutes after nine. My family will be going to sleep here in a second. They’ll think I’m on my nightly outing, but I’ll actually be here at home. 

When they are all in their rooms, I turn off my bedroom lights and open my door. Usually, when my door is open that is a sign to my parents that I’m gone.

Instead, of going outside I walk back to my dark closet. The floor of my closet is cleared away from my cleaning earlier today. 

I then proceed to go inside and sit in the floor. Once situated, I pull out my phone, turn down its brightness, and play on it.

I’m in my closet because if I just sit in my room my parents might see me and then they’ll start asking why I’m here at home. They know that I’d rather be outside than inside any day. 

Too bad my back still hurts some. 

Earlier today, I got to see how bad my back looked. The wound on my back has healed majorly. The hole where the bullet made its mark has closed, but it still hurt nonetheless. 

Diesel and I agreed to not do anything tonight since I needed to rest. But I still feel like he went out alone tonight in case anything was to happen in town. 

I don’t see what the point is anymore. We’re not helping much. All we’ve managed to do so far is chase my best friend and her family around town. We need to do some real action or we’re going to let this slip away from us. 

But real action requires danger, and danger sometimes requires getting hurt. 

It has happened once so far. Are we ready for that again? Are we willing to risk ourselves once more?


Acquaintances

Staying in the closet last night was not fun. My griffin half consistently urged me to go outside and be free. But I knew I couldn’t do that with the still-healing wound on my back. My phone couldn’t keep me occupied enough, and I eventually Googled alicorns and pegacorns. After very many bored hours, I finally fell asleep curled up in soft blankets.

I wake up before the rest of my family. Before they can arise, I choose my clothes for the day. A pair of jean shorts and a simple red t-shirt with the brand’s name written across it.

The sound of a door opening can be heard from across the hallway. Exactly two seconds later, Felicity pops her head in.

“What?” I ask as I straighten the wrinkles out of my shirt. 

 She comes inside, “You gonna tell Mom and Dad that Diesel’s a mythical creature?”

“No! Not now. One day I will, but definitely not today.” I tell her quickly.

Felicity gives me a smug look.

“Don’t sat anything to Mom or Dad.” I order my sister.

Shrugging, she replies, “Don’t worry. I won’t.”

“Okay… Hey, I recently found out that Diesel is your teacher’s assistant. Why didn’t you tell me this? You practically know Diesel. This whole year and you never told me?” I narrow my eyes. 

She walks closer and grins sarcastically, “I guess it never occurred to me.”

I turn back to her and give her an annoyed expression. Then I turn my head back to the mirror so I can stare her down through the looking glass. Without notice, Felicity gives me a light punch… in the exact same place I got shot!

I gasp and lean forward on the dresser. My wound is nearly healed, but it is still as sore as all get out. Hot fire erupts across my back, and I jerk my shirt off without thinking. Then I stare at the bullet wound on my back as I brace myself on the dresser. A few drops of blood dribbles from the scab.

“What happened?” Felicity asks staring at my back.

I forgot that she was in the room with me, but she’s my sister so I’m not concerned whether she sees my back or not. 

I grab a tissue off of my dresser and dab away the tiny drops of blood. Then I immediately throw my shirt back on. 

“What just happened? How did you get hurt like that?” Felicity questions fervently. 

I smile, “What are you talking about?”

She roles her eyes, “Olivia, I’m not stupid. Now tell me how you got hurt like that.”

“You know. Being a griffin I sometimes get hurt running around.” I tell her.

She crosses her arm and growls , “Tell me the truth, or I am telling Mom and Dad that Diesel is an alicorn.”

I glance toward the door of my room. I well know that Felicity doesn’t make empty threats. She would gladly tell my parents that my crush is an alicorn and that I’ve been hanging out with him every night. 

I want to tell my parents that I’ve found someone who has abilities like me, but I have to get them used to Diesel first. 

I shake my head, “Okay, Felicity. I’ll tell you, but keep your voice down, please.” 

I sit on my bed and say sternly, “Don’t tell a soul what I’m about to tell you, Felicity. Not Mom or Dad. You hear me?”

She nods quickly.

“I’m serious. I’m not going to tell you unless you promise.” I glare her down. 

“I promise. I promise. Now spit it out already, Olivia!” 

Should I? Of course I’m not going to tell her everything… just enough to quench her curiosity. If I told her everything she would freak out big time. 

Sighing, I begin my partial lie, “I was at Roxanne’s house on Saturday night, remember? Well, Diesel needed my help with something so I slipped outside, and when I came back to Roxanne’s house later… one of Roxanne’s brothers… shot me.”

It’s not the truth, but it’s sort of. I know there’s no excuse for lying, but it’s better that Felicity knows as little as possible about my problems. For her safety primarily. 

Felicity’s reaction to what I have told her is just as expected, “What? Did you go to the hospital? Are you okay? Olivia, I didn’t know it was-”

I gently put my hand on her shoulder and put a finger to my lips. My sister immediately stops. 

I continue, “Diesel saved my life. No, we didn’t go to the hospital. Diesel and his friend both helped me. And yes, I’m okay.”

I give her a reassuring smile, and she stutters, “Whoa, you… got… shot. You could have died!”

“I know.”

She whispers so my parents don’t hear, “So how did Roxanne react to this?”

“Um… she was in the house when I got shot. Her brother just saw me as a griffin and thought that I was some wild animal… I texted Roxanne later saying that I had felt bad and gone home.” I make up another lie quickly. 

“Hmmm… Okay. Hope she doesn’t get suspicious.” Felicity says.

Oh, you don’t even know the beginning of it, my dear sister!

Suddenly, arms wrap around me and I look down to see Felicity’s tiny figure hugging me. I tightly hug her back.

She mumbles, “Please be careful next time. I don’t want to lose you.”

My eyes start to sting with tears. I blink them away abruptly. 

Felicity pulls back saying amazed, “Diesel saved your life.”

“Yes, he did.” I smile then I stand from the bed, “I’ll tell you the whole story one day, but right now I want breakfast.”

I hope she doesn’t find out the whole story about what happened Saturday night. One day I’ll explain the full truth, but not today, not for a long while. 

____________________

Diesel’s sleek, red Camaro drives up to my house. An undeniable smile grows on my face. I walk away from the living room window and into the foyer.

“Mom! Dad! Diesel’s here. Come meet him.” I shout from the front door.

A minute later, Diesel steps up to the door and I immediately invite him inside. 

“How are you?” Diesel asks, but I know that he’s actually wanting to see how I feel after being shot in the back.

“I’m good.” I give him a knowing look.

Dad walks up first with Mom right behind him. Felicity comes last. 

“Diesel, this is my mom and dad. And there’s Felicity, but you already know her.” I smile at my family.

Diesel politely extends his right hand toward my parents, “It’s nice to meet you Mr. and Mrs. Davis.”

They exchange a hand shake, and my parents begin speaking with Diesel. 

I know my parents better than anyone. So far I can tell by how they’re acting that they like Diesel and respect him. 

I can’t believe my crush is actually inside my house!

Right now isn’t one of those girly freak out moments. No, it’s one of those ‘wow’ moments where random facts finally dawn upon you suddenly. It’s sort of a ‘I can’t really believe this is happening’ feeling but with a calm composure. 

So after what seems like ages, my parents appear to have grown a healthy respect for Diesel. The way the smile reaches their eyes and their nods are honest.

Finally, we leave. My parents watch me like gargoyles as I head out the door. Diesel goes out to his car while I get inside my Toyota Camry. He backs out of my driveway and I do the same. Once we’re both on the road, I follow Diesel to his house. 

For some reason I always assumed that he lived near the sawmill that his dad owns. Diesel always smells like fresh cut wood. Why else would he have such a scent clinging to him?

Well, he is helping his family build a cabin. I guess that explains the new timber odor that constantly lingers on him. 

Instead of living near the sawmill, we end up farther outside Mellark than I previously assumed. Beautiful golden fields spread out around us. Rolling hills are set as a background as we drive through the countryside. As we continue, trees engulf us once again. The huge trees tower over us making it feel like a tunnel. 

Diesel suddenly flips on his right turn signal. I then follow him down a long gravel driveway. A few minutes pass and the thick trees open up to reveal a beautiful house that ought to be on the cover of some fancy magazine. It has the look of an old farmhouse, but a modern edge to it.

Diesel parks off to the left side. Almost a dozen cars are parked near or around the house. I decide to stay close to where Diesel has chosen to park. 

I pull the key out of the ignition and open my door to slowly climb out. 

Diesel gets out of his car and comes toward me, “Sorry about all the cars. This is sort of a family reunion in a way…”

“Oh, I hope I’m not intruding.” My cheeks start to grow warm and a sudden shyness firmly grabs hold of me. 

He smiles and shakes his head, “No, we just don’t invite the family, but friends, neighbors, and about anyone who we know. You’re not intruding, Olivia.”

I nod and that tight feeling loosens some.

“I know you won’t know any of these people, but you’ll get to meet my parents and my older brother. Ash will be here too… That reminds me… Ash will want that explanation I owe him.” Diesel’s happy mood turns to a crestfallen one.

Ash is Diesel’s friend who helped me the other night. Even though I don’t know him I have a lot to thank him for. Plus, Diesel explained to me that Ash had demanded an explanation as to why I was shot and why I was not going to the hospital. 

I lighten the mood, “Hey, don’t worry about it. We’ll settle that later. Now, I want to meet your family.”

_____________________

Diesel’s family is huge. He has four uncles and five aunts. Some of them have children of their own so you can imagine how many people are here. 

I’m surprised when I hear Diesel mumble something about how the family’s friends won’t be arriving for half an hour. There’s already a massive number of people here already. 

Goodnight, how many people are going to be here?! 

Diesel guilds me through his house so that I can meet his parents. A few family members mingle in the house, but most of them are outside underneath the shade trees in the back yard. 

I follow Diesel into his kitchen where three women are hard at work preparing the food. Delicious smells of deserts wash around me. The kitchen itself is beautiful. Flawless stone countertops, flowers outside the window, happy yellow paint covering the walls, and an island makes its home in the center of the kitchen. 

“Hey, Mom!” Diesel speaks up.

A lady wearing a blue apron turns to us. She wipes her hands on a dishtowel as she walks toward Diesel. Her gaze moves from her son and settles on me. A bright cheerful smile spreads across her face and reaches her crinkled eyes.

“Oh, you must be Olivia. Diesel said that you’d be coming today. I’m glad you could join us.” 

I shake her hand and say, “Thank you for inviting me, Mrs. Summers.”

“Any time, Olivia. Now I need to get back to work. I’ll see you two later.” Mrs. Summers smiles once more and turns back to join the other two women who must be Diesel’s aunts. 

Diesel then leads me out of the kitchen and to the back door. In the back yard are several different tables set up in the shade. 

“Diesel! Gimme a hand over here.” A guy about the age of twenty shouts. 

Diesel quickly says to me, “I’ll be right back.”

I watch him sprint to the other guy. As Diesel helps him, I start to realize that they look a lot alike.

That must be Diesel’s brother, Garret. He mentioned him yesterday at the restaurant.

Suddenly, an unrecognizable voice says beside me, “Hi.”

At first I think the person is talking to someone else, but it slowly dawns upon me that the person is talking to me. 

“Oh, I’m sorry.” I turn to look at the other teenager.

He’s about Diesel’s height and has dirty blond hair with hazel eyes. The teen is wearing a simple t-shirt and khaki shorts.

“It’s fine.” Is all he replies.

I wait a few seconds and we are surrounded by an awkward silence. Uneasiness hits me like a grenade. 

A nervous smile covers my face as I ask, “Um, do I… know you?”

He shakes his head as if waking from a daze and says laughing, “Oh, I wasn’t thinking. I didn’t even introduce myself. I’m Ashton Miller, but just call me Ash.”

My uneasiness fades and I grin back, “Really? I’ve really been wanting to thank you… for… you know.”

I whisper that last part to him. All while hoping that no one in this huge gathering happens to be eavesdropping on us.

Ash nods solemnly, “It’s no problem.” 

I can tell that Ash wants to ask me something, but Diesel comes back to me with his brother following from behind.

Turning back to his brother, Diesel says, “Garret, I want you to meet Olivia.”

Garret looks down at me and I’m immediately shocked by how blue his eyes are. A cobalt blue fills his irises. For some weird reason I feel like he can see straight through me and see my other half. I blink, and suddenly Garret’s eyes are no longer blue but hazel again.

Contacts. He must have contacts. 

…Or I’m going crazy from being shot two days ago.

Garret introduces himself and so do I. I glance between Diesel and Garret. They look almost the same except that Garret is a taller and larger version of Diesel.

“I heard that you were in college.” I say to Garret.

Garret’s deeper voice is more drawn out than Diesel’s, “Yeah, I am. My college let out last week for summer break. Right now I have two more years to go.”

Diesel slaps his brother on the back and says, “Yeah, he’s going to a fancy college in Florida.”

“Really?” I raise an eyebrow.

Garret nods and says shyly, “Yeah, I’ve really enjoyed it even though it’s away from home, and I can’t deny that I love the beach.”

I’m about to ask what degrees Garret’s majoring in, but I hear someone clear their throat next to me. I turn to see that Ash is still there.

“I guess you met Ash.” Diesel tells me as his brother walks off to help set up some more things. 

I laugh, “Yes, I did.”

Ash crosses his arms saying, “I don’t mean to be rude, but you both owe me an explanation and I’ve been dying to hear it.”

Diesel seems to turn white, “Um… how about after we eat. Okay?”

“Sure.” Ash seems dissatisfied.

Ash suddenly straightens up and tells Diesel, “Oh, by the way, a bunch of your younger cousins decided to congregate

in your room. I forgot to mention that.”

Diesel suddenly races off to the house without another word. Ash and I are left to our own devices. 

“So how did you meet Diesel?” Ash asks as we slowly follow Diesel.

“Um… school… sorta. How about you?” 

He shrugs, “Been his neighbor for as long as I’ve lived here in Mellark. I’m not sure when we first met, because I was too young to even remember it. I just know that I’ve always been his right-hand man and he’s been my left-hand man.”

Ash laughs under his breath as if recalling an amusing memory. 

I guess Ash is Diesel’s equivalent to my friendship with Roxanne. 

Thinking of my once-best friend hurts. Too many questions are still unanswered and unanswerable. 

I dread seeing her at school tomorrow. I never thought I’d ever feel that way toward her. Now we have bad blood separating us. Bonding our broken relationship seems to grow more distant each time I think of it.

Ash leads me inside the house, down a hallway, and up some stairs. My special hearing helps me distinguish voices speaking on the second floor. 

At the top of the stairs we take a right and walk down a longer hallway. Ash suddenly takes a left at the door where the voices are coming from. 

“Be careful with that picture, Paige. Braden, how did you even find that knife? Dillon please get off my computer.” Diesel’s desperate voice emits from the room.

Ash walks through the doorway, and from the hallway I gaze at five children between the ages of five and eleven. Most, if not all of them, are getting into Diesel’s personal belongings.

I laugh under my breath as I step into the room. Diesel quickly notices my presence and his face turns bright red. 

“Okay, everyone. It’s time to eat.” He says this as if it may help wash the kids out of his room. 

The youngest of them is a five year old girl with short, blond pigtails. Her eyes are as green as emeralds.

She crosses her arms and pouts, “But I don’t wanna eat. I like your room better.”

Ash suddenly steps in to save his friend, “Hey, how about we play hide and seek outside?”

The five of them all give Ash a look that says ‘I don’t know who you but I like how you think’. 

A few minutes later the five cousins are cleared out of Diesel’s room and are wildly racing toward the backyard. I smile at their playfulness.

Reminds me of my cousins so much. Too bad I rarely ever see them. 

I now start to look over Diesel’s room. Since the kids are no longer a distraction I can finally see what an alicorn’s room looks like.

Diesel’s room isn’t big. A desk with a computer, a bed, one short dresser, and a wide closet are the only significant items in his room. It seems boring when I leave out the details though. 

Here’s the rest of the room.

A poster of various animals hangs above his dresser. The lamp on his desk is actually a giraffe with a lamp shade attached to it. The rug in his room looks like a tiger pelt. A brass figurine of an elephant sits atop his dresser. The clock on his wall appears to have wolves running across a snowy backdrop. The comforter on his bed appears to have realistic-looking zebra stripes on it.

“I like your room.” I tell Diesel as I gaze around.

Diesel seems embarrassed as he says, “Thanks, you’re the first. People always put down my room. Guess because I’m too old for this stuff. I didn’t think you’d be coming in here today or I would’ve changed it up a bit.” 

Ash snorts, “I’m telling you, man. This room hasn’t changed much over the last few years. Hey, haven’t you had this poster since you were eleven or something?”

I take up for Diesel, “My room is the same exact way. It’s like time froze in there. Not much has changed for a long time.”

Diesel crosses his arms and gives Ash a smug glance as we go out of the room, “At least someone likes my room.”

“That’s because she likes you, Diesel.” Ash walks off triumphantly down the hall without us.

I turn to see that Diesel’s face has turned red again. He’s currently locking the door to his room. 

“How’re you going to get back in your room if it’s locked?” I ask.

He turns to me, “I’ll go through my window. I usually jump onto the roof and walk up to where my window is.”

