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Selena Padilla was born in the ever-growing city of Tucson, Arizona. She is the eldest of three, her mother and father belonging to Mexican and Native American descent, respectively, pulling teachings and lessons learned from her sheltered home to face the horrors of reality. She commits her prose and poems to fantasy and internal struggles, drawing together rhyme and reason to tell her stories. Her manuscript, Straight from the Heart, is currently being work-shopped. She has published several creative non-fiction pieces in the Arizona Daily Star. She has also published a few stories electronically over various websites, such as the Fresh Ink Webzine. Her work has been entered frequently in contests including the Arizona Poetry Center’s Corrido contest, the Arizona Daily Star’s Festival of Books Young Adult Short Fiction Contest, and the Tucson Poetry Festival High School Contest. As well as being a writer, she is an artist and editor of her own work. She participates in a school-run writing club, Fresh Ink, and attends a Creative Writing class. Selena is currently a freshman high school student at Desert View.
Straight from the Heart

Selena Padilla
Table of Contents

Acknowledgements





Page 2

Everyone that I ever could thank for everything they’ve ever done to aid me in my life.

Poetry


On 9/11







Page 3
Effects people experienced after the 9-11 attack, compared to what we see everyday.

Café-Bar Revolución





Page 5

Two lonely people find warmth as they share a night of festivity one cold winter night.


Behind the Mask





Page 13

A lonely girl finds relief after a bad break down.


Just Before City Limits




Page 14

Zimbabwe people, the close connections they share, as they combat poverty together.


On Ms. Wilson






Page 16

Dedicated to my fifth and eighth grade teacher for all the things she taught me.
Prose


October’s Wake






Page 18

Seventh, eighth and ninth grade year for a unique group of students.


Oblivion







Page 19

Friends fight; bringing a long night of heartache, realize they only had each other.
Acknowledgements

I would like to thank every person I possibly could just to show them how much I cared and how grateful I am that they entered my life. However, that would take countless pages to name each and every one. Here are a few of those important people.

I’m grateful to my mother, who always listens to me whenever I have a problem I need to get off my chest. She never makes me feel unwanted, and when times are hard, she does her best to keep the house in peace, even if it takes a lot out of her. Though I don’t say it often and don’t think of it much, she really is a wonderful mother.

I’m grateful to my father, who always treats me with kindness and love, as I am his only little girl. He led me to the things I love today; Rock music, comic books, and drawing. He always remains strong and tough for us even when he wants to cry. While I don’t take it into much consideration, he is a really great father.

I’m grateful for my brothers, Carlos and Joshua. While they bother and upset me, I wouldn’t dare trade them for anyone else because of the love, support, and inspiration I receive from them. Not to mention the loneliness I would feel without them running about the house. Good kids, great brothers, though a bit too messy.

I’m glad to have met Veronica, a longtime friend and writing partner. Without her, I wouldn’t have the same writing skills as I’ve come so far from when we first met.

I’m glad to have met my friends from the Corner, our hangout when we were in middle school: Amber, Hanna, Robert, Carlos, Balfour, Jerry, Max, Ronnie, Ruben, Albren, Tameela, Marina, Olivia, Ericka, Ezra, and anyone else I may have forgotten to add to this long list. While we have scattered now off to different schools, making different friends, I still keep them in my heart as I search for my inspiration.

On 9/11
Day after day,


Year after year, 

Lives vanish.

Someone always cries,

Fiery tears,

Stream down,

Gloomy faces.

Name any date, 

It makes no difference.
Yet, everyone stops,

 
To weep.
Our new worst day,

Of the year,
Unaffected people even hesitate.

Everyone sees cold-blooded chaos,

Callous,

Damage they did,

Deaths,

We witnessed that day,

Too much to take in.

Yet, this nation must be blind,


This happens all the time.
Someone always passes away,


Every day,

Someone gone.

Minds push back this fact.
Pointless ruin,

All they perceive.