As we go toward the stairs Diesel adds in, “I’ve been doing it every night for the past two weeks.”

“You still haven’t told your parents… about being an alicorn?” 

We reach the staircase and he shakes his head slowly, “No, might be best not to. I’m considering telling Garret though. He’ll understand… maybe.”

Quickly, Diesel’s mood changes, “That reminds me. You haven’t met my dad yet. Come on.”

We return to the backyard which now has more people in it. I’m lead to a group of men who are meandering around a large grill. Only one of them is tending to the grill itself. 

“Dad, this is Olivia.” 

The man at the grill turns to us, “Oh, nice to meet you, Olivia. I’d shake your hand, but I’ve got a handful right now as you can see.” 

He then lets out a deep, long laugh. The comforting type that helps you loosen up and makes you feel more a part of everything. I immediately like Mr. Summers.

_____________________

Forty minutes later, I’m sitting at one of the long tables. An empty plate lies before me, and my stomach feels like it can hold no more.

Diesel’s on my left, and Ash is on his left. On my right side, Garret is sitting. He’s still working on his food. By the way, Garret is inhaling his food as if it’ll be his very last meal. I stifle a laugh. 

I’ve never been surrounded by so many guys. This is definitely a first.

“I hope you’ve had a good time so far.” Diesel says from beside me.

I turn to him, “Yeah, I’ve had a great time. It’s better than sitting in my house all day long anyway.”

We soon stand, and I’m introduced to more of Diesel’s cousins. Except, this time I get to meet the ones around our age. They’re mostly girls, and they find their cellphones more interesting than anything else at the ‘get-together’. Only a few seem to realize what’s going on and they actually speak to me. All the guys around our age seem to be friendly. 

Later on, the younger cousins somehow convince Ash, Diesel, and I to join in on their game of hide and go seek.

The blond hair, green eyed girl from earlier is the seeker. She starts counting down without anyone’s signal, and everyone desperately races off in search of a hiding spot.

Someone grabs my right hand and I turn to see that Diesel’s the one. An excited feeling fills me as I realize he’s actually holding my hand.

“Come on. I know a good hiding spot where Paige will never find us.” Diesel whispers as he pulls me along.

I let him guide me around to the front of the house. I hear the seeker, Paige, speed up her countdown as we gain distance. 

The sun is setting and a beautiful orange color lights up the evening sky. Shadows are growing across the yard. The glow of a newborn bonfire spreads from a nearby field. People from the party surround it as they continue their adult conversations.

Diesel leads me underneath the front porch. We’re completely hidden here since flowers and tall blooming bushes surround the entire porch. There isn’t much light under here, but that’s no problem for us. We’re mythical creatures. The dark can’t restrain us. 

I whisper, “So why’d you let me hide with you?”

He gives me a smirk, “You think I’d let you struggle for cover by yourself? You wouldn’t have had a chance. Paige is the best seeker. She would strike you down. I know the best places to hide since I’m the one who lives here.”

“The porch is the best retreat?” I tilt my head.

“Yeah, I haven’t hid here for a long time. Believe me, she’ll never find us.”

We become quiet as footsteps pound just yards away. They stop suddenly. Then they become closer. The person, probably Paige, walks onto the porch. The footsteps pass right over our heads, and both Diesel and I instinctively slide backwards where it’s darker. After a few seconds of mumbling, the person runs off the porch and around the house.

When it’s finally safe I say, “So were you insinuating that a griffin can’t find a place to hide?”

He nods, “There shouldn’t be any questions about it. A shadowy alicorn is always the best at lurking in the darkness.”

“Oh, really? I challenge you to the ultimate game of hide and seek.” I straighten my shoulders. 

He gives me a sideways smile, “How does this ‘ultimate game of hide and seek’ work?”

“It involves an area that covers a mile in diameter. We both shapeshift, and one of us searches for the other. We each take turns doing this. Whoever finds the other the fastest wins ‘the ultimate game of hide and go seek’.”

“Sounds like a fair challenge. I accept. When shall this take place?” Diesel asks me. 

My face falls, “Not tonight. We’ve got too much going on. Roxanne and the whole mess… I’d rather talk about that stuff when we meet later, tonight. But we will eventually play this glorified hide and seek.”

“It’s a deal.” He winks.

Diesel quickly adds in, “Remember when we were still very suspicious of each other and I refused to give you my phone number?”

I smile, “I definitely couldn’t forget that.”

Diesel places his phone in my hand, “Put in your number and I’ll text you later so that you can save my number too.”

I quickly type in my name and cellphone number. Then I give the phone back to Diesel.

He slides it back into his pocket, “I guess I’ll have to put a griffin as your contact photo.”

I laugh, but I’m cut off as a herd of children run around the corner of the house shouting our names frantically. 

“Everyone has been found except us. Looks like we won.” Diesel whispers.

We both leave our hiding spot, and become the proud winners. Diesel appoints a new seeker, and we leave the children as they start a new round.

The warm glow of the huge bonfire draws us to it. Most of the family and friends are chitchatting or playing a game of horseshoe. A few adults keep a close eye on the children as the sunlight finally slips away. 

Diesel and I stand a few feet from the bright fire. Heat flows toward us from the flames. The intoxicatingly sweet smell of woodsmoke fills the air. 

I can feel Diesel’s presence next to me. His strong and protective stance can be seen from the corner of my eye. His dark hair is messy from where he brushed his fingers through it earlier. 

My eyes start to slowly and involuntarily turn toward him so that I can see him better. The orange fire glows brightly in Diesel’s dark eyes as he stares at it. He easily notices my onlooking and turns to give me a smile. I quickly look back at the fire and bite my lip as I embrace the embarrassment.

My eyes fully stare into the crackling fire. I suddenly see the flames as what they really are. Hungry and licking to burn away anything.

Memories of when I saved the boy from the burning house flood through my mind uncontrollably. The horrible pain of the burns, the scorching heat all around, the smothering black smoke filling my lungs, and the uncontrollable fear.

I haven’t ever thought of that memory much. Maybe it’s because I saw a black alicorn that night and my mind had been focused on that more than anything else. 

But as I look into this bonfire, I suddenly discover a fear that has never been there before. My eyes widen as I step backwards. 

It’s not going to jump out toward you, Olivia. It’s not wild. See? You’re safe. 

Fear clenches my heart. My instincts scream at me to get away from that fire. Sudden thoughts of flames leaping out at me and devouring me block my vision. 

“Olivia, what’s wrong?” Diesel stands in front of me and cuts off my view of the fire. 

I gaze into his concerned face, “Um… I… the fire-”

Ash randomly appears out of thin air, “Hey, can I speak to you two? I’ve been looking everywhere for you.” 

I watch a genuinely annoyed expression cross over Diesel’s face when Ash interrupts. I shake my head, but this newfound fear of fire still lingers inside me.

I tell Ash with a still shaky voice, “Yeah, sure. Let’s find somewhere else to talk.”

We walk toward the woods, and I give once last glance at the fire. Fear strikes me again before I pull my eyes away.

Why am I so afraid? I’ve never ever been scared of fire. Even after the house fire I didn’t have this uncontrollable apprehension. Is it the huge flames that triggered it?

Once well away from the adults, and the fire, Ash begins, “Okay. Tell me right now. How and why did Olivia get shot the other night? And how come you risked her life and didn’t take her to the hospital like a sane person would do?”

This is mostly directed toward Diesel. I watch my crush’s face turn pale at these demands and accusations. The uncertainty is clear. He doesn’t know what to reply back to his friend.

I don’t blame Ash the least bit. If I was in his shoes, I’d be asking the same exact questions. Actually, I have been in his situation before. A lone memory of how I interrogated Roxanne about her and her family crosses me mind.

I quickly pull Diesel aside so that I can speak with him. Confusion crosses his face.

I lower my voice, “I know what to do.”

“What?”

I sigh and slowly explain, “I know you want to keep your secret, but Ash is going to want to know the truth. I don’t want you to end up losing a friend like I did. Since this is all centered on me anyway, I could… tell him about me. You wouldn’t even have to tell him that you’re an alicorn. I’ll explain-”

He shakes his head, “No, you can’t tell him. Don’t reveal your secret so you can help hide mine. That’s not right. You’ve been a griffin since you were nine. Only four people know that you are a mythical creature. Your family and I. You’ve worked too hard to keep it that way.”

I glance at Ash and then back at Diesel, “He deserves to know the truth. Both you and Ash saved my life. It’s the least I can do for him. I owe it to him.”

“Are you choosing to do this? Or are you doing it as an obligation?” Diesel points out.

“Both, but I choose this. I’m not pressured into it. There are three reasons for why I’ll tell him. Number one, he seems trustworthy and deserves the truth. Number two, to guard your secret for now. If Ash ever gets used to me being a freak and excepts me then you might decide to tell him as well. And number three, we might could use his help sometime in the future.”

Diesel crosses his arms as if thinking deeply. His eyebrows are drawn together with that ‘what should I do’ expression. Ash clears his throat impatiently. I can hear him tapping his foot. 

Diesel finally nods, “Maybe… you’re right.”

“Hey, you know I’m still waiting.” Ash says annoyed. 

We don’t get to continue our conversation. I tell Ash to follow us deeper into the woods. 

Please, please. Don’t let me regret this decision.

The house’s lights and the bonfire’s glow are far from where we are in the woods. One single beam of moonlight streams through the trees. I stand in the center of it.

“Ash you have to promise not to tell anyone what’s about to take place here.” I command.

He gives me a hurt smile, “I haven’t told anyone about your near-death experience so far. No one’s ever going to know. Don’t worry.”

I nod without a reply.

Just start out from the deep end. Don’t try explaining anything. Just do it! 

I suck in a deep breath of air. The cool night air fills my tight lungs. I slowly let out the intake as I mentally prepare myself to purposely shift in front of this unaware human. 

My eyes lock with Diesel’s and I keep my eyes fixed with his as I begin to shift. 

Feathers and fur grow across my skin as the clothes on my body are absorbed. My body changes and converts to the muscular structure of a griffin. Eagle wings extend from my strong shoulders. A lion tail sprouts from my lower back. Talons grow on my hands, and claws grow on my feet. My face has already changed to that of an eagle. I never know when it changes because I can never feel it. All the sensation in my face disappears in the few seconds between human and griffin. 

My eyes are still locked with Diesel’s. He’s seen me as a griffin so many times, but this is the first time he’s actually seen me shift. He watches me shift with a distant look of awe in his dark eyes. 

I cringe before I turn toward Ash. Hoping that he won’t freak out too much. My head swivels in his direction. Ash flinches away at this action.

Backing up against a tree he mumbles fearfully, “What are you?”

“I’m a griffin.” I state flatly.

“What are you?” He repeats as if he never heard me.

“Ash, I’m a griffin.”

He laughs nervously, “This isn’t real. Maybe someone spiked that Mountain Dew. Or maybe I hit my head when we walked through the woods. Yeah, that’s probably what happened. Hit my head… really hard.”

Diesel puts his hand on his friend’s shoulder, “Ash, you’re not imagining anything.”

Ash looks at the hand on his shoulder as if that may be a figment of his imagination as well. Then a sudden realization dawns upon him. 

Ash turns to stare at me, “I want to know. Everything.”

_____________________

“Wow, it’s kind of cool once you get used to it.” Ash tells me after I explain things.

Things such as: what I am, how long I’ve been this way, and how I got shot by my best friend’s brother.

“So you and Diesel didn’t meet at school, did you?” He asks.

I shake my eagle head, “Nope, it’s sort of complicated, but we’ve been trying to stop the criminals who are reeking havoc on Melark for a while now.”

Nodding, Ask asks, “Then you find out that your own friend is your nemesis?”

I reply, “Yep.”

I then shift back to a human. Both of the boys stare at me as my bones and muscles reform. I stand as the final human stages are complete.

My phone is somehow still in the pocket of my shorts. The process of how I absorb my clothes during a shift always bewilders me. Not even science can explain how a cellphone can disappear with the rest of my clothes when I became a griffin.

My phone vibrates and a chirping noise emits from my pocket. I pull my phone out to read a text from my mom: ‘Where are you?’

I glance at the time on the screen. It’s nine o’clock. My parents probably think I got lost on the way home. My fingers fly across the screen as I reply: Just now leaving. I’ll be home soon.

I raise my head, “My parents are getting worried. I should be leaving soon anyway.”

Ash has a let-down look covering his face, but Diesel seems truly disappointed.

We walk back to the house in silence. Some of the family has left, but many still remain. 

Ash grins, “Olivia the griffin, this conversation isn’t over yet. You still have a lot to explain, but I need to get home too.”

I nod back, “Some other time I guess?”

“Yep. Well, until next time.” Ash gives me a salute, and then he turns and walks across the field where a lone house sits.

Diesel walks me to my car. I’m glad to have him to myself once again. 

“I guess I’ll see you later tonight, Diesel.” I say to him after I make sure no one else is around.

“Yeah, maybe around midnight. I have to help clean up a bit.”

I nod in agreement, “I’ve got some things that I need to do too.”

I press the unlock button on my key remote. My car’s headlights blink at me in the darkness. 

“I had a really good time tonight. Thanks for inviting me.” I continue.

“I’m glad you could come.” He gives me one of those genuine smiles.

I know that he truly means what he says. I know Diesel. When we first met as mythical creatures we had many bitter arguments, but it was all because of our selfishness and suspicion of each other.

But my feelings toward Diesel have grown so much. Whether he’s an alicorn who calls himself Walker or a cheerful guy at my school, I like him for who he is as a person. Not by what he is or how cute he is. I love Diesel for who he is on the inside.

Whoa, wait! Did I just say… love? I’ve never used love and the name, Diesel, in the same sentence before. There must definitely be something wrong with me. 

But no matter how much I deny it, I have let my feelings toward Diesel grow more than ever. 

I open my car door, and get inside to start the engine. I roll down the window. Diesel puts his arms on the doorframe. 

A smile tugs on my lips as he tells me, “Did I mention that I like your car?”

I roll my eyes, “Ha, you’re Camaro makes my Camry look boring and simplistic.”

He shrugs nonchalantly, and the simple action somehow makes my heart soar.

“It’s still a nice car though.” Diesel goes on.

“Thanks. Well, I ought to be going. See you in a little bit.”

He raises his eyebrows as he says, “Hey, is it me or do you find it cool that we get to see each other so often, but no one has no idea that we’re doing it?” 

I laugh, “Yeah, I know how you feel. Unless… you don’t like that seeing-”

“No, no. It means I get to see you more.” Diesel says and that’s the last thing he says before returning to his house.

He gives me a wave goodbye, and I immediately return it. His last words repeat over and over in my head during my ride home.

‘…it means I get to see you more.’

I can also say the same to him.
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Memories

After having a quick conversation with my parents, I shuffle into my bedroom. Looking around, I realize that my room is a lot like Diesel’s.

I can’t believe that I was actually in his room.

I sit on my bed and pull out my phone for the first time in many hours. A single text from an unidentified number is displayed on the lock screen. 

Unknown number: ‘Hey, it’s Diesel. Hope you didn’t get lost on the way home.’

I quickly save his number to my contacts. Then I immediately text back saying that I got home alright and I didn’t get lost. Before pressing the send button, I dare to type a few extra words in there.

Now my text says: ‘Fortunately, I am safe at home and didn’t get lost on way back… I look forward to seeing you later.’

I reread my text wondering if it would be weird to tell him that I look forward to seeing him, even though I literally just said bye to him thirty minutes ago. 

Oh, well. His last spoken words to me were, ‘…it means I get to see you more.’ 

Obviously, Diesel looks forward to seeing me as well. I guess it won’t hurt to admit that I feel the same way. I press the send icon on my phone’s screen. 

Now here comes the part of my day that I dread. 

Last night I planned on going out to Roxanne’s dock so that I could drive my jet ski back. It’s a plan that may cause me to confront Roxanne, but I hope that I won’t see her. I understand her reasons for why she locked me in her basement. The sting of that betrayal is still fresh.

I can’t put off seeing Roxanne. It’s inevitable, because I’ll most definitely be seeing her at school tomorrow.

I grab the keys to the jet ski and slip them into my pocket. Then I walk through my dining room to the backdoor. My mind is so occupied that I don’t realize that my dad is standing there in the kitchen.

“Be careful tonight.” He tells me as he walks by me.

I jump back a little then say the first thing that pops into my mind, “Don’t worry. I’ll be fine. Goodnight, Dad.”

“Goodnight.” He smiles and disappears down the hallway. 

Man, I’m jumpy. It’s because I’m nervous, but why should I be? It’s not like the world’s about to change. Even if I see Roxanne… maybe we can talk.

I go out the back door, and make sure it’s shut well before I shift into a griffin.



I spread my feathery wings and kick off the ground with my strong hind legs. My wings pump up and down as I gain altitude. Lake Jah yawns out before me like thick black oil. Almost every residential home around the lake has at least one little light on. It looks like stars against the dark ground.

I stare up at the star-filled sky and compare it with the false sky below me. There’s surprisingly not much difference between them.

I dive down as I near the opposite side of the lake. My acute nighttime vision immediately identifies my ‘once’ best friend’s house. A single light is on in her dad’s office.