Colossal damage, 

All they sense.
Summon images, 

Sky-scrapers ablaze, 

Smoky skies,

Horrified looks, 

Across their faces.

Our country,


Sees extremes, 

Never standard.
Our nation,


In anarchy,


Its mood,

 
Swings,

From sunshine…

To cloudy gray skies.

Everyone dies,


We know,


Well.
News reels,

 
Televise them,

Everyday,

Someone passes on.
Celebrities; 


Their passages,

Broadcasted, 

Worldwide.
Someone cries,

Crushed,

Damaged,

Concerned.

Those who revere big shots,

Sigh,


Once they finally,

 
Break down.
Anniversaries,


Of death,

 
Come,


Go,

Fill space,

Another day.
Smile happily,

In a golden age,

Blissfully

Oblivious,

Naïve,


Someone else,


Died.

Frown, 


Turn away,


From the sunshine,

Today’s forecast… 


A silver-streaked sky.

Café-Bar Revolución
Based off of the people of Chiapas.
Music in the air,

Hangs,

Fog,

Outside,

A cold winter,

Evening.

Inside, 

She rushed,

Cheeks flushed, 

Shivering from the frost.
It welcomed her in,

That music,

Embracing her, 

Magnificent rhythm, 
Ushering her in.
Alone,

She sat,

Waiting,

For the cold,

To pass, 
Music drifting,

About her.

The beat,

Drums,

Steady, 

Confident, 

Pounded, 

Pounded, 
Just like,

Her heart.
The bass,

Carried,

The cadence,

Her feet,

Tapped to it, 
Mimicking the act.
The guitarist,

Led the way; 

Together, 

Their music,

Intermingled, 

Creating,

Something new.

His voice, 
Carried,

From microphone,

To the crowd below,

Pained words,

A hidden message.

She closed her eyes,
Smiling,

Sweetly, 
Forgetting,

All else,

About her.
No longer did she see,

Beauty,

Paintings,

Upon multicolored walls.
Raucous laughter,

Clamorous chatter,

It disappeared,

From her mind.
As if she,

Were alone,

Only music,

As company.

A message,

The message clear,

Yet cleverly hidden;

Artist’s words.
A song of love,

Heartache,

One would believe,

At first.
But something,

Was different,

Something else,

There.
Upon opening her eyes,

She caught the gaze,

The singer,

Staring back,

At her.

Ever so sweetly,

Just as suddenly,

She looked away.
A song,

Of love,

Heartache; 

A song,

Of hope, 
For another day.
She ordered a drink,

Keeping her mind away,

The kinship,

She felt.
Perhaps,

Just like she,

He lost someone,

Too.

Not much later,

A half-empty drink,

Tequila, 
Sat,

At her table.
She sighed,

Gazing up,

A new band,

At the stage, 

Nothing at all,

Like the previous.
No longer alone,

Others sat,

At her table, 
But she,

Conversed with,

None.
Another sigh, 

A clinking,

Glass, 

The tequila,

Gone.

Gone,

Just like,

Her beloved; 

Gone away, 

Leaving her,

Alone,

Forgotten.

Hope,

If only,

There were any, 

In her heart,

Filled only,

With pain.

Think,

How strong, 

The singer, 

Living with pain, 

Yet hope,

In his heart.

Revolution,

She had to,

Grow strong,

Just as he, 

Live, 

Just as he,

Move on,

Just as he.

Atop the stage,

So surreal, 

Eyes,

On him, 

Watching.

His voice,

Carried. 

Around the room,

Waves, 

A calm ocean.

Below,

Watching,

Awe, 

Delight, 

Wonder.

All this,

Singing,

His heart open, 

Passionate.

His eyes,

Catching a gaze, 

A pretty woman, 

Among the crowd.

His eyes,

Lingered,

Upon her,

Words taken in, 

A breath of air.

His song,

His work,

His life; 

Known, 

To each last letter.