I land in the same area of woods that I had retreated to just a few nights ago when I was shot. A shiver runs down my spine as I involuntarily recall the pain and fear that had coursed though my body that night.

Slinking through the undergrowth, I come nearer to the house which is now clearly visible. I shift back to a human so that, if I am accidentally seen, I won’t be shot at like a wild animal. 

My legendary human speed takes me down to the family’s dock within seconds. It’s so much easier to run when you don’t have eagle feet trying to trip you up. Believe me. 

I skid across the dew covered wood that makes up the entirety of the dock. I then flatten myself on the dock. My eyes fervently scan my surroundings to make sure no one has seen or noticed me.

Everything is dark, but that’s no problem for me. Roxanne’s house isn’t near any other houses. It’s one of the rare homes around this lake that doesn’t have many neighbors. 

The lone light is still on inside the house. I watch petrified to see if it turns off. I eventually loosen up when I realize that’s not going to happen anytime soon.

Sitting back up, I turn to my right to see my jet ski floating there on the lake perfectly. Unharmed, untouched, and undisturbed. Not a scratch, dent, or mishandling has been done to it. 

My head swivels back to the house. I could just walk up there right now and talk to Roxanne. She will still be awake even though there’s school tomorrow morning. I could make things right. We could make things right. 

Roxanne has been my friend for ten years. I can’t just let that go. All the memories we’ve had together, all the good times, and all the bad times. We’ve stuck together through it all. No argument could ever split us. I can’t just turn against Roxanne as if I never even knew her. 

The memories of us as young kids come back to me suddenly, and I sit there on the dock recalling each and every one of them. 

Like the first time we went camping together…

‘Come on, Olivia!’ 

‘It’s so cold!’

Roxanne puts her hands on her hips, ‘It’s not that cold.’

The river beside the campground was so cold. Spring still felt as if it hadn’t come yet, but somehow Roxanne had coaxed me into the chilling ice water. Once my skin became numb enough to withstand the temperature, we had the best time ever. Sliding down the huge smooth boulders in the river and bracing the strong current until we were completely exhausted. Hours later we climbed out of that freezing river. Our bodies shook terribly and our teeth were chattering. 

That was when I hadn’t become a griffin yet and I was still prone to sickness. I remember how Roxanne and I both got a cold a couple days after swimming in those frigid waters.

Then there’s the time we both thought that ‘ding-dong ditching’ was a perfectly good summer pastime…

I pressed the doorbell of my neighbors house and ran around to where Roxanne was waiting for me. She started holding back a giggle as my neighbor opened his door. He stared around confusedly, but instead of going back inside he stood there dumbfounded.

‘I say. I was sure the door bell rang.’ Mr.Gonzalez was in his early forties at the time.

We became renowned pranksters in both mine and Roxanne’s community. Some neighbors never seemed to mind our innocent jokes while others had smoke streaming from their ears. Roxanne and I easily learned which neighbors would be fine with a simple prank and to stay well clear of those who might hunt us down for simple foolery. 

I sigh as I stare up at the lone light in my friend’s house. The old memories come back at a faster and more rapid pace now. All of them contain bittersweet emotions, unforgettable adventures, and a timeless connection that had been between us.

All the times we laughed until it hurt. All the crazy decisions we made. All the support we had for each other when times were tough for one of us. All the ways we would loyally be at each other’s back whenever need be. 

My most imprinted memory of us finally surfaces without my acknowledgement… 

It had been a late night. Being tweens, we had partied until we could no more. Some select girls from our class had been invited to Roxanne’s ‘End of the Year Celebration’. 

Everyone was fast asleep from all of the day’s excitement. Everyone except for Roxanne and I. We were talking away as if it wasn’t three thirty in the morning. The TV was on. Some type of television show was currently on. We were vaguely aware of what was happening on the show as we talked. Suddenly, the main character of the television show found out that his best friend just died in a fatal car accident.

At the time, my griffin energy still had me well awake, but Roxanne was very tired. I’m not sure if it was because she was exhausted or what, but after watching what was taking place on TV she randomly starts talking.

“I wouldn’t know what to do if my best friend died.’” She started.

“What do you mean?” I asked her confusedly by the sudden change in conversation.

She turned to look at me and any signs of sleep deprivation was gone instantly, “My best friend is such a huge impact on my life. The world would be so dull without my best friend. It would’ve been a horrible thing if we had never met, Olivia. I would’ve never known you, and a majority of my life would have been less happy.”

I was not sure how such a deep statement like that could randomly come from Roxanne, but I knew she absolutely meant it. At the time I assumed her tired mind had become more prone to influence and open-mindedness. I later found out that it hadn’t been because of that, but she had been meaning to say it for a long time.

I sit there silently on my best friend’s dock. My arms are curled around my legs. The memory of when Roxanne said those words can never be erased. I never even got to tell her that I felt the same way. That my life would have been so plain if I had never been friends with her. 

I don’t realize that I’m crying until a few rogue tears roll down my cool cheeks.

My phone vibrates in my pocket, and I pull it out as I wipe away the hot tears.

Diesel: ‘Where are you?’

I check the time, 12:13am.

I reply, ‘I’m so sorry. Lost track of time.’

Then I type another quick text, ‘Instead of meeting at the sawmill, can you meet me at my house?’

Diesel: ‘Yeah, no problem.’

I shove my phone deep into my pocket. The recalling of my memories with Roxanne are still fresh as I glance at her house one final time.

I pull out the jet ski’s keys from the pocket opposite of the one that holds my phone. I untie the watercraft and hop onboard. My hand places the key into the ignition, and the engine immediately fires up when I turn the key. 

I head away from the dock as fast as possible. All while hoping that no one in Roxanne’s family hears the loud jet ski speeding off. 

A few minutes later, I’m gliding into my family’s dock on the opposite side of the lake. My mind is preoccupied on the emotional ride I just took a few moments earlier.

I tie the jet ski to the dock, shuffle through my backyard, and toward my house. Not thinking about anything else but the friend I fear that I’ve lost forever. 

We can still make this right. You can’t just sever the bond we had. It’s always going to be there. We can be friends again.

A shape moves out of the corner of my eye, and I instinctively jump back and away from it. A viscous lion’s growl escapes my lips. 

“Hey, hey! It’s just me, Olivia.” Diesel steps closer.

I retract the talons that have involuntarily grown from my hands. My tense stance turns into a slump.

“Sorry…” Is all I can say.

He furrows his eyebrows, “What’s wrong?”

I don’t even try to cover it up, “I’m just upset over how Roxanne and I are spilt in two. We were more than best friends… sisters really.”

“You’ve been crying.” He states pointedly.

I shake my head violently, “No, I haven’t… okay… maybe I have.”

The next thing he says shocks me, “Need a hug?”

I stare into his eyes wondering if he’s making a sick joke out of this situation, but his eyes say it all. He’s concerned and he cares.

“Yes, I do.” I except his embrace.

We stand there with our arms wrapped around each other. I’m silently letting loose all my pent-up feelings about Roxanne. I slowly let my mind drift away from Roxanne and to Diesel instead.

“You know, you’re the only person who knows what’s going on between Roxanne and I.” I tell Diesel. My arms still around him.

“I know. That’s why I’m here for you if you ever need me.” He assures me.

It’s right at that moment when my fogged mind realizes that my crush is actually hugging me, and it’s not the least bit awkward at all. No, it’s comforting. Diesel is hugging me because he wants to ease my pain, not because he feels like he should give me a hug. 

“Earlier you said you were looking forward to seeing me-”

I look up a him, “I’m so sorry. I kind of got one of my rare emotional moments all the sudden… You want something to drink?”

He smiles and all the pain seems to flow out of me, “Yeah, but I don’t want to wake your parents. I don’t think you could explain to them how I’m here right now.”

I smile back and we finally pull away from each other. I despise that we have to end the hug. If it was up to me, I would just stand here outside all night and hug the guy I’m possibly falling in love with.

I’ve really lost it. How could I be falling in love with him? Yeah, I’m definitely still recovering from the Roxanne breakdown thingy. Maybe I should ask for another hug. 

I go to my back door and ask Diesel, “You like cranberry juice?”

“Yeah, I love it.” He replies.

“Okay, stay here. I’ll be right back.” 

I go inside and put the jet ski keys back on their hook. I then grab two glasses and fill them with cranberry juice from the refrigerator. A contained joy enters me as I think about how Diesel is outside, and I’m about to give him… juice. Yeah, it’s just juice, but I guess it’s better than offering him water.

After I’m done with filling the glasses, I go back outside. Diesel takes one of the glasses, and thanks me. I begin drinking the tart juice slowly so that I can savor it. 

“I don’t think Roxanne or her family are doing anything bad tonight. There was a light on inside their house, but we still need to check Melark just in case.” I tell him as we finish off the cranberry juice.

All my earlier emotions about my broken friendship with Roxanne have drained away with the juice I finished drinking. 

Diesel hands me his glass, “Makes sense.”

I return the glasses to the kitchen, and rejoin Diesel in my backyard. We shift into our mythical forms at the same time. A spark goes through me as I think about the secret abilities we share between us. Not only do I like Diesel, we also have so much in common to make it better. 

_____________________

“It’s all clear on the western side.” Diesel confirms as we fly toward each other.

I nod my head as we circle each other, “Same goes for the east. No activity. Everything is safe and sound.”

We then land in the park that outskirts the town of Melark. As usual, all is quiet and peaceful.

As we walk across the park in our animals forms, I say to Diesel, “There’s still so much we haven’t figured out yet. Like for instance, who exactly is blackmailing Roxanne’s family? What are his motives for doing so? Is there any way we can stop whoever ‘he’ is?”

Diesel shrugs and his jet black wings move with the action. I stare at his long dark horn and beautiful flowing mane.



He’s a very handsome pegacorn, if I do say so myself. Others may think differently if they were ever to see him, but their thoughts don’t matter anyway.

Diesel replies to my comment, “There’s a lot more to investigate. Well, it’s getting late anyway. Or should I say it’s getting early since it’s like three a.m.?”

I laugh at his joke. I’m about to agree with him, but my left shoulder start tingling. My head whips around to survey my left. The park stretches out far and wide, but I know we aren’t alone.

Fear grasps me tightly and I barely manage to whisper to Diesel, “We- we aren’t alone.”

Most people would disagree and say I’m just superstitious or nervous, but unlike most people Diesel actually believes me. 

“Who would be out at this time?” He asks as we both stare nervously across the park. 

“Us… and crazy people who do lots of serial killing and stalking.” I try lightening the mood with a joke.

And just as suddenly as it arrived, the feeling of being watched leaves just as fast. It’s as if whoever was watching us knew that we knew of its presence.

“I think he’s gone. We should get home, now.” I say urgently. 

He nods and narrows his eyes, “I couldn’t agree more. Be careful, Olivia.”

I open my wings and tell him, “You be careful too, Diesel.”

We’re both too paranoid to talk any longer. Chills creep up and down my spine as I speedily fly home. Those creepy chills don’t extinguish until I’m back inside my own house with the doors locked tightly.


Human

I’m not the type of person who dreads school. Yeah, the tests and projects can be rough at times, but other than that school isn’t too bad for me. I love socializing with my friends. My two categories of friends are listed as ‘school’ friends and ‘best’ friends. 

‘School’ friends are basically all the girls in my class that I joke around with and talk about everyday things with. 

My ‘best’ friends are the ones who will stick by my side no matter what. They’re true and one-hundred percent loyal in their friendship. 

Like I was saying, I don’t dread school. I look forward to seeing my friends and socializing like a normal human being. Socializing is a major part of life anyway. That’s why I like school. It’s one of the reasons why I don’t dread or hate it.

But today is different. I dread it like I never have before. I don’t want to walk through those glass doors, or walk down those hallways, or sit in those classrooms. 

The reason for this is because of Roxanne. There’s no doubt that we’ll have a conversation with each other when we cross paths. I will feel as if I’m talking to a complete stranger.

I feel like I will never be ready to talk to Roxanne. I don’t know what to say to her anyway. The words can’t be formed or spoken. What will she say to me when we see each other? Will she no longer care to know me as her friend? Can she turn her back on her childhood friend or has she changed beyond my understanding?

Speaking to each other can’t be put off though. It’s going to happen whether I wish it to or not. It’s unpreventable. 

I’m not mad at her. I couldn’t be if I wanted to. Most people would be furious in my situation, but my fury is dormant somewhere in a distant part of me.

Okay, Olivia. Let’s go to school.

________________

“How did your date with Diesel go yesterday?” Felicity pesters me.

Since we’re alone in the car, a pure griffin growl intentionally escapes me, “It was not a date. It was merely a simple invitation to meet his family.”

She smiles in unbelief and drags out her first word, “Sure. But you two are dating, right?”

I have a sudden temptation to slam down on the brakes and make my sister crash into the dashboard, but I hold back. 

I’m already dreading my school day. I don’t need Felicity getting underneath my skin. So far her aggravating hasn’t helped a bit, as you can clearly see.

I take a deep long breath to calm down, “No, Diesel is not my boyfriend. We aren’t dating.”

She suddenly becomes serious and stops her mocking tone, “But you do like him, right?”

I glance at her, “Yes, I do… A lot actually.”

Felicity gives me small grin and says quietly, “I should tell Diesel you said that when he comes in to help my teacher today.”

“Please, don’t.” I don’t try arguing with my sister. My emotions are already set on having to confront a possibly long-lost friend.

It’s surprising what can happen in one single weekend. Friday night, Roxanne was at my house, and we were having a great time. Twenty-four hours later I’m stuck in her basement.

Now that I think about it, I haven’t spoken to Roxanne since she drugged me.

Little is said between Felicity and I during the remainder of our ride. She has a certain strange way of telling when something is bothering me. I’m left alone, and I’m glad she doesn’t ask about what’s troubling me. 

_____________________

My legs fidget as I sit in homeroom. I’m so nervous. 

Roxanne’s car wasn’t in the parking lot earlier, and with every second that passes I expect her to walk through that door.

All of my classmates are excited about having only four more days of school left.

I should be happy as well, but so far this has been the worst ending to a school year ever!

I start looking over some notes that I took in my notebook, but I’m only staring at the words. My mind doesn’t read the notes. Instead, it stays trained on the last few people coming into class. 

Roxanne never arrives. 

The bell rings and our homeroom teacher takes attendance. Only two people are absent today. Roxanne is one of them.

Someone pokes me. I turn expecting to see one of the girls in my class, but I instead turn to see Diesel smiling at me. 

My dread suddenly melts away, and all I see is Diesel smiling at me, not anyone else. He could talk to anyone else in the room. Diesel could act like other boys and pretend that girls aren’t an existing thing, but of course he doesn’t. 

“Hi.” Diesel says as I fully face him.

The simple greeting feels like more than just a simple ‘hi’. It feels like what someone says when they’re happy to see you.

I smile back, because why would I try to hold back a smile when I’m here with Diesel. 

“Hi, so how’s it going?” I purposely repeat his greeting.

He nods seriously trying to be funny, “Very good, very good. How are you this fine Tuesday morning?”

My smile drops and I regret letting it do so.

Diesel looses his humor and asks concerned, “It’s about Roxanne, isn’t it?”

I nod, “She hasn’t come yet. In a way, I’m glad, because that means I have more time until I have to talk to her again. But on the other hand, it’s not like Roxanne it be late like this. It’s very strange. I’m worried…”

Diesel’s quiet for a second and then he says in a low voice so others won’t hear, “The man blackmailing her family. Do you think he… did something?”

I know what he means. Whoever is blackmailing Roxanne’s family is a bad guy, and he doesn’t think twice about killing or obliterating his opponents. That’s what Roxanne once told me. I have no doubts about that. This guy is ruthless and heartless. He’s a wicked person… whoever ‘he’ is.

A shiver runs through me, “I hope nothing happened to Roxanne.”

“Maybe we need to check in on this tonight?” 

I agree, “Definitely.”

The bell rings and we’re forced to end the conversation there. I go to my first class of the day, Chemistry. 

Wonona follows me out of homeroom saying happily, “Hey, thanks for inviting me over last Friday. I had lots of fun. We all did.”

I force a smile onto my face, “You’re welcome. I had wanted to invite you guys over for a while, but I hadn’t gotten around to it. Hopefully, we can do more this summer since I got my license last fall.”

She nods, “Sounds exciting. You know what else is exciting?”

I wince at the tone in her voice that I know all too well. Wonona is about to make a big deal out of something simple.

“What?” I dare to ask.

She gives me a sly smirk and whispers, “I saw you and Diesel talking. I know you’ve liked him for a while now. Looks like you finally got around to talking to him it seems.”

I nearly stop dead in my tracks and stutter, “Yeah… yeah.”

We enter the Chemistry lab. My Chemistry seat is beside where Roxanne usually sits. A deep pit fills me.

“I must congratulate you. I wouldn’t have had enough guts to talk to my crush.”

Even though Wonona whispered, it feels as if she screamed the word ‘crush’.

Wonona gives me a quick smile before sitting with her lab group. I glance at the marker board to read my lab partners. I’m ecstatic to see that Diesel and I are in the same lab group together. 

Someone places their book bag next to my stool and a voice says a fake western accent, “Howdy, lab partner.”

I turn to Diesel, “Howdy! Now, explain why our teacher is giving us a lab on the last week of school.”

He returns to his normal voice and replies, “I guess to give us something to do. Last week’s test was supposed to be our last Chemistry test this year.”

“I didn’t know that.” I say surprised.

Class begins and our teacher starts talking about what lab we will be performing today. While my teacher is speaking, I glance over at Diesel to see him drinking something.

“What is that?” I ask in a suspicious whisper that can barely be heard.

He leans near me and whispers, “It’s what you call an energy drink. Sometimes people drink them when they fly around at night with a griffin that needs little to no sleep.”

I suddenly feel guilty, “I forgot about that again. I bet staying up all hours of the night really does a toll on you.”

He nods and we soon begin our lab. His energy drink is quickly finished. It’s a lab regulation that there are no drinks or any food around during a lab.

We start mixing some liquids and adding a powdery substance to it. There’s only two other people in my group beside Diesel and I. Currently, they are grabbing some tools needed for the lab.

Diesel pulls out a lab ring from one of the drawers and starts talking to me, “So… um… I’m your crush?”

My breath catches in my throat and I nearly drop the beaker in my hand, “What? Who told you?”

He looks down and smiles, “Well, I’m still getting used to this advanced hearing. I might’ve accidentally overheard you and Wonona talking.”

My face feels like it has lost all color.

Diesel suddenly seems shy when he asks, “How long… have you had a crush on me?”

This is embarrassing! Yet… I sort of want to tell him.

I sigh, “Just for a short while before we met as mythical creatures.”

“How long is a short while?”

I bite my lip as I admit, “The first day of our freshman year…”

Diesel raises his eyebrows, “Wow, and I thought I was the first one to have feelings.”

My eyes widen, “What’re you talking about?”

He smiles at me, “I first felt something when I met a lone griffin in the streets of Melark.”

I’m more shocked now, “You liked me the first time you met me as a griffin? We were so suspicious of each other though. How?”

Diesel makes sure no one is listening in on us and says, “When I refused to tell you my true name, I was embarrassed to be an alicorn… That was only half of it. I was embarrassed to be an alicorn and nervous about meeting someone I liked that actually shared an unusual ability with me. I didn’t know your real name at the time. We only knew each other as Walker and Thea, but I still felt something toward you.”

I smile as I think back, and decide to tell him, “It was the same for me too. I started liking two people who were known as Diesel and Walker. Believe it or not, I struggled with who I should actually like, and I chose Walker. Then it was a real shock when I found out those two people were the same person.”

He chuckles at this. Not a mocking laugh, but one of shared understanding and relatable interests.

“Looks like we both like each other for who we are, not what we are.” Diesel tells me.  

“That’s exactly what I used to say. I like you for who you are, not what.” 

But just like that, our conversation is broken up by our lab partners who are setting up the lab burner nearby. Diesel and I exchange a few glance between each other as we work.

Yeah, my feelings toward Diesel have grown, but I can tell he feels the exact same way toward me. We began liking each other even before we realized that the other one did too. If he liked me as far back as when we first met as shifters, then he most likely feels as strongly as I do about him. Which is a lot.

I stir the liquid content in the beaker one last time. One of my lab partners turns on the gas valve, and the gas begins flowing from lab burner. 

My partner then uses a striker to light the burner. A small flame puffs alive, and a hidden fear suddenly resurfaces inside me.

Yesterday night at Diesel’s house, the bonfire uncovered a fear inside me that I never knew of. It’s an uncontrollable fear that was created the night I saved that boy from the burning house. Ever since then, it has unconsciously become a fear that I was not aware of. That is until lately.

My eyes are locked onto the fire. All my instincts scream at me saying that it will jump out toward me and engulf me in its searing heat. The flame wobbles as my lab partner sets the burner underneath the ring that holds the beaker. My eyes can’t pull off of the bright fire. I can feel a pulse of warmth from it, but my fear makes it feel more like the first waves of the searing heat that will evidently cover my entire skin. 

It’s just a small flame. But… but… I have to get out of here!

Walking toward the door as fast as possible, I quickly tell my teacher that I feel sick. Then I go out into the hallway, lean against the wall, and breath as if I have found fresh air. 

Why am I so scared of fire?! I wasn’t afraid of it when part of town hall blew up. So why is it different now? Did this fear suddenly just rise to the surface or is it only triggered when I’m close to a flame?

The classroom door opens and I internally groan. I don’t need my teacher asking if I’m alright.

Instead, it’s Cellcy, Wonona, and Diesel who come out. I raise my head as they approach me. 

“You okay?” Cellcy asks concerned.

For the second time today, I put a fake smile on my face, “Yeah, just a little dizzy. I think there was a gas leak. All I need is some fresh air.”

“You sure?” Cellcy goes on.

I nod and give her a reassuring smile. Wonona glances at Diesel, and that sly smile slides across her face again. Wonona pulls Cellcy back into the classroom, leaving Diesel and I alone.

He turns to me with crossed arms, “You are not okay.”

“Ha, you could say that again.”

Diesel shakes his head, “I saw how you reacted to the bonfire last night. What’s with you and fire?”

I growl, “Apparently, my weakness is fire.”

“Huh? So you’re scared of fire?” He asks me.

I sigh, “Well, I wasn’t… until I saved that boy from the burning house. I don’t know how, but it mentally scarred me. Now when I see a flame… it’s like… I can’t control myself. Some type of unknown fear just emerges from nowhere.”

We remain quiet for a few minutes. Neither of us know what to say. The hallway is way too quiet during those moments.

After a long silence, Diesel says, “I’ll tell the teacher that you still don’t feel well.”

I give him a relieved smile, “Thanks, Diesel.”

He seems reluctant to leave, but after a few more concerned glances he returns to the Chemistry lab. When the classroom door shuts, I sigh and try to figure out why I’m afraid of fire.

I used to play around a campfire when I was a child. It never scared me, the opposite actually. Instead of fascinating, it now seems untamed and life threatening. The energy and it’s power is no longer what it used to be.

The way I feel about fire is so different now, but what bothers me is… how will this affect me in the coming future?

_____________________

Lunch finally comes. My stomach is growling and I’m excited about what I have packed for my meal. It’s your average everyday peanut, butter, and jelly sandwich.

Cellcy and Wonona sit across the table from me. They’re just now arriving at the table. 

“…wonder where Roxanne is.” I hear Cellcy ask Wonona.

I glance up at them as they keep talking.

Wonona shrugs, “I don’t know. So far she has had perfect attendance this year. She must be really sick or something if she’s this close to finishing this school year. Nothing stops her from achieving her perfect attendance.”

Oh, I could name a few things that might stop her. Like the crazy man who is currently blackmailing her family.

“Hey.” Diesel’s voice speaks beside me.

I look up to see Diesel beginning to sit beside me. My cheeks start to heat up knowing that he’s about to sit with me during lunch. He could have been with any one of his friends, but he has chosen to be with me.

My happiness is interrupted when Cellcy asks me, “Olivia, have you heard anything from Roxanne?”

“No. Nothing at all.” I answer automatically.

Fortunately, my two friends drop the subject. Diesel starts his lunch, but the whole entire time I’m aware of his presence beside me.

Wonona is grinning at the two of us like we’re some cute couple or something. The rest of the people around us start to notice that Diesel and I are next to each other as well.

In such a small school as this one, you easily notice who sits with who and who does not speak to who. That’s happening right now.

According to the student body, Diesel and I have never communicated with each other or even had any type of interest between us. Of course, the nosy teenagers in Lakview Private Academy would notice that immediately. 

Cellcy leans toward the both of us and whispers, “You know there are rumors already going around. Rumor has it that you two are dating.”

My face reddens abruptly, and I’m instantly embarrassed. But truthfully, I wouldn’t mind being Diesel’s… girlfriend.

Wow, that sounds weird. His girlfriend. I sort of like it. It still feels weird anyway, and people are already saying that we’re dating?! Come on. This is like the first time people have seen us talk. It’s embarrassing.

Diesel has a different attitude though, “Let people think what they think. I don’t care. Let them think we’re dating.”

“Huh?” I look up from my sandwich shocked. 

He turns to me and asks an unexpected sentence, “Olivia, will you be my girlfriend?”

My mouth is open in pure surprise. I have to think about what he said three times to make sure he actually said those words. I’m in silent shock. Not sure how to react truthfully.

My senses finally come back to me, “Yes-Yes, I will.”

We’re now both smiling at each other as if we just won the lottery. 

Yeah, it is finally official. It feels so… strange to think that I have a boyfriend. The word itself feels strange on my tongue. 

And never did I think it’d be Diesel who would ask me, and neither did I think that he would ask me in the middle of the lunchroom. 

I can’t be more happy though. The rest of my lunchtime is different from how it began. We steal glances at each other, and every so often we’ll talk about something with my friends as if we never just agreed to date each other. 

And that’s what I like about it. We’re friends but also something more than that. 

Never did I think that my crush, Diesel Summers, would ask me to be his girlfriend.


Unveil

Art created by @thedragonshifter 😊

My wings open wider as I land at the dark sawmill. 

It feels so good to be in my griffin form. It’s like being free and taking a huge stretch after a long car ride. 

My hind feet touch the ground first. I spread out my front eagle talons as I fully land. I stumble as I come to a complete stop, but at least I’m becoming better at landing though.

A large, dark figure stalks toward me from the shadows of the sawmill. I smile as the shape comes closer.

“What’s up?” I greet normally.

Diesel snorts happily and says, “Nothing much.”

Even though we’re officially girlfriend and boyfriend, we still act like we’re friends. Which is completely okay with me. 

Diesel, the pegacorn, steps closer. His long mane, huge wings, and long horn always amaze me. I could imagine that a little girl with a deep love for unicorns and pegasus would be all over him.

“We’re still planning on checking on Roxanne, right? Since she wasn’t at school today.” Diesel asks me.

My neck feathers move as I nod my head, “Yeah, let’s check her house first. Hopefully, nothing has happened between her family and the man who’s blackmailing them.”

We then take flight and we head toward Roxanne’s house at the opposite side of the lake.

Passing over the lake’s dam, I think about how unreal this whole situation has been. Discovering that your town is being attacked then finding out it’s your blackmailed friend who is committing the crimes seems more like something out of a movie or a fictitious novel. 

But then again, I’m a griffin. That fact itself is absolutely absurd! 

The wind ruffles my feathers and fur as I fly high above the lake. My tail blows straight out behind me helping me balance myself. Diesel, on my far right, flaps his jet black wings almost effortlessly. His long mane waves in the wind around him. 

Everything about him seems dark. His coat, his wings, his eyes, his hooves, and every part of him is one color, black. Some may say that his dark color reflects who he is as a person. 

The only part of him that isn’t dark are his fangs that peek out from below his lip. Their true purpose is still under questioning.

The part of Lake Jah that I’m most familiar with comes into sight. I quickly point out Roxanne’s house to Diesel even though he already knows where it is. 

Without having to land, we scan the house from hundreds of feet above. As I survey the house, I become concerned when I notice that there isn’t a light on inside. 

“Diesel, they always have a light on when they are home. Something isn’t right. They’re not home.” I shout over the wind.

We slow down to a glide as we think this over. My eyes narrows as my mind works hard. 

“Do you think they’re out vandalizing?” Diesel offers.

I shake my head, “For once, I doubt that.”

Obviously, my fear has come true. This ‘antagonist’ threatening Roxanne’s family has struck. 

Now the true question is: Where is my childhood friend and her family? 

And are they still alive…?

Diesel and I bank left. The lights of town slowly come into sight.

“Where… how… what do you think happened to them?” Diesel asks out loud. 

I growl, “Find the man who blackmailed them and we find where they are.” 

Continuing anxiously, I say, “I’ll take the west side of town. Can you take the east?”

“I think we should stay together. It would be safer.”, Diesel snorts. 

I then agree with him. We always do better as a team, not as loners. 

_____________________

An hour later we don’t get any results. Inspecting every part of town has ended up being futile. There’s no places where an evil dude would keep a family of five. No one has been seen vandalizing either. Truthfully, each moment that passes I become more nervous.

What if that man… killed them…?

I don’t want that to be true. With all my heart, I hope nothing dire has happened to my friend and her family. She made a mistake by locking me in her basement, but I’ve forgiven her for that.

“Are they’re any other places around town where they might could be? You know this town better than me. You’ve been exploring around here for many years.”, Diesel asks as we gain altitude together.

My brain thinks about the secret places in this town and the woods surrounding it. Not many places comes to mind. Only four can be recalled: the old dilapidated mansion near Crooked Creek, the creepy disused theater on the outskirts of town, the huge cement culvert near the lake dam, and the quarry outside town.

“That’s it!”, I shout.

“Huh?”

I turn to Diesel, “The quarry. I haven’t been there in months. It’s north of town where people seldom go. That is the best place to find someone who needs to be found.”

“Okay, lead the way!”, He says enthusiastically.

_____________________

Fifteen minutes later, we land in the dense woods that surround the quarry. Insects sing and thrum steadily around us. The natural scent of rich earth rises from the forest floor.

We weave through the trees as I direct us to the quarry. After about three minutes of navigating, a light is seen through the thick trees. Our speed increases as we come nearer. 

The quarry is always desolate, and only a few, rare, and brave persons dare venture here. I’m hoping this is where my friend is. There’s going to be a huge disappointment if-

We reach the quarry, but we skid to a halt before stepping into the bright light that covers the entire area. Our eyes widen at what we are currently viewing. Each of our four feet automatically take us backwards. The sight is too shocking to pry our eyes off of.

This explains everything! This is why they were blackmailed! This is why they had to vandalize the town!


Relunctants

We reach the quarry, but we skid to a halt before stepping into the bright light that covers the entire area. Our eyes widen at what we are currently viewing. Each of our feet automatically take us backwards. The sight is too shocking to pry our eyes off of.

This explains everything! This is why they were blackmailed! This is why they had to vandalize the town!

The quarry has changed drastically since I last saw it months ago. Back then there were saplings, mature trees, countless weeds, loose rocks, and raw red mud falling from the side of the open hill.

But it’s dramatically different now.

Instead, all the undergrowth has been excavated away to a flat surface. Red clay is all that’s left to walk on. Two campers sit on opposite sides of the quarry. Multiple, huge black barrels sit on the far side of the clearing. An oil well is not too far away from where we stand. There are strange men patrolling the area. A rifle is held in each of the men’s arms. 

“What in the world?” I whisper to Diesel as we stare at the seen before us.

This is why Roxanne’s family was blackmailed! Someone is taking oil from the ground, but how? There’s no oil deposits in this part of the country, supposedly. But whoever is doing this wanted Roxanne’s family to vandalize Melark. Whether it was supposed to be a distraction or to run people out is an unanswered question.

“What should we do?”, I nervously ask Diesel.

He takes a deep breath, “We came here to find some people. That’s what we will do.”

I nod my head frantically, “Your turn to captain. Take the lead, Commander Diesel.”

My… boyfriend… slowly nears the closest camper where a dim light is on inside. A box-like generator growls steadily outside.

Crouching with folded wings, Diesel turns back to me, “We’re too noticeable this way. Morph back to a human.”

I silently agree with him as I begin to shift out of my griffin form. My wings, tails, fur, feathers, beak, talons, and claws are quickly absorbed into my body. 

My eyes open as a human. I stare straight at Diesel who’s inching toward the camper that lies just outside the cover of the woods. I get to him as fast as possible and grab his shoulders. If the moment wasn’t so serious, I probably would have realized that his shoulders were super muscular.

“What are you doing?” He asks me completely confused.

I hold onto him tighter and whisper urgently, “Don’t go to that camper. Those men will shoot you to pieces.”

“What if Roxanne and her family are in there though?”, Diesel points out.

My face falls more and I bite my lip, “We need a distraction.”

“I’ll be the distraction.”

“No, you will not.” I growl in his left ear as my hands hold onto him harder. 

I search the ground for something that I can throw. After a few seconds, I find a rock the size of both of my fists. I grab it and make eye contact with Diesel. He nods in agreement.

I count to five then throw the rock with all of my griffin strength. It’s launched across the clearing and lands near the other distant camper. As predicted, it draws the attention of the bored patrolling men.

As soon as we’re safe, Diesel and I run to one of the camper’s window to look inside. Two people sit back to back in the center of the camper. 

“Those are Roxanne’s brothers!” I whisper to Diesel impatiently. 

Without warning, Diesel raises his first and slammed it into the glass window. It shatters loudly, and I cringe hoping the guards didn’t hear. 

I glance down at Diesel’s fist, and I immediately notice blood trickling across his knuckles. I’m about to say some negativities about how he shouldn’t be destroying windows with bare hands, but we don’t have the spare time.

We use the camper’s tire as a step so we can climb through the broken window. Roxanne’s two brother are well aware of all of this. 

“What are you doing here, Olivia?” The oldest, Kyle, who is eighteen asks me shocked.

I know Roxanne’s brothers well. They’re literally like cousins to me. Roxanne and I did so many things together, and sometimes her brother were there too.

I put my fingers to my lips as Diesel and I walk closer. I then notice that the two brothers are tied to two chairs that are back to back. Their hands are bound together behind the chairs.