In her eyes, 

Kinship, 

A familiar look,

That look, 

Heartache.

She turned,

Away, 

Shyly,

Sweetly.

His heart, 

Swelled,

At her reaction, 

Wondering,

Her thoughts.

She sat alone,

Hands on her lap,

She leaned,

Over the table.


The song concluded,

They left the stage; 

His gaze lingered,

Upon her.

Gone,

Long since past, 

Overwhelming pain, 

Scars remained.

Hope,

A better future, 

New tomorrow; 

Someone,

To close old wounds,

Finally.

Think,

Could she be, 

Similar hurt,

In her eyes; 

It could work, 

She is the one.

Revolution,

Bring on,

A change, 

With courage,

In his heart, 

Erase loneliness.

An onlooker,

Watched, 

A scene,

Unfolding,

Before their eyes.

A young man,

Confident, 

Yet shy, 

Approached, 

A woman.

She gazed 

Upon him, 

Sweet auburn,

Eyes, 

Surprised, 

Hopeful.

An exchange, 

Words, 

Unheard,

Actions,

Made clear.

He took hold, 

Her pale hand, 

Gently, 

Kindly,

As she stood.

The two, 

Left the café, 

Out,

 Into the cold,

Together.

Though,

She worried, 

Nervously; 

An opportunity,

Waited.

The singer,

Smiled

Sweetly, 

A kiss, 

Upon her cheek.

Like his song,

Arms wide,

Open, 

Welcoming,

He was just,

As comforting.

Wishing,

 Rid her pain,

She would of his,

Bringing peace,

In their hearts.

Nothing to fear,

No reason to worry, 

No more pain,

Loneliness.

Hand in hand, 

Loss,

Forgotten, 

They walked, 

Pain,

Old loved ones.

New Years Eve,

A resolution,

Made.

A revolution,

A change,

In their lives.

Their heartache,

Came,

Went, 
When caught,

In each other’s,

Locked gaze.

They knew,

They were,

The one, 

To take it all,

Away.
Behind the Mask
Pleaded the fifth upon inquiry.

Pretended that everything’s okay.

Smiled and laughed, shrugged, or hid.

Put on that mask one more day.

Closed the front door when she got home.

Took off the mask, the lies were done.

Laid on the bed, faced down, and sighed.

Daytime over, no need to run.

When was life ever so difficult?

Glanced at the mask, it so full of lies.

The happiness that never was,

It hid her sorrows, muffled her cries.

A crack, a revealed her face.

When time came, no time to hide,

Hesitantly, she revealed the truth,

But no one would stay by her side.

Always smiling, always happy,

No one liked a sad person.

With no one close enough to see,

Her condition began to worsen.

She never meant for it to be that way.

To hide was to shield the pain,

Not for herself, for others.

But with that, no friend would remain.

It was the next day at school,

Teary eyes, but masked face, she resisted.

One boy came to pull it away,

She protested, but he insisted.

“Never sacrifice your happiness,”

His voice soft, wise; so very clear,

Continued, “Let us worry, don’t hide.”

Those were the words she needed to hear.

A lump in her throat prevented speech.

But she understood, he knew.

From a whimper to a wail, she cried.

And he embraced her, as if on cue.

Just Before City Limits
Dedicated to the people of Zimbabwe.

A baby blue Nissan,

Parked,

Alongside a road,

Winding path,

A roller coaster, 

The truck,

Motionless,

Stalled,

Still,

It waits.

Its owners,

Rest beside it,

Zimbabwe people.

Two,

Young women,

Pause, 

Animated,

Yet idle,

Moving about,

One stands,

A baby in sling,

Resting,

Behind her.

The other sits, 

Checking a bag.

More children,

Three,

Sweet as candy,

Restless,

Impatient,

Fidgety,

One holds,

Her brother,

He squirms about,

The other,

A luggage bag,

In hand,

 Ready to go.