I don’t hesitate to free them of their bindings. Since neither of them can see my hand at this angle, I let a claw grow from my finger so I can easily cut the ropes. Once the ropes are loose, they jerk their hands free and they stand stiffly.

“How long have you been here?”, Diesel asks as he glances out one of the windows to check for danger

The youngest brother, Damon, who’s seventeen, answers, “About six hours, but we were forced to leave our house early this morning.”

“Where are Roxanne and your parents?” I ask them desperately.

Kyle replies, “Our parents were told to wait until we were let go. They’re staying at that old theater in town. We don’t know where Roxanne is. She could be here or anywhere.”

I try ignoring the scar left behind on my back. Kyle is the one who had shot me. He didn’t know it was me though. All he saw was a dangerous wild animal.

“We’ll look for Roxanne. You should go find your parents. Once we find Roxanne, we will meet you at the theater.” Diesel says coldly as he continues to keep watch.

I can tell that Diesel doesn’t care for these two brother. It’s probably because they nearly killed me a few night ago. I’m sure he’d rather not associate with them since they almost took both of our lives.

“If you’re going to search for our sister, we’re helping you.”, Damon says stubbornly.

Diesel’s anger suddenly comes to a boil, “No. Go. You’ll be in the way.”

“I’m with Damon. Plus, what makes you think you can do anything against all these armed men?” Kyle steps up to Diesel.

I cross my arms and intercede them, “We can do it, Kyle. Don’t doubt us. Or have you forgotten that I escaped your locked basement?”

A moment of shock passes over his face before it dissipates. 

Kyle sighs defeatedly and gives me a joking smile, “When this is all done with, I want to know how you got out.”

The familiar feeling of how we used to joke overwhelms me, and I can’t help but return the playfulness, “Don’t worry. I’m never going to forget that experience.”

Diesel gives the two teens a glare, “It’s best if you hurry on. Last time I checked, it was a long hike back to Melark.”

They still seem very reluctant to go, but they eventually leave through the broken window. If I was in their shoes, I wouldn’t want to leave knowing that my sister lay in the hands of two sixteen year-olds. 

When they’re well gone, Diesel turns back to me.

His previous attitude has turned into an excited determination, “Are you ready to find Roxanne?”

I exhale nervously, “I sure am.”


Flame

“We might need another distraction.” Diesel notifies me as we ready ourselves to search the rest of this unusual camp at the quarry.

Roxanne’s two brothers, Kyle and Damon, have been gone for about two minutes now. 

I eye the armed men through the small camper window, “We can’t fool around. Plus, they might get suspicious if too many strange things happen around here. Let’s just be stealthy instead.”

“Okay, that might be a good idea.” He nods.

We crawl out the broken window that’s on the opposite side of the camper. The mysterious guards luckily can’t see us right here. 

Once we’re both back outside, we hightail it into the woods for cover. Then we crouch in the underground and make sure we haven’t been spotted.

So far, the odds have been in our favor. The armed men still patrol with no idea that two crazy teenagers are lurking in the nearby woods.

“We ought to check out the other camper over there.” Diesel points to the distant RV. 

“Agreed.”

Slinking slowly and silently through the trees, we head around to the opposite side of the clearing. Sticks beckon for us to step on them. It seems like every step I take involves some type of accidental noise. Cracking sticks, hitting my head on a branch, stumbling on a root, etcetera. 

I’ve always been good at being quiet. All this nervousness is ruining me.

With much precision and patience, we make it to the other camper. The first thing I notice are the muffled voices talking inside. The next thing I notice is how old the camper looks. Dingy mildew covers the siding and dried red mud sticks to the tires. The awning above the front door is torn and ragged. A lawn chair lays on its side near the front steps.

This place looks as bad as the people running it. The suspicious black barrels and oil well is strange enough. I hope we find Roxanne soon.

I jump as the camper door is flung open. An angered man storms outside with a raised voice. A shiver runs through me at his violent tone. Diesel automatically wraps his arm around me for reassurance as we eavesdrop.

The man yells back into the camper, “You should have just disposed of those two boys. This whole operation is becoming more complicated each day!” 

Another man appears from the inside of the RV, “Sir-”

“Whatever. You already made your mistake by keeping them. They shouldn’t have even been brought here in the first place. Why didn’t you just hold them with their sister?” The furious man continues growling at the other.

The second man’s voice becomes shaky, “I supposed that it would be best to separate the siblings so that we could control their parents better.”

The malevolent man narrows his eyes, “Wish I never got that family to do my dirty work. I should’ve just hired some guys myself.”

So this is the man blackmailing my friend’s family?!

A sudden hot fury rises from inside of me. It starts at my core and reaches out to every part of my body. My breathing increases at this newfound hate.

Diesel squeezes my shoulder as a sign to hold back my anger.

The unhappy man goes on, “What’d you do with that girl anyway?”

The henchman answers without pausing, “There’s an old mansion far outside town. It’s safe from any snooping cops. I assigned three men to hold her there.”

They start to walk off toward the other camper. Their conversation turns into business talk.

“They’re gonna see that Kyle and Damon are gone!”, I alert Diesel who is already aware of this fact. 

“Let’s go before they find out. We know where Roxanne is.” He grabs my hand.

I hold back and give him a sly look, “Don’t you want to do some damage here?”

Diesel’s face falls, “Sort of. It’d be satisfying to interfere with their illegal work, but it’s too dangerous, Olivia.”

“I insist on reeking havoc here.” I go one.

He rolls his eyes, “Stop tempting me.”

“You know you want to.” I purposely tempt.

“Those dudes have rifles! They want to have a target.” Diesel throws at me.

I snort and whisper loudly, “And we are teenage shapeshifting mythical creatures!”

“You have a point… Okay, we’ll do it, but as soon as it gets dangerous we are leaving. No ifs, ands, or buts. Period.”, Diesel says seriously.

A moment later I hear him mumble, “I don’t want you to get shot again.”

____________________

Five minutes later Diesel and I have managed to silently make it around to where the black barrels are and have begun tipping then over. This part of the camp has little to no light upon it, and so far we have managed to put three barrels on their sides. 

We’re currently in our mythical forms.

I sink my talons into the top of a fallen barrel, and I surprise myself with my own strength when my talons dig straight through the thick metal. Jerking out my talons, thick oil bleeds out of the drum. 

I do the same with all the barrels in the vicinity. 

“How’s that? Let ‘em see what it’s like to have their property vandalized.”, I whisper evilly to Diesel.

Diesel’s sniffing the spreading oil. His black nose accidentally touches the liquid gold. He jerks his head back and tries wiping the oil off with his foreleg. I stare at him with amused bewilderment. 

Suddenly, Diesel sneezes from attempting to remove the oil.

My eyes flick over to the guards as they turn toward our direction. Their guns raise in automatic suspicion. 

I shove Diesel toward the trees’ cover, but it’s like trying to move a brick wall with giant wings. 

“Who’s there?” An armed man with an extremely deep voice yells in our direction. 

“Come on.” I grumble at Diesel. 

The embankment is too steep to climb up so we have to head back toward the camper where the grumpy man came from. 

Without warning, the smell of smoke fills my nostrils. My head turns toward the source. Uncontrollably, my gaze locks onto the orange, licking flames of a campfire in the center of the quarry. 

That wasn’t there before! Did they build that while we dumped the oil? 

The campfire burns about fifty feet away, and at this distance it doesn’t bother me. 

That is until one of the guards happens to throw a flaming stick in my direction. It bounces off the ground feet away from me and rolls across the dirt toward me. 

The uncontrollable and mysterious fear locks me in my footsteps. My heartbeat jumps to a much higher speed as the stick stops a few inches before me. 

The flame grows as the stick ceases rolling. It eats away at the bark of the foot-long length of log. Intense heat pulses from the fiery piece of timber. It singes the feathers running down my front legs.



I can’t move. My legs are locked. I can’t snuff out my own fear to save my life, literally. 

I hate this! I hate this unnecessary fear!

Everything becomes a blur. I hear shouting and a bright light is cast upon me. All while I stare at the fire in utter terror. 

Something hard hits me across the shoulder, and I snap out of it. I turn on my heals and run as fast as my legs can possibly take me. 

Trees whiz by my vision. Diesel’s heavy trampling can be heard right behind me. The distant racket of shouting men slowly fades in the distance. Trees now envelope us in dark shadows.

My crazy eagle feet cause me to trip on roots and rocks. I’m sent flying forward. Then I’m thrown head over tail into a creek. I skid across stones and come to a jolting stop. Water splashes me over me as my momentum abruptly ceases. Instead of getting up, I just lay there letting the cool water flow around me.

Hoofs thump up to the sandy creek side, and then I hear water sloshing. It comes closer.

I surprisingly feel a human hand rest on the back of my neck. 

Diesel asks, “Are you okay?”

Raising my head, I sigh dramatically, “I always run better as a human.”

I morph back into a human and stand up. The slick rocks in the creek bed threaten to send me down once again. 

I try wringing out my soaked clothes as Diesel says, “You zoned out back there for a full ten seconds.”

“Did anyone see me?”

“Yes.”

“How much of me?”

He cringes, “A lot more than they should’ve.”

“How did you snap me out of it? I only felt something thwack me on the shoulder.”, I ask Diesel as we wade out of the water.

“With a unicorn horn.”, He answer cautiously.

Well, at least it has a use. It’s great for reviving a friend who is currently under a fear binding spell.

I close my eyes, but I only open them when a single thought crosses my mind, “We need to find Roxanne. We know where she is now.”


Farewell

Dark and sort of creepy. That’s what most people think of when someone mentions an ‘old dilapidated mansion’. 

Surprisingly, that’s exactly what I am thinking as I look at this disused mansion that lies before me. Not a single light is visible, and weedy vines snake up and around the house’s rotting exterior.

I raise my head and take a deep breath of air. The scent of humans still drifts in the air. Three men and one teenage girl.

Roxanne is definitely here.

Diesel who is currently a pegacorn comes up beside me, “Ready for this?”

“Yes.”, I nod.

We made a plan during our flight here. This plan involves one of us sneaking through the back door while the other takes the front door.

There’s only three bad guys here. We can take them on. Surely we can deal with them.

I go around the back of the house, while Diesel sneaks around to the front. I’m currently in my Griffin form.

The gnarled trees surrounding the house give off an eerie feeling. The dark shutters along the house hang sideways on their broken hinges. Branches and rusty old junk are scattered everywhere you go. A musty aroma drifts from the house as I go around to the backside. 

A tree behind me creaks in the breeze. I whip around thinking it is someone, but I exhale as I realize it is just your average everyday tree. When I turn back around, I nearly jump out of my skin when I come face to face with a stone statue of a dog. 

Stepping backwards, I stare at what used to be a rose garden. Wild and overgrown rose vines tangle together in one big sea of barbed stems. The whole garden is filled with many stone statues of different animals. A horse, an eagle, a bear, a deer, a tiger, the disturbing dog in front of me, a fox, a kangaroo, a goat, and countless other statues that have succumbed to the rose vines.

Well, well. This would be a beautiful place if all the vines were gone. Right now, it’s creepy and very unpleasant. 

The back door comes into sight and I make my way to it so I can escape the disturbing aura of the garden. The wooden slab and its rusty hinges complain loudly as I pull it open with my curved talons.

I step into the old mansion and silently walk across the deteriorating wooden floors. Parts of the floorboards are missing. Small patches of the wood are gone. Left behind are random holes. 

I don’t want to know if there’s a basement beneath me or just a crawlspace. My body shivers at the thought of someone or myself falling through the floor and into a dark terrifying basement filled with all sorts of nightmarish things.

The house has a smell of its own. The scent of old fabric and dust hangs heavily in this stale air. 

Unusual items fill the house as well. Most furniture is gone, but small worthless pieces have been left behind to waste away. An antique oil lamp, a kerosene heater, a cracked radio from the early 1920s, a wooden footstool, a metal cup, and…

What is this? 

I know I should be searching for Roxanne, but my curiosity gets the best of me. It’s been said that curiosity killed the cat. I’m part cat… so maybe I won’t get killed by my untamed curiosity. 

Stepping closer, I examine the piece that has caught my attention. My breath catches in my throat. 

There before me sits a brass statuette of a griffin. It’s about a foot tall and there isn’t a single blemish on it.



I stand there in shock as I stare at the thing. The whole house is filled with old raggedy items, but this certain object has an air of majesty still around it.

Back in the day, this mansion was probably an extraordinary sight. It’s like the griffin statue is all that is left of the awe which once surrounded this place.

No one’s coming back for this. The whole building will fall in before someone ever comes into this particular room again.

I start to walk away, but I pull back. My head swivels back toward the mini griffin.

I’m coming back for you one day. 

Taking a deep breath, I head out of the room. Every step I take is taken gently. The talons on my eagle feet lightly click against the hard wooden floors. 

I sniff the air to check for any human’s presence. The metallic smell of a gun and gunpowder meets my nostrils. I continue through the house more cautious than ever. My skin prickles more with each step.

I round a corner to see a closed door with light filtering from around it. The light shines across the floor until it dims at my feet. Low murmuring can be heard through the door.

Nervously, I step toward the door. My instincts tell me to flee from the light. 

I’ve hidden as a griffin in the night’s shadows for over seven years. Of course going to light is against what I’ve taught myself not to do. 

‘Stay hidden. Stay unknown.’

That’s been my motto for so long.

Reaching the door, I put my eye up to where the light shines between the door and the doorframe. The brightness blinds me at first, but my vision quickly adjusts. 

Inside the other room are four figures. Three of them are men who are armed head to toe. The fourth is a slim teenager who has her arms tightly crossed in front of her. She leans against the wall agitatedly. 

Roxanne glares at the three malefactors. The men don’t pay her any attention. Instead, they remain seated silently and only pass a few words every so often. 

I shift back into a human and pull my phone out of my pocket. The plan that Diesel and I had conjured up is now being put into motion.

I send a text to Diesel letting him know that I am ready. A few seconds later he replies back with a thumbs-up emoji. 

Okay, here we go.

Phase two of our plan: Take out the source of light while men are distracted. 

I ready myself to spring through the door. A moment later a loud banging is heard in a separate part of the house. An image of a black alicorn kicking against a wall flashes through my mind.

The men stand and momentarily argue about what should be done about the suspicious situation. Two of them finally agree to check out the noise they heard. The third man remains behind to keep an eye on Roxanne.

When the two men are well gone, I bust through the door and run straight toward the lamp in the center of the room. I smash the lightbulb, and all three of us are plunged into darkness.

My night-vision kicks in immediately and I shift to a griffin. The remaining man in the room gropes for the flashlight in his back pocket. Roxanne stares blankly into the darkness. The two are unaware that there is a big, bad griffin in the room with them.

I shove the man to the floor. The flashlight flies out of his hand and rolls across the room. I run toward him, but the patter of my feet give me away. He’s expecting me.

A random fist comes right toward my face and I have no time to react. The knuckles make contact with a crack. I stagger backwards as my vision becomes speckled with black. Blinking, I straighten up. 

That actually… didn’t hurt. Bring it on, man!

Time slows as I jump at the man as he blindly stands from the floor. My strong lion legs launch me across the space between us. A small uncontrollable growl escapes my throat right before I body slam into him. 

The malefactor falls backwards to the floor with a grunt as the breath is knocked out of him. 

Now that he’s out of the way…

I immediately morph back into my human self.  Then I head straight to Roxanne who is backed against the wall. Just like the man, her simple human vision can’t see me in this darkness. Roxanne’s eyes search the darkness even though there’s not a lick of light.

Tenderly, I put my hand on her arm. Bad mistake.

Without warning, Roxanne’s knee kicks me right in the stomach. 

I keel over and mumble through clenched teeth, “Roxanne… it’s me… Olivia.”

“Olivia?!” Her voice is filled with relief. 

A punch to the face doesn’t hurt, but getting kicked right in the stomach does?

I grab the flashlight that still lies on the floor and click it on. Light pours across the dusty floorboards. Roxanne pulls me up from my crouched position. 

“What are you doing here?” She whispers in utter shock.

I suck in a breath as I bite away the last of the pain. Instead of answering her, I pull Roxanne to the door where the two other men had exited through moments ago. We have to get out of here before the man I just fought gets back up.

Diesel will be waiting for me somewhere. Hopefully, I can find him with no trouble. We need to get out of this disturbing place filled with three crazed men. 

My flashlight illuminates our path down a hallway. We turn down another hall. Then another hall. And yet… another hall. 

Welcome to the maze! Also known as an old mansion. Congratulations, Olivia Linn Davis, you are officially a maze/mansion runner!

I’m not even sure where that sarcastic thought came from. That doesn’t matter right now though.

Roxanne and I finally find the front door. It’s wide open. A warm draft of air meets us as we go straight through the doorway. I hadn’t even realized that it was cold inside. 

A dark figure comes up to confront us. Roxanne grabs ahold of my arm tightly, but a sly smile slides across my face as the person comes closer. 

“It looks like you’ve got it covered, Diesel.” I say as I look at two fallen men beside the doorsteps.

Roxanne screeches, “Diesel?! What is he doing here?!”

Diesel ignores her and raises a keychain, “Come on. I’ve got us a ride.”

We then follow Diesel to a Cadillac. He gets in the driver’s seat while Roxanne and I crawl into the back seats. 

A few seconds later, he starts the engine and extremely loud music suddenly blares over the speakers. I cover my sensitive ears and ask why I’m hearing Fall Out Boy. It would’ve been enjoyable, if it wasn’t destroying my eardrums in the process.

Diesel turns it down, “Why were they listening to this?”

Roxanne shrugs, “I don’t know. Guess they like alternative.”

Diesel drives away from the house as fast as the old road will allow us too. It’s extremely bumpy, but tolerable. This isn’t our car anyway so who cares if we bust a few parts on it?

I sigh and buckle up out of sheer habit. Roxanne shivers beside me as if recalling a bitter memory. 

After a few minutes of silence, the tsunami of questions hits us.

Roxanne leans forward, “How did you know how to find me? How did you fight of those men? Why is Diesel here?”

I try answering in order, “Um… we eavesdropped on some guys. We just used some simple self defense to fight off the guys. And Diesel is my boyfriend.”

She leans back in surprise, “Wow, okay. Um… Hey, thanks for saving me.”

Her smile fades as she continues in a serious tone, “I just want to say I’m sorry for drugging you with that drink and putting you in the basement, Olivia. I’ve been regretting that decision ever since I made it. I should have just talked with you instead of doing that. I was scared that you would get hurt… guess I wasn’t thinking. I’m so sorry. I understand if you don’t forgive me-”

“I forgive you.” I tell Roxanne.

“…really?” 

I nod as I look down, “At first, I felt so betrayed. From there, I assumed that we would never return to being friends. I figured you were a totally different person, but I knew that if you felt the same way I did toward you… That we would still be friends no matter what. That’s when I forgave you, because the Roxanne I know would only do such a thing in circumstances where there are no other choices.”

We then embrace each other in a tight hug. I glance at Diesel in the rearview mirror. A small smile is on his face. 

After a moment, we pull back. A question plays across her face, but I can tell that she’s holding it back.

Diesel runs over a huge bump in the road and my head hits the window on my left. I hold back an annoyed growl as I rub the side of my head. 

“We’re going to meet your parents at that old theater in town.” I inform my friend. 

“Really? What about Takolize? Nowhere is safe from him.”, Roxanne says with a worried expression.

“Tako- what?”, Diesel asks totally confused.

We finally reach an asphalt road as Roxanne answers darkly, “Takolize. He’s the guy who has been blackmailing my family.”

“Oh.” I narrow my eyes as I recall the angry man who had violently exited the camper back at the quarry. 

Takolize. 

I roll the name around in my mind. The more I think of it the more my hate increases.

_____________________

Twenty minutes later, we pull up to the old theater. Not a single light is on, but that’s good. We don’t want to draw attention. 

It’s almost three in the morning now. I’ll have to head home soon. Diesel will be extremely tired tomorrow at school. Poor guy.

“One day, Olivia, you will tell me how you actually broke me out. You too, Diesel.”, Roxanne gives him a friendly smile. 

Roxanne opens her door to climb out. I also get out of the car, but not without noticing Diesel slipping the Fall Out Boy CD inside his back pocket. Then Diesel throws the keys down in the car seat. It’s not our vehicle. Who cares what happens to it now?

All three of us proceed toward the theater cautiously. Nothing happens. So we continue on inside the old building. Once the front doors close behind us, we’re greeted by Roxanne’s parents and two brothers.

Roxanne’s mom, who is almost in tears, hugs her daughter tightly. Her brothers wear smiles of relief.

Roxanne’s dad turns to me, “Thank you so much for bringing her back, Olivia.”

He then turns to Diesel slowly, “I don’t believe we’ve met before.”

“Hello, I’m Diesel. It’s nice to meet you.” He puts his hand out to exchange a handshake.

After a quick introduction, Roxanne’s father continues, “We’re so grateful for what you’ve done, but you’ve also brought this danger upon yourself.”

“We’re well aware of that, sir.” I reply.

Diesel says to them, “The police need to get involved in this matter. Maybe even the feds.”

“I can’t risk my family.” Roxanne’s father says coldly.

I start in, “Your sons and daughter just got kidnaped! No one is safe in this family. That guy, Takolize. I’ve seen him myself. You can’t just hide from him. He’ll come for you again, but he won’t be as gracious next time.”

Her father growls, “There’s no forward or backwards for us. If we go get the law’s help, they’ll blame us for all of the vandalism we did. If we don’t get the law, Takolize will find us no matter what.”

Diesel crosses his arms, “What’s better? Facing the consequences or being murdered by a psycho?”

Roxanne’s mom steps forward and grasps the father’s hand. I can already see the choice in her eyes. As she stares into her husband’s eyes, I can also tell that Diesel’s statement has hit home.

After a long minute of silence, Roxanne’s father finally replies, “We’re going to the cops now. You’re right, Diesel. The consequences would be better than having my family killed.” 

We then have a long moment of silence, and I break this silence by asking, “Who is Takolize exactly? What are his goals?”

Roxanne’s mom sighs and answers slowly, “He’s basically a man who’s looking to get rich. Though if you ask me he’s already pretty wealthy at the moment. Many of his dealings involve the black market or something else illegal.”

“So what are his plans for Melark. He had you go around and vandalize. Why?”, My voice is filled with growing worry. 

Roxanne’s dad answers, “Somehow Takolize found out that there was oil underneath the entire town. I have no idea how there is oil here in Missouri, but there is. So his intentions were to have someone scare the residents into leaving Melark. Then without anyone’s notice he would buy up as much property as he possibly could. This would prevent anyone from finding out he was drilling for oil and no one could drill anywhere nearby if they ever did find out.”

It’s basically a modern day range war. Pushing people of their land so that someone else can use it to their advantage. 

We all think upon these words for some time. No one says a thing. Only our breathing can be heard in the silence.

Suddenly, a random memory pops into mind. It’s of when Roxanne had first discovered the band Twenty One Pilots. She constantly talked about their music, and she would sometimes play their songs while I was around. One of her favorite songs has the phrase ‘Sometimes quiet is violent’. 

That one phrase is clearly evident in this situation. It’s silent, and there is an air of edge around us. With no sounds to be heard, it’s a painful silence.

Sometimes quiet is violent.

I have the strangest flashbacks.

Finally, Roxanne’s dad breaks the deathly silence, “We ought to leave now, and this might be the last time we see each other.”

Roxanne and I make eye contact instantly. I don’t pay attention as the rest of my friend’s family exits the theater.

Diesel puts his hand on my shoulder, but before he can say anything I turn to him, “Go on home. Get some rest, okay? I’ll see you at school in a few hours.”

He momentarily nods and leaves without a single word. Diesel knows that I need some time alone with Roxanne.

“It looks like you finally got the boy you always dreamed of.”, Roxanne gives me a bittersweet smile. 

Biting my lip, I mumble, “Yeah, it’s a long story.”

She steps closer, “I only wish I could see how things work out between you two. There’s no telling what will happen to my family and I when we confront the police about this.”

My eyes start to prickle, “They might let you off easy… once you explain how you were forced to do the vandalizing against your will. Maybe they’ll give you some credit if it helps them find Takolize.”

Roxanne shakes her head and looks down, “We have to expect the worse in this situation.”

I don’t know what to say at first, but I finally just let the words spill out of me like a flood, “Roxanne, will I ever see you again?”

There is no way to tell if I’ll ever see my best friend ever again. Once her family go to the police, they’ll be facing many charges. They have done some bad things during these past weeks. Even if they were blackmailed into doing crimes they’ll still have to pay.

“I hope to see you again.” Roxanne says holding back tears.

I let out a short laugh but tears threaten more than ever now, “What am I going to do without my best friend?”

“You still have Cellcy and Wonona.”

Shaking my head, I disagree, “It won’t be the same at all. Who’s going to fangirl about The Flash with me? Who else has a friend who lives right across the lake from her? Not many people have a friend who they have known since they were six years old.”

A tear rolls down Roxanne’s cheek, and it’s at that moment when I realize that I’m also crying. I wipe the teardrops away, because I dislike crying in front of people.

But this is my friend, not just a person.

“I’ll miss you… a lot.” She gives me a faint smile through her pained expression.

“And I’ll miss you just as much.” 

We then hug each other in a tight embrace. 

She whispers in my ear, “Please don’t forget me.”

“I could never forget you. We grew up alongside each other like sisters.” My voice betrays the hurt and utter pain inside my heart. 

We let go and pull away from each other. I can tell she wants this sad moment to end soon. 

Roxanne tells me, “Goodbye, Olivia.”

“Goodbye, Roxanne.” I give her a reassuring smile. 

She begins to turn toward the door, but hesitates and says to me, “I’ll want to know how things went between you and Diesel when we see each other in the future.”

You know that conversation may never happen. We only hope that it will.

With one last heartbreaking glance toward me, Roxanne pushes through the theater doors. I can hear her holding back more tears.

I get my best friend back and lose her in the same night. 

No, I will never forget her. There’s no promise that we’ll ever meet again, but nothing can erase my childhood friend from my memory. She’s safe now and nothing is more important than that.

The pain suddenly cuts deeper into me.


Noted

Felicity nods along with the beat of the music that flows from the speakers.

I keep my eyes on the road as I steer. A few hours ago I said goodbye to my best friend. My usual three hours of sleep helped me diffuse the sadness in a way. Though the pain still holds a place in my heart.

Roxanne is safe from Takolize now. Why be sad?

Sighing, I start enjoying the music with Felicity. Though it isn’t easy.

“What’s wrong, Miss Sad-Sack? We literally have two more days of school.”, Felicity asks me jokingly. 

I put on a smile, “I’ve just had a lot going on lately.”

My sisters goes on, “You and Diesel have been hanging out at night. Of course you have a lot going on.”

Shaking my head, I growl, “It’s not that…”

“Is it something mom and dad should know about?” She taunts.

“No- wait, you didn’t tell them that Diesel’s a shape-”

Felicity rolls her eyes, “No. But they probably need to know. It might give them peace of mind if they knew you were not the only half human mythical creature.”

I nod, “Believe me, I’ve wanted to tell them since the day I stumbled upon an alicorn in the woods. It’s been eating at me ever since. I’m planning on telling them… soon.”

School comes into sight. The red brick walls and trimmed landscaping seem like a refuge compared to deteriorating old mansions where people are held hostage. 

_____________________

With just two full days of school left, everyone is acting carefree and a little too rambunctious. 

I reach homeroom only to dodge a paper airplane coming right at me. As it sails past my shoulder, I grab it mid-flight. Someone across the room sighs when they see me capture it.

I love how we’re sophomores, but we’re crafting paper airplanes like we’re eleven. 

Letting my playfulness take over, I send the airplane soaring across the room toward where the downhearted sigh had come from.

As it effortlessly glides across the room, my thoughts go to how exhilarating true flight is like. The wind under my wings, the air blowing in my face, the weightlessness of it all, and the wild freedom inside you. It’s a thing that I would never give away.

And to think that only a few days ago I hated flying so much that it made me sick every time I thought of it.

The paper plane lands on the desk of the owner who made it. It’s right then when I realize who made it.

“Good morning.” Diesel smiles up at me.

I snatch away his plane and inspect it closer, “I could never perfect the art of airplane making. Mine always turn out big and awkward. Your’s is straight and sleek. Must be a guy thing.”

He leans toward me and whispers, “Why be upset over that when you know that you can actually fly? Isn’t that cooler than making folded paper glide across the room?”

“You have a point there.” I hand the airplane back to him.

Diesel throws the plane toward one of his friends, “Just two more days of school. Unless you count today as well.”

It’s currently Wednesday. So I actually have today, tomorrow, and Friday to go. 

“You’ll definitely get to sleep more in the summer.” I point out as the airplane automatically returns to us.

He grabs it as it lands, “Yeah, it’s been tough living off three hours of sleep. I wish I had your gift.”

Before I can reply to that he continues, “What happened after I left last night…? Well, actually it wasn’t last night. It was this morning. Anyway, how did things go?”

I shake my head, “We just said our goodbyes. That’s all.”

He nods solemnly, “I wonder how things went when they confronted the police.”

“Hopefully, it went well.” I shrug halfheartedly.

_____________________

The school day passes as expected. We take a few last tests, and help out with anything that needs to be dealt with before the school year ends. 

But keep in mind, the whole school has that excited air about it.

Even Diana is being less troublesome. Though I do catch a few wicked glances from her as she passes Diesel and I. From that look in her jealous gaze, I can tell she would like to add in her own two cent. 

The rumor about Diesel and I dating has probably reached every part of Lakeview Private Academy. If it was the middle of the school year right now, I would be worrying about more nasty rumors starting, but since we’re ending school in a few days I don’t actually care.

My heart sinks like an anchor whenever someone questions Roxanne’s absence or if one of my fellow friends asks me if I’ve heard from her lately. Those questions are usually answered with an ‘I don’t know’ or a ‘Nope, haven’t spoken to her’.

But like most things, people move on to different topics because they naturally assume that Roxanne is sick. Little do they know that she is far from that.

I wish Takolize had never bothered her family. She would be here at school right now if it wasn’t for that. Why? Why did this have to happen to her? She nor her family deserved to be blackmailed.

But I must also remember that Roxanne and her family did bad things in return. Vandalizing the town and hurting people in the process as well. Yes, she was blackmailed, but she also did wrong things. 

I’m not sure if the certain things they did were specifically ordered by Takolize or if they randomly chose what they would ruin. I hope it isn’t the later. I hope it wasn’t their choice when it came to the topic of a crime.

I will never know.

_____________________

“See you tomorrow!”

I wave back at Cellcy, “Yeah, see you later.”

Wonona gives me a poke as she passes and starts talking as she walks toward her car, “Hey, tell me if you hear anything from Roxanne. I keep texting her, but she’s not replying.”

“Same. I haven’t gotten any replies. She probably hasn’t paid her phone bill or something.” I tell Wonona.

Wonona points a finger at me, “That’s likely what happened. Anyway, I’ll catch you later.”

“Bye.” I smile back before slipping into my car.

When in the driver’s seat, I grab the steering wheel and rest my forehead upon it. A sigh escapes me. 

I’ve been lying so much lately. Not only am I covering up for Roxanne, I have kept the whole ‘nighttime investigations’ thing from my parents. Though I doubt I’ll ever tell them about that. I’d be dead.I have also remained quiet about Diesel being half mythical like me. 

It’s not in my nature to keep secrets from my parents or to lie right in someone’s face. 

It would seem that way to you, since I’ve hidden the fact that I’m a griffin for the past seven years of my life. My family already knew about that though, and it’s not like I have to lie to others about that topic. I only have to keep it a secret. Nobody is going to go around asking whether I’m a griffin or not.

All in all, I’m not used to lying. 

Yes, I can do it successfully, but it’s wearing me down.

I pull the keys out of my pocket and crank the car. Then I turn the air conditioning on. Cool air fills the car after a few seconds.

For late May, it’s already pretty hot.

Well, guess I ought to go pick up Felicity now. She’ll be wondering where I am.

_____________________

I’ve been waiting so long for this day to end. All through the day, I’ve been looking forward to flying in the skies and hanging out with the local alicorn. 

Well, not just an alicorn… my boyfriend actually.

Wow, I still can’t get used to that phrase. It’s so foreign for me to handle.

My wings streak out by my sides as air flows underneath them. The sawmill comes into sight quickly, and I make a dive downward with my wings tucked against my body.

Gravity does its work as I free-fall for hundreds of feet. The ground flies toward me as I drop dozens of feet by the second. The night surrounds me as I fall from the lightless sky. My feathers rustle in the wind.

Right before my action becomes too dangerous. My wings jerk open and cushion my decent. The air pulls my wings back harshly, and for a mere ten seconds my wings hurt as they hold me back. The fast drop eventually slows to an easy glide. 

The sawmill appears lifeless as it usually does at night. The one lone light stays on inside the office building. I wonder how often they have to switch out that light bulb.

The clomping of hoofs come from behind, I turn to see the half unicorn, half pegasus approaching me. Huge wings, long horn, white fangs, and a completely black body. 

He snorts, “I think we need to check out the quarry to see what’s happened during the day. I wonder if Roxanne’s family told the police about how Takolize had a camp there. You watched the six o’clock news, right?”

I nod solemnly as the memory of today’s evening news recalls itself.

The news reporter with her fancy hairdo sits at the desk announcing, “The criminals vandalizing the small town of Melark have been detained, but the case concerning them is still being investigated. All information about the criminals have been withheld from the public so far.”

I shudder at the thought of how my friend and her family are being called criminals, but to the citizens of this town they are rotten criminals who deserve prison. They don’t know that those criminals are actually an innocent family who was blackmailed into doing horrendous acts against their hometown.

“Yeah, I watched it.” I reply to Diesel as we take to the skies.

Minutes later we land in the woods surrounding the quarry. Darkness engulfs us as we plunge into the cover of the trees.

Cautiously, we edge toward the area of the quarry. Our feet are silent as we walk along the forest floor. Insects sing in the limbs above us. A lonely owl hoots off in the distance. 

The quarry comes into sight, but suspicion immediately arises inside me. 

There aren’t any bright luminescent lights scouring the quarry. It’s completely dark. Not a single glimpse of light can be seen.

Diesel and I make eye contact then we continue onward. Our discretion is needed in this suspicious situation.