Two men,

Protective,

Guardians,

Tough as nails,

Burly,

Debate,

Talk,

About where,

To go.

Hands rest,

On that, 

Baby blue,

Nissan truck.

Towering trees,

Alongside the road,

Lengthy branches,

Reach desperately,

For endless sky,

Lusciously bursting,

Enchanting greenery.

None would have thought,

Not in such a place.

Immeasurable colors,

Plaid shirts,

Patterned skirts,

Jovial,

Content,

Zimbabwe people,

Despite poverty,

Against hunger pangs.

Together,

They stand,

Surviving harsh times.

Just before city limits,

Nine colorful,

Dark skinned,

Zimbabwe rest, 

Their precious Nissan,

Truck parked.

Ready,

To take on,

The next hurdle,

In life.
On Ms. Wilson
Think back,

Four years,

Fifth grade,

Craycroft,

Elementary school,

My teacher,

Ms. Wilson.

Shyly, 

I entered her classroom, 

Each day, 

Quietly, 

Ready,

To learn.

She taught, 

Jovially, 

Excitedly, 

Encouraging us, 

To do,

Our best.

We wrote,

Prompts, 

Fictional stories, 

I tremendously,

Loved.

Fueling,


Imagination,

Building,

A world,

In my heart,

Hiding,

From outside.

Eighth grade year, 

Billy Lane Lauffer,

Middle school,

My teacher, 

Once again.

Ever cheerful, 

Always,

Supportive, 

Though,

Rather stressed, 

She taught us,

Middle school kids.

Determined, 

She made us work, 

Learn,

Understand.

All she asked, 

Ever wanted…

Effort,

Made,

Success,

From us.

Under her guidance, 

Once again, 

I gained,

 Confidence.

Though changed,


Much,

Since,

Fifth grade year,

I hid, 

Within,

Myself.

My writing,


Passionate, 

My heart,

Stronger,

Enough,

To speak,

My mind.

I stand,


Out,


Of my shell,

Blissful,

Encircled,

Among friends.

Thanks to her,


She helped us,

Express,

Comprehend,

Reflect,

Speak aloud.

October’s Wake

I remember resting in the arid, jagged grass out in a small, even field. The sun was soaring overhead, blazing brilliantly. Tossing the Frisbee back and forth, fighting back the wind, which whipped our hair, tugged at our clothes, and blew the disk out of our outstretched hands. Laughter rang out, clear as day, blissfully nonchalant to all else. It continued on almost continuously for weeks, months; this fun of ours. Out in the field, we ran about, or lounged around in a corner outside a dreary building. It didn’t matter where we were. We only cared about that moment and the joy of it all, driving away all our problems, all our dilemmas and fears, tossing them out, caught in the merciful breeze and blown away.

Late in the year, the sun still beating down, only stronger now, we sat quietly, our spirits low. Our days were numbered; we were running out of time. The place we once knew and cherished would be gone from us forever. Fun could only last so long; we could only play for this short time. Soon, we would be off to a different place, high school. Our friendship would scatter, just like autumn’s leaves. We lost to time. With the sun burning our skin relentlessly, the wind still, and the green grass replaced with concrete floor, we sighed in dismay, sitting sullenly in our hangout. The grass we played in was dead, like all else. We would leave our home; it had to happen some day. A weight grew in our guts, reluctance. It was like an omen of what was to come. 

As I sat in thorny, prickly grass with the wind blowing faintly, breezing through my hair, and the sun’s rays shining gently in the warm October morn. We’re in high school now, and I hate it so much. If only we could get back to those wonderful times. But honestly, I can hardly remember those magnificent days.

Oblivion

After a particularly loud, excited shriek of a joyful child, Ikaika awoke with a start, his bright blue eyes groggily fluttering open to stare up at the starry night sky. But that wasn’t right at all. It was dark out, extremely late in the evening, so why was he even outside? His gaze shifted to the corner of his eyes, catching bright lights stringed from tree to tree in the old park. Around him, people shuffled about nosily, chatting away, all failing to see the tall dark-haired teenager lying on his back. As he sat up from the earthy, dry ground of the forest floor, his vision blurred and head spun. Something was not right, but he couldn’t place it.