The quarry finally comes clearly and fully into sight. Shock fills me as I stare from my crouched position.

Nothing remains. The two campers, the many oil drums, the oils well, and any other items have disappeared.

Diesel growls, “Either those cops really swept this place clean or Takolize packed his stuff up really fast.”

“I think it’s safe enough to investigate. Come on.” I gesture toward the quarry with my wings. 

Low to the ground, I approach the edge of the woods. My eyes scan the open clearing where nothing remains beside the red mud that covers the entire area.

There’s nothing to be seen, scented, or heard. Okay, it’s safe.

Entering the clearing, I walk toward the center where the armed guards once stood twenty-four hours ago. Their faint scent rises from the ground beneath me. I scan the area for any clues as my talons sink into the soft red clay beneath me. 

“The police wouldn’t have moved all this evidence this fast.” I announce as Diesel approaches from behind me.

He fangs seem to gleam as he speaks, “This means that Takolize is still out there.”

All our work for nothing! We saved my friend, but couldn’t we have taken down the enemy at the same time?

Together, Diesel and I start to search for any remaining clues that may give use information of what happened to Takolize and his men.

I choose the opposite side of the quarry as Diesel chooses the area where the campers once rested. 

After a few minutes Diesel shouts at me from far away, “Olivia, get over here fast.”

Part running, part flying, and part stumbling on my eagle feet, I head toward Diesel. I skid to a halt as I reach him.

Pointing with his horn to an object on the ground, he says to me, “Pick it up. I can’t do it with hoofs.”

Well, you could just shift to a human so you have hands.

But then again, anyone could be watching us. I had felt someone’s gaze on me the other night when Diesel and were at the park, remember?

I use my eagle feet as hands as I pick up a small envelope. One of my talons easily slices open the sealed letter. 

Delicately, I pull out what looks like a picture. My eyes stare at it for what seems like forever. My breath catches in my throat as fear squeezes my heart tightly.

The picture is of me. No, I’m not a human, but a griffin. In the picture fear covers my entire eagle face.

“They must’ve taken this photo when I was caught in the trance last night.”, I say to Diesel who’s looking over my shoulder. 

He nods his head, “Is there anything on the back?”

I flip over the photo to see a note.

It says, ‘Be at lake dam within an hour or else-‘

“Well, that’s not the least bit suspicious.” I huff dramatically.

I continue on, “They said ‘or else-‘. Should we go check it out?”

“It’s a big ol’ trap, Olivia.”

“I know, but they said ‘or else’. It could mean anything. Plus, they know that there’s a griffin running around Melark now. We need to check this out, but not blindly.”

He gives me a smile and his fangs look pearlescent in the faint moonlight, “Okay, let’s do this. Let me call some backup first.”

Backup? Who do we know would be classified as backup?


Battle

We all watch Lake Jah’s dam from a safe distance away.

And when I say we, I mean Diesel, Ash, and I.

Yeah, when Diesel said that he would call ‘backup’, the Ash’s name never came to my mind.

But I can’t agree with Diesel more. Ash, though sometimes a little unusual, is a very trustworthy ally. He knows that I’m a griffin… but I don’t think Diesel has told him that he’s a alicorn yet.

Diesel and I are in our human forms at the moment. All of us are crouched in the undergrowth as we stare out at the dam. Ash is between us. I stare at the attire he has chosen to wear.

“Why do you having swimming trunks on?” I ask Ash quietly.

He shrugs, “Diesel said we were going to the lake dam. So I put on something to go swimming in.”

I give Diesel a knowing look to let him know to tell Ash why we’re really here at one o’clock in the morning. 

“Ash.”

Ash looks over at his friend.

“I’m going to tell you why we need your help.” Diesel says seriously.

“Help?” Ash is confused now.

Diesel then goes on to explain about all the vandalizing and how there is more to it than just that. How there’s a man behind it who’s illegally taking oil out of the ground underneath Melark. 

“So why are we here at the dam then?” Ash asks quizzically. 

I hand him the picture of me as a griffin. He looks it over then flips it to read the message on the back.

“Well, that’s a vague command.” He hands the picture back to me, and I tuck the photo into the pocket of my blue jeans.

“But no one is here, obviously.” Diesel points out. 

“We should check it out.” My instincts urge me to morph into my griffin form. 

Ash seems to get excited as if he can tell I’m about to go griffin-mode.

Diesel grabs his friend’s shoulder, “Before we do anything. Ash, I need to tell you that I’m…”

“You’re what?” Ash stares at his friend.

“I’m like Olivia.”

Ash narrows his eyes as he looks left to right between Diesel and I, “You’re a griffin too?” 

“No, a bit more complicated… and embarrassing.”, Diesel mumbles.

“Why didn’t you tell me, man!” Ash whispers loudly.

I step in, “I was trying to help him keep it a secret by distracting you with my own secret.”

Ash lightens up a bit and after a few seconds of thinking he leans toward Diesel to whisper, “She really does like you, you know?”

Diesel smiles, “Well, yeah. We’re dating.”

Ash looks shocked once again, “You could have told me that at least!”

“I’ve been busy. I haven’t seen you since Monday night.” Diesel retorts.

“Can we please get back to the point?” I gesture back toward the lake dam.

The boys then return to our main concern.

I don’t say anything before shifting into a griffin. Feathers spread across my shoulders, and fur covers the lower half of my body as my clothes are absorbed. Wings sprout from my shoulders as a tail forms on the lower portion of my spine. Talons grow on my two front eagle feet. Claws form on my hind lion feet.

I open my eyes as a griffin to see Ash staring at me. He doesn’t see the huge, black alicorn looming over him.

Ash sees me looking past his shoulder. He turns then bumps into the furry chest of the tall alicorn. 

Backing away fearfully, Ash stutters, “Is- is that you, Diesel?”

Diesel snorts annoyingly, “Yes.”

A smile slowly spreads across his face as he glances between Diesel and I, “You know, you guys are really cool. Olivia’s a griffin. Diesel’s a horse.”

“Excuse me?” Diesel opens his wings angrily.

“Okay, pegasus. Same thing.” Ash corrects himself.

I ignore them as I make my way down towards Lake Jah’s dam. They eventually follow me. I can feel Ash’s excitement coming off of him in enthusiastic waves. We all quiet down as we reach the stone dam.

The dam itself is thick, and a thin sheet of water runs over it. The sound of running water meets my ears as I step out on the dam cautiously.

There’s no sounds, scents, or anything in sight that might mean danger. It’s calm and serene as ever. A smooth breeze ruffles my downy feathers. With that breeze, I smell lake water and green leaves. 

Water sloshes over my four feet as I go farther out on the dam. It’s about eight feet wide. There’s plenty of space to walk on if you ignore the fact that there’s two inches of water constantly running over it. 

My head swivels toward the boys. Diesel seems cautious as he goes further out on the dam. Ash is ahead of him as if he’s enjoying this little nighttime adventure. 

It’s so quiet. That note said to get here within the hour. Maybe we’re late…

A barking dog is heard in the distance. I ignore it as I inspect the old dam. One side of the dam has a wall of water pressed against it. On the opposite side there’s a huge drop where jagged rocks lay waiting below.

More barking can be heard now. Except it’s coming from both sides of the dam. 

Diesel stomps his hoof worriedly. Ash doesn’t seem to be minding the oncoming storm of barks and howls. He’s staring into the lake water with a confused look.

“There’s something in-” Ash is cut off as a volley of wild barking bursts from the woods as a pack of pitbulls explodes from the undergrowth.

I turn to run to the opposite side of the dam only to be met with an equally ferocious pack of dogs. Behind them, three men follow. 

Diesel’s side of the dam also has three men, but one in particular stands out from the other two.

Takolize!

My insides boil as I stare evilly at the smug man.

Takolize steps forward and speaks to his men, “Take all three of them.”

Without further warning, the men on both sides of the dam signal their dogs to attack. The viscous pitbulls proceed willingly.

No, no, no!

As the dogs run out on the dam, I face the ones who are closest to me. I let lose one of my screeching roars and allow my griffin side to take over completely.

The first dog launches himself at me. My talons reach out and tear across his face. Before he can counterattack, I clamped my serrated beak on the skin around the pitbull’s neck. My muscles strain as I throw the heavy dog. The animal doesn’t go far, but it eventually slides off the edge of the dam and isn’t seen again.

My momentary pride is instantaneously taken away as another pitbull takes the place of the former. Jerking backwards, I watch him snap where my neck was seconds before. 

I lash out at him, leaving red bloody streaks across his wide muzzle. My head turns to see how the boys are doing. 

I’m surprised to see Diesel stomping dogs with his hoofs as Ash kicks and punches anything that nears him. I can feel the fear radiating off both of them.

I return to my fight. Ripping and tearing with both my talons and hind claws. Though this technic doesn’t always work. My wings are great defense as well. Slapping the dogs with my wings usually disorients them.

But with every dog I fight off, one immediately takes it’s place.

One in particular is very fast. He dodges my every blow as if this is a funny game. 

A different dog comes on my left, and I quickly grab onto his flabby skin to heave him away. The dog falls into the water with a terrified cry.

Suddenly, jagged teeth sink into my right, hind leg. I whip around to see that the fast dog has taken advantage of my distraction. 

Full of fury, my talons streak out toward the latched-on canine. My talons rack across his pelt as my knife-like beak tears into him. The dog instantly let’s go and tries to bite me once more. Before he can do so, I kick him off the dam.

I turn back to the fight to see a pare of jaws headed directly toward my face. I have no time to react.

Right before the teeth bite down on my throat, the dog is suddenly pulled into the lake. Waves slosh as the dog disappears underneath the surface.

I blink as I realize that I’m totally covered in water. Looking up, I seeing a creature grabbing ahold onto dogs and throwing them into the lake. It jumps out of the water and sinks back down underneath the massive waves it has created. 

Stumbling backwards, I stare terrified as the silver horse-looking creature pulls more dogs into the lake. I notice a long spiral horn on the forehead of the creature. 

It looks half horse!

The creature dives underneath the water once more, and a scaly silver tail splashes me with water. My senses come back to me as the water covers me once more.

I stand up and help Diesel and Ash. The dogs I had been fighting are all defeatedly swimming in the lake now.

Ash kicks a dog off of him, and I slash the mutt across the face. 

My eyes widen when I watch Diesel open his mouth and sink his needle sharp fangs into a growling pitbull. The dog squeals in utter pain and uselessly pulls back. 

Another dog roars up to him, but Diesel quickly unlocks his fangs and smacks the new dog with his black horn. 

Never get on Diesel’s bad side. Remember that, Olivia!

Ash and I work together to fight off the vermin. We’re doing well until the men who came with the dogs advance on us as well.

A white streak lands in front of me, and I’m in shock as an ivory creature lands only feet away. I have no time to stare, because a man comes up by my side with a rifle.

I quickly jump onto the man before he can hurt anyone. He drops the rifle as I knock the breath out of him.

“Olivia! Watch out!” A recognizable voice speaks from the new winged creature.

I instantly look up to see a man about to stick his knife in me. I dodge the blade and kick his legs out from underneath him. 

Breathing hard, I back away and glance backwards where I had seen Takolize earlier. I’m not able to see where he has gone, because the new creature who apparently knows my name runs up to me.

“Olivia, are you okay?!” She shrieks. 

Ignoring the bite on my leg, I reply, “Yeah, I’m fine. Who are you?”

I stare at the creature. She appears to be a white cougar with huge wings just like me.

The cougar answers with a smile, “It’s me! Felicity!”

“Felicity?! What happened-”

I’m interrupted as Ash yells for some backup.

“Stay out of the way. You’ll get hurt.” I command Felicity as I turn to help Ash.

Ash is currently having to hold back a pitbull that has pinned him to the ground. I quickly sling the dog off of my friend then pull Ash up. 

Suddenly, an angry voice shouts, “I told you the griffin would be worth more than the oil. Capture all four of them animals!”

I realize that it’s Takolize who is yelling at the men, but I have no time to think upon that fact.

All four? 

My question is answered as a horse head flies out of the water and throws Takolize into the lake. 

The remaining men stare terrified as they watch their boss get dunked into the water.

“Call the police.” I tell Ash who’s beside me.

The henchmen suddenly don’t know what to do. It’s like they just now realized that they’re fighting against four huge mythical beasts… and one teenage boy. 

There are five men present. There are five of us. Some of the men seem to want to continue the fight while the rest seem weary.

But really. It’s five of us against them. They’re insane if they think they can overcome us.

Off to the side, Takolize is flailing in the water. A gentle wave pushes him toward the shore. The dogs swim alongside him or have run away completely.

I growl as I turn back to the five men. Police sirens now wail in the distance. 

Diesel steps up beside me, “I believe this is when we leave, right?” 

The men’s eyes widen when Diesel speaks to me.

“Diesel, they weren’t supposed to know that we can talk. Oh, well.”, I reply.

I quickly continue, “Let’s go, but we need to make sure these guys are detained.”

As if by a silent decision, we all head get off the dam. I launch into the sky, and Felicity slowly follows. Diesel grudgingly lets Ash ride on his back. The water horse who hadn’t made much an appearance stays beneath the water.

We soon find a place to stay hidden in the woods. Dense trees and undergrowth cover us well. Then the four of us watch the men to make sure they’re caught by the police.

As expected, the cops come. The five men attempt to escape, but are soon caught. 

A satisfying feeling overcomes me when I watch Takolize being put in hand cuffs.

“I think our work here is done. We ought to do this more often, you know?” Ash says pleasingly.

I look at all of us together. A black aliorn, a teenage kid, and a white pumagriff. Then there’s me, a griffin.

“Is everyone okay?” I give them a concerned look.

Felicity nods, but Ash and Diesel point out a few places where they’ve been bitten. 

“It’s still not safe here with these cops snooping around. Let’s head downriver to the sawmill. My dad has a first-aid kit in his office.” Diesel tells us.

Felicity hesitates, “What if those bad men tell someone about us?”

“No one would ever believe them. It might actually give them more jail time, if it makes people think they’re crazy.” I reassure my sister.

We then go through the woods. My mind is spinning with all that has happened within the hour, but my mind is on one thing specifically.

Who is the waterhorse creature?


Others

I land in the river that passes by the sawmill. My wounded leg throbs now. I turn to see blood trickling down my right hind leg.

Felicity lands beside me with a huge splash. She clumsily gains her balance. Her wings stretch out to help right herself. I’m accidentally smacked in the process.

I’m not in the mood to complain so I stay silent.

Felicity smiles, “Isn’t this cool? I’m like you now. We didn’t think I was gonna change, but I did!”

I hold back the pain as I reply, “Yeah, it’s great. When did it happen?”

“I woke up like this, but I’ll explain everything when he gets here.” Felicity tells me.

“He? You mean Diesel, right?”

“No. You’ll see.”

A few seconds later Diesel lands at the sawmill. Ash quickly jumps off his back as Diesel gives him an annoyed snort. Diesel then turns to give me a questioning look, but I nod to let him know that I’ll join him soon. Diesel nods back and shifts as he and Ash walk into the office at the sawmill.

With a serious tone, I turn back to Felicity, “It’s important that you understand that you’ve become half mythical for a reason.”

“I’m a pumagriff.” She corrects me.

“Okay, a pumagriff. Felicity you have a destiny waiting for you, and you must be ready to except it no matter how dangerous it may be.”

My pumagriff sister seems to loose her self confidence, “I know… That was the first thing that hit me when I realized that I had changed.”



“Back there”, I indicate toward the lake dam, “is an example of how dangerous this life can be.”

She nods with an apprehensive expression, “I understand.”

“I’m not trying to scare you, but occurrences such as tonight’s will pop up in life. We’re different, and that’s because we have a destiny to fulfill.” I explain to Felicity.

We start to walk down river toward the sawmill. My leg hurts, and I’m limping too. 

Suddenly, a small wave causes the river to rise by a few inches. I whip around to come face to face with the creature that had been in the lake earlier. 

Its long white horn protrudes from its forehead. The creature’s eyes are a brilliant cobalt blue. Fins run down its backbone. Scales cover most of its horse-like body. Its front legs are exactly like a horse’s. So is its head and torso, but the rest of his body has silver scales running across it. The hind legs can’t be seen underneath the water. A few seconds later my question is answered when a huge finned tail lifts above the water. 



Backing away, I stare at the creature in front of me. 

It looks like… a hippocampus.

“Hello, it’s nice to see you again, Olivia.” He says in a friendly voice.

I stutter, “What? I’ve never met-”

I instantly turn back to Felicity, “You have a lot to explain, young lady.”

Footsteps walk toward us from the riverside. I look up to see Diesel, as a human, and Ash coming toward us. They’re eyes are locked onto the hippocamp. 

The creature begins to shift into his human form. His front legs become human arms, and his tail splits to become legs. The scales are absorbed into his skin as his clothes reappear. The fin along his spine sinks into his back and disappears.

I stare at the familiar person in front of me as his cobalt eyes turn dark brown. His every feature matches Diesel, except for the fact that he’s taller and more muscular.

“Garret?” Both Diesel and I say bewildered.

Garret, Diesel’s older brother, smiles pleasingly, “Yes, it is I.”