But the nagging feeling wasn’t important just yet, it never was. The matter at hand was trying to figure out just why he was there. It was a festival, he knew that much, and an important one at that. Earlier on, a few weeks ago, his classmates were chattering about some sort of celebration. What was it?

Ikaika shook his head. It was on the tip of his tongue, fresh in his mind, but the name was lost to him. As he got to his feet and surveyed the scene once more, others began to take notice and gaped at him before realizing he was aware of their stares, and then briskly turned away. They gawked so strangely, so intense; he glanced down at his clothes to make sure everything was all right. 
He wore the same as always; the same bright red jacket, green striped shirt with denim jeans, and blue running shoes. Nothing was out of place, though patches of mud were caked onto his clothes here and there, no doubt, caused from lying on the ground. The teen frowned. Well, he looked just fine, albeit a little dirty. Of course, people around here were quite cleanly, and he could see why it might be some cause for alarm. The uptight city tended to frown upon everything in the least bit different.
Just as he went to turn around and follow the crowd, his eyes caught sight of bright red hair. There was only one person in the whole city with hair such a vivid color. Immediately, Ikaika spun to get a better view, watching as the redhead passed by, completely unaware. Surely she could help him out in the perplexing situation. But he paused a moment before doing anything, reading her guarded expression. They knew each other well enough to judge one another even at such a distance.
Her gaze was troubled as she anxiously glanced around. Once the girl turned to look down at her younger sibling, though, she smiled and relaxed, as if there was nothing to worry about anymore.
Anna, wasn’t that her sister’s name? The redhead didn’t talk much about herself, following a strange story of having amnesia due to an accident. Apparently, the effects were permanent, and she remembered only up to after the crash, that being six months ago. He never completely believed the story, something told him not to, but didn’t find reason to question it. At any rate, though Amira didn’t speak about herself, she would mention the young girl from time to time. On all occasions, it was of praise and pride. Ikaika knew, she loved Anna with all her heart.
His hand rose to take hold of her shoulder and catch her attention, but stopped midway. The girl’s family ushered the two children onward through the festival, all looking completely blissful. He didn’t have any business bothering her, not when they all seemed so happy being together.
Ikaika sighed, lowered his hand, and let them move on. But just as he went to turn again, the green-eyed girl glanced back at him, eyes widened in surprise. “Wait!” Her voice, though blended in with the rest of the chattering crowd to any other person, stood out in his mind, halting his movements.

No, that’s right. Amira didn’t care what she was doing at the time; she would help him regardless. Their friendship grew strong over the short time they knew each other, both something like outcasts in the unforgiving society they lived in. Because of this, Ikaika grinned cheerfully at his friend. But a thought hit him, making his stomach churn with unease. When had he last seen her? It felt like days, weeks even. He started toward her, parting the crowd with ease due to his tall stature, a towering six feet. As he neared, she gave him a small smile, more than anyone else could ever get out of her. Seeing her look so jovial was a pleasant change, and to find himself the cause of such a thing, well…

The smile dropped a few moments later, however. “Where have you been?” She hissed, letting go of her sister’s hand. A brief exchange passed between them, filled with fleeting smiles and short goodbyes. The girl ran off, disappearing into the crowd, her only traces of ever being there were small imprints on the soft and spongy forest floor.

The two stood alone, with the red-haired teen staring up at him with bewilderment and continued. “I haven’t seen you all week!”

Ikaika shook his head helplessly. He knew because they went to school nearly every day in that small city, and so the two missing each other for even a few days was rather strange. However, he had nothing to tell her, nothing he knew about what happened. It was only such a short while ago when he woke up. “Eh… I don’t really know…”

“Well… What’s the last thing you remember?”