_____________________

We wander into the office of the sawmill. Diesel, Ash, and I are still dumbfounded by this new discovery. Felicity follows with a smug smile on her pumagriff face.

When we’re inside, Diesel asks his brother the first question, “Why did you never tell me? How long have you been… this way?”

Garret sighs, “For the same reason why you didn’t tell mom and dad.”

He pauses momentarily then continues, “I’ve been this way since I was your age.”

“That was years ago!” Diesel gasps. 

I turn to Felicity who is still a pumagriff, “How did you two met? You seem to already know each other.”

“I’ll explain.”

Everyone turns to listen to my sister explain her tale.

She clears her voice then tells us, “I woke up to use the bathroom, but I found that I had wings and fur. My first thought was to find Olivia for help. I jumped out the window, and for some reason I thought it would be okay to attempt flying. It didn’t work out. I ended up crash landing in the lake. The water weighed down my fur and feathers. I couldn’t keep myself afloat, but then Garret came along and saved me. We talked some, and he explained that he knew where Felicity was. So we found you and then followed you to the lake dam.”

Diesel turns to Garret, “What’s your side of the story?”

Garret sighs and says, “Ever since I came home from college, you’ve acted funny. Eventually, I figured out that you were going out at night. Then I started watching what you were doing and where you were going to after dark. It didn’t take long to find out you were a pegacorn and discover that Olivia was a griffin.” 

“The other night I felt like someone was watching us when we were at the park. Was that you?” I ask Garret.

“Yes.”

“What are you?” Diesel randomly blurts out.

“I’m either a hippocamp or a kelpie. I’d rather be referred to as a hippocamp since kelpies aren’t really what you call ‘nice’ creatures.”

Diesel is as shocked at finding out that his sibling is a mythical creature as I am about Felicity. 

“I saw you had a tail. Does that mean you can only stay in the water…?” I turn back to Garret. 

He nods, “Yes, that’s one of the reasons why my college is in Florida. I wanted a nice place to swim while enduring college.”

Well, that’s sad. He can probably shift anytime or anywhere, but he can’t do anything unless he’s in the water. I guess he had to be in his human form when he followed Diesel and I.

Felicity tugs on my sleeve with her cute little cougar mouth. I crouch down to see what she has to say.

“Can you help me change back to a human?” She whispers nervously.

With those few short words, I recognize my scared baby sister underneath that pelt. She needs her big sister more than ever. And I’ll gladly be there for her.

“Let’s go outside.” I tell her as I push the office door open.

Her concentration will be better out here in the fresh night air. 

“The first time you shift it may be difficult, because it’s like trying to figure out how to drive. After the first time you shift, it’s like a lightbulb goes off in your mind. You’ll be able to shift just like turning off and on a light switch.” I assure Felicity.

“Just imagine your human body and concentrate on that. Don’t strain. Loosen up any tense, tight muscles” I instruct her slowly.

Felicity closes her eyes and stands perfectly still. Her breathing slows as she concentrates on morphing back to her human self.

Slowly, the pearlescent feathers on her wings shorten. The white fur recedes. Her long, thick tail starts to shorten as well. Her ears become smaller as her paws turn into hands and feet. 

And then it’s over. Felicity, the humans, stands there in front of me. I grab her and hug her tightly.

“How does it feel to be a pumagriff?” I ask her happily.

I suddenly realize a major factor. Felicity and I are sisters, and we’re both a type of griffin. Garret and Diesel are brothers, and they’re both a type of horse creature. Except Garret is more of a water element while Diesel is earth and sky.

Felicity finally replies, “It feels… weird and exciting at the same time.” 

The door to the office abruptly opens and Diesel tells me, “Hey, Olivia. I saw you got bit by one of those dogs. We need to do something about that.”

I almost wish he hadn’t said that, because my leg immediately begins throbbing once more. 

Hobbling back inside, I hear Ash complain, “No fair. I want to be a chimera.”

“Chimera?”, I ask confusedly as I sit on a stool.

Diesel starts doctoring the bite created by the dog’s teeth. I grind my teeth as he applies a burning antiseptic.

Ash smiles, “A chimera is any mythical creature with parts taken from various animals. You, all of you, are chimeras.”


Explanatory

At least Takolize is locked up now. 

I grab the remote to turn the channel after watching the twelve o’clock news. 

It’s Thursday, and I should be at school right now. Instead, I’m at home watching Felicity scramble around the house. Sometimes she’s a human girl and other times a white mythical pumagriff. 

Early this morning, we came home and explained to my parents that Felicity had changed during the night. We told them that I helped her out with this new body of hers, but we left out the part where Garret, Diesel, and Ash were involved. 

My parents wanted Felicity to stay home and adjust to ‘the change’. They were both proud and worried for Felicity at the same time. They’ll slowly get used to it though. At least this isn’t like when I woke up as a griffin for the first time and scared my mother half to death.

Of course I decided to stay home with my sister today. Felicity isn’t old enough to be home alone. She’s just nine.

I only have one whole day of school left. You would think that I would be having tests on these last days, but, believe it or not, I have already done my final tests.

Everybody at school is probably having a big time right now or are cleaning up the class rooms for summer break.

And what am I doing at this exact moment?

Oh, I’m just watching my little sister meandering from room to room in different forms. I’m a shapeshifter myself and even I can’t get used to having her walking around in two vastly different forms. 

But then again, I was the same exact way seven years ago when I first morphed.

Neither my parents nor I can figure out why she didn’t shift when we predicted it to happen. Maybe our predictions were inaccurate. Or maybe Felicity is just a late bloomer.

I have so many unanswered questions in my life… I guess that’s what happens when you’re a part-time griffin like me.

_____________________

(Exactly one week later…)

I return to the front door after walking to the mailbox. The cool air inside our house is a relief compared to the unusually hot early summer temperature outside. 

After the front door shuts behind me, I look down at the mail in my left hand. A magazine for my mom, a bank statement for my dad, some junk mail, and a small envelope. 

My eyes scan the address on the simple envelope. It’s for me apparently. There’s no return address present. 

I lay down the rest of the mail on the lamp stand as I take the letter to my room. I never get mail so this is a very strange thing to occur.

Ever since my crazed encounter with Takolize, I’ve been on edge. It’s been a full week now, and I have been more cautious than ever before. 

If Takolize told anyone about the creatures he attempted to capture, I doubt they would’ve believed anything past his first sentence

Well, I hoped no one believed those words. I mean, who would believe him if he spoke of a griffin?

Psh, griffins aren’t real.

As I walk into my room, my eyes dart over to the brass griffin statuette that now sits on my desk. A few nights ago, Diesel and I returned to that creepy old mansion so I could retrieve the griffin figurine. Afterwards, I polished the dusty antique, and then I placed it in my room.

I crawl across my bed and lean against the wall as I sit on top of the bed. My fingers tear open the envelope. I growl when a jagged line rips in the wrong direction across the envelope.

Irritated, I allow one of my talons to grow from my fingernail so that I can continue to open the mysterious letter.

I sigh dramatically when I accomplish the extremely simple task.

Pulling out the paper inside the envelope, my eyes narrow. I open up the neatly folded parchment.

Could this be another threat from Takolize? Did he figure out who I am?

Neat, feminine handwriting meets my sight.

Nope, this definitely isn’t Takolize.

The heading greets, ‘Dear Olivia’. I glance at the bottom of the letter. It ends as, ‘Sincerely, Your Best Friend Forever, Roxanne’.

I begin to involuntarily read the handwritten letter out-loud.

“Dear Olivia, I hope you are doing well since we last saw each other. My family and I are doing just fine. The night we went to the police was the night when our life finally became safe once more. Yes, we went through many prosecutions and criminal charges. We explained our story to the officials about how we were forced into such blackmailing. Surprisingly, the law heard us out. They actually listened. Maybe it was because we are a family or maybe it’s because we don’t appear to be the type of people to vandalize property. Nonetheless, our information about Takolize helped the police to track him down and to pin more criminal acts upon his record. Though we got off easy, we are still having to pay for the countless things we did. Many hours of community work and thousands of dollars in fines are ahead of us. After we are done with all of the legal work, we will be moving to Virginia to start a new, fresh life where no one will know of our dark past. Unfortunately, it will be a long time until I can see you again. Possibly years. But until then, I’ll always know that I have a friend waiting for me in Melark, Missouri. I still have questions about how you found me in the old mansion and how you managed to help free me, but what I want to say most is thank you. You helped me escape from Takolize’s men and convinced my family to go to the police. If it wasn’t for you, or Diesel, neither of those things would have happened. I’m also sorry for the mistakes I made. I’ve said that before, but you know how I am with apologies. It may be years before we see each other again, but I hope we’ll still have a strong friendship, Olivia. Sincerely, Your Best Friend Forever, Roxanne.”


Epilogue

“Are you nervous?” I ask a stiff Diesel.

He sighs deeply, “Sort of… I mean… My own parents don’t even know what I am. It feels like I’m not putting my trust in them when I’m telling someone else’s parents my secret. No offense.”

“I totally understand, Diesel.” I assure my boyfriend. 

Diesel has always found it hard to deal with the fact that he keeps his hugest secret from his own father and mother. Even though he now shares that secret with his brother, Garret, it still bothers him a lot. Though all of my persuasions can never convince Diesel to tell his parents. He has made it clear that it would be best that his parents never know about his abnormal abilities.

We soon arrive at my backyard where we had left to go on a walk fifteen minutes ago. A fearful excitement fills us both. 

A warm breeze blows across the lake surface and envelopes us in a blanket of soft air. The distinct scent of lake water fills my nose. White, billowy clouds float above us like cotton sailboats. The sun is as bright as ever. Its blinding light shines down upon the whole area. Noon is the brightest and cheeriest time of the day.

Before I open the back door, Diesel stops me. I give him a questioning look. Then I begin to wonder if he’s backing out. We had agreed to tell my parents about how he’s a shapeshifter.

“It’s not what you’re thinking…” He says slowly.

I raise an eyebrow, “What are you talking about? We can do this another time if you want-”

Diesel shakes his head quickly, “No, no. I wanted to tell you…”

I patiently wait for him to continue.

“…we’ve been dating for a short while now, but there’s something I’ve been wanting to tell you for some time. I didn’t truly realize it until the night you took that bullet for me. And I’ve been thinking about it ever since.”

I remain absolutely quiet as I listen to these words of his.

Continuing, Diesel tells me, “I love you, Olivia.”

An uncontrollable smile spreads across my face, and I don’t catch myself leaning toward Diesel until my lips momentarily meet his. Instead of drawing back in disgust, I savor the short, sweet moment. Diesel wraps his tan arms around me as I look up into his dark brown eyes.

“I love you too, Diesel.” I smile at the boy whom I’ve fallen for.

Whatever nervous tension inside of us has now been melted away by this moment.

How have we become so close in such a small amount of time?

It wasn’t long ago when I met a mythical horse in the forest of my hometown. Arguments and disagreements took place before I discovered the true person behind the mask. I’m not talking about finding out that Walker was Diesel. I’m talking about when I saw him as he was on the inside. Whether he is Walker the alicorn or Diesel the human, what matters is the person he really is. Through each trial and after each unfortunate accident Diesel would ask if I was alright. He stayed focused on me during those moments and ignored all else that had previously happened. His selflessness truly showed when we truly began trusting each other. That only happened after we rebuilt our trust when I claimed that he was one of the people vandalizing Melark.

We both slowly pull back as our main reason for today’s meeting comes back to mind. I then open the sliding back door, and I can hear my parents speaking in the living room. I told them a week ago that Diesel and I were officially dating. To my surprise, they seemed fine with it. Apparently, they think that Diesel is a nice, decent guy.

I turn to Diesel as I close the back door, “Are you ready?”

He nods with a newfound determination, “Yes. Yes, I am.”

My eyes settle on his. The exhaustion from last week’s adventures is completely gone now. It’s summer now, we can stay up as late as we like. Diesel doesn’t have to get up early, and that means he has more time to rest after nighttime outings.

Hesitantly, we enter the living room. My parents’ conversation ends abruptly as we walk in. I guess we have that look on our face that says we have something we need to tell them.

I glance toward Diesel one last time to see him biting his lower lip. Nervous tension runs between the both of us.

This is going to sound really bad when I first start out.

Taking a deep breath, I begin, “We have this thing we’ve been wanting to tell you for a while now… Diesel and I have something in common.”

My parents both share a confused and shocked look on their face. I would give anything to know what they’re thoughts are at this exact moment.

They’ll be flabbergasted when we tell them that we share the same secret. If anything, they’ll be excited to hear that Felicity and I are not the only ones of our kind.

Diesel and I exchange a quick glance, and in unison we announce, “We’re both shapeshifters.”


•Author’s Note•

As always, I must thank all of my readers for being ever faithful throughout this book. So many people have encouraged me by commenting and voting on each chapter.

______________

I had two sole purposes for writing this book. The first one was that I had always wanted to write about a griffinshifter. The second purpose was that it was time that someone should write a book focused on someone who could turn into a griffin. It was an idea no one had written about yet. Yes, there were dragonshifters books but no griffinshifters.

This book was written between the months of March and August of 2016. I put so much effort and work into this book. Countless hours and thoughts were ingrained into the chapters of Part-Time Griffin. Olivia Linn Davis easily became one of my most loved characters.

I want to say something to everyone who’s currently writing a book. Don’t be discouraged by thinking that your book isn’t ‘good enough’ or the idea for that book is ‘preposterous’. Everyone’s idea is worthy of becoming a book! Also, don’t let writer’s block defeat you. Battle against it!

I must admit that writing a book takes dedication. So much dedication. You’re heart must be in it. You should want to write chapters, not procrastinate. I’ve had books that I’ve procrastinated on. The story begins to feel less important and worthwhile over that period of procrastination. My heart was definitely in this book though. I would somethings write multiple chapters in a week. Just the mere thought of continuing Olivia’s story made me excited.

Please keep in mind that I wrote the majority of this book during the summer when I had loads of time to write. Once school came around, I did not have an ounce of time for writing. It’s also a reason why you should write your book now incase you don’t have time later.

______________

Character’s Names:

The ideas for my characters came to me randomly. Their names all have unique backgrounds though. Each bullet below represents a character.

•I decided that my main character’s name should be Olivia. I’ve always liked that name, and it’s also the female version of the name Oliver. (I might have been going through an Oliver Queen faze during the first chapters of this book… Long story.)

•The name Diesel has always been a favorite of mine. I’m not sure why. His other name, Walker, was inspired by the old show Walker: Texas Ranger. (Another long story.)

•Olivia’s sister is Felicity. I named her after Felicity Smoak, a character off of Arrow. 

•Roxanne’s name came from the play Cyrano de Bergerac. It’s a tragedy. Let’s go no further on the details.

•Diesel’s brother is Garret. His name was inspired by Garret Xavier Sebastian from the Talon Saga by Julie Kagawa.

•Diesel’s most trusted friend is Ash. His name was randomly chosen. I just happened to like the name, and I knew that he shouldn’t have a normal name like Bob, Joe, or Jack. (No offense if your name is Bob, Joe, or Jack!)

As you can tell, many of the names all had an inspiration. Some were random while other names were just a personal favorite. If you have any questions pertaining to the characters, the storyline, or the book in general, feel free to ask. I’d be happy to answer them. 😊 

__________________

The Sequel: 

Yes, there will be a sequel of course!

I have debated how it will be formatted. I had been planning on having it all in Diesel’s POV, but I decided to do both Olivia and Diesel. Lots of exciting things will be happening and you’ll want to see how both of these characters are seeing things through their eyes. I will not be constantly switching viewpoints. It will begin with Diesel’s view and after about eight chapter it will switch to Olivia’s for a while. These sections consisting of chapters of a certain character’s viewpoint will be a called a ‘part’.

(I hope that wasn’t confusing, because I almost confused myself with that explanation. Please ask questions if you’re confused.)

The sequel itself is focused around Diesel more than anything. It’s titled Part-Time Pegacorn for a reason. Anyway, Diesel, Olivia, Felicity, Garret, and Ash are all going to be important characters in the storyline. During the middle of the book, there might be a crossover with a character from one of my other books, but I’m debating on wether that’s going to happen or not. I don’t need too many characters. 

Book Intro:

“When existence is at its most normal, situations seem to suddenly turn weird. Hopefully, I’m not the only person who lives this way.”

     Life hasn’t been the same since the day that Diesel Summers became a shapeshifting mythical creature. 

     With a midnight coat, a spiral horn as long as your arm, a wingspan that is as wide as a truck is long, and terrifying fangs, Diesel has found becoming a pegacorn a hard thing to adjust to.

In the sequel to Part-Time Griffin, Diesel will face new trials like never before. He’ll have to truly except himself in order to overcome enemies and protect the girl he cares for most.

     Together, Diesel, Garret, Ash, Felicity, and Olivia will face a new, dangerous threat in an unfamiliar territory. 

(Part-Time Pegacorn: the second book in the Part-Time Series)

__________________

I’ve drug out this Author’s Note too long already. I’m almost done, okay?

So the book is on my profile. Updates will be slow, but what worries me the most is whether I can create an equally good sequel. The plot line is still in creation though. I will gladly except ideas through direst messaging.

Thank you again! 

~SamanthaGettys 🐉🐅
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