 “Um…The last thing? I think…it was just a day or two after Christmas…” He replied hesitantly, gaze unsteadily fixed upon his friend. The edges of his vision were cloudy and light, as if he were in a dream. But things were real, he knew it. The missing days were startling and strange enough to convince him of reality.

Amira looked away for a few moments, a stern expression on her face, as if she were trying to calculate something. When exactly had they last seen each other? “Remember we walked home last Wednesday? After that, I didn’t see you…”

“Something must’ve happened then.” He responded, with a raised eyebrow.
A bemused smile crossed her face, another brief, quick grin that faded away in another instant. “Maybe you hit your head. Wouldn’t surprise me.”

He nodded in agreement, although begrudgingly. That made sense. Due to his tall stature, he often found himself smacking into walls or ceilings. Though, it were as if she already knew what to say, and simply leading him on through the conversation, as if it were all one-sided. Whatever was going on in her head, he could only manage to follow. Ikaika touched his head, pressing down softly on his messily combed jet black hair, feeling his skull. “Nothing hurts… I don’t remember hitting my head or anything.”

She shook her head. “Of course you wouldn’t remember. But maybe it’s something else.”

He leaned his head against the palm of his hand, shutting his eyes briefly as he wished away the blurriness. It didn’t work, but at least he tried.

The redhead watched, her features sharpening with each passing moment. Something was going through her mind, and while he wasn’t sure exactly what it was, she was obviously troubled. It was in such a moment when he found she appeared rather fierce, not at all ladylike as he was used to. Not that she was ever much of a “lady” anyway. “You sure you aren’t hurt anywhere?”

He looked up sharply at the sound of her voice, snapping out of his thoughts. “I’m fine.”

Amira turned away completely, moving out of the crowd and toward a deserted clearing. She signaled for him to follow, glancing back once more and folding her hands over her chest. Thought, she was thinking harder, mulling over the problem just as she would if it were some sort of math equation. With her eyes half-lidded, she stared down at the grassy floor, blocking out the ever-growing fainter sounds of the festival behind them. 
Ikaika frowned. Just then, the tips of his fingers began to burn, making him pause in wonder as he glanced down at his hands. Forming them into fists, he moved on, hoping the pain would go away. It had to simply be the side effect of whatever was going on with his head. 

Amira faced him again, eyes wandering toward the festival behind him, the bright lights farther away, making the park much darker than before. “There’s still something weird about the whole thing,” She said slowly.

A loud crunching sound drew them away from the subject briefly, but when they turned to discover its cause, nothing was there. Amira focused on the spot with narrowed eyes. At last, she added, “But at least you’re all right.”

The teen said nothing, knowing it was just short of the truth. The stinging began to gradually worsen, making his hands ache with pain. To make matters worse, his feet were feeling the same unpleasant sensation. Despite this, Ikaika refused to let such information leak out to his shorter friend. It was just a side effect, it would pass eventually. She didn’t need to worry.

A rustle of leaves caught their attention, coming from Amira’s left side. The two turned, startled and nervous. What was it?
His blood ran cold, draining the features from his face while his stomach churned anxiously. Ikaika opened his mouth to speak, but no sound came out. A chill ran down his spine, as he was unable to believe what he saw.

“She’s unconscious.” Amira’s voice snapped him back into action, drawing him from his thoughts as she kneeled before the woman lying against a tree.

The girl had short brown hair messily tossed this way and that, with her clothes ripped and torn as though she’d been to hell and back with them. Ikaika joined her shortly, legs trembling with each step he took. He knew her.

“Helena,” He finally spoke, eyes beginning to water. It couldn’t possibly be her, and yet, it had to be. She wore the very same clothes the night she died, and the ring in the necklace he gave her not long ago was still around her neck. While she looked pale and sickly, filthy and in disarray, Ikaika knew it had to be her.

The red-haired teen glanced up at him, worriedly, but said nothing.

“Helena!” Ikaika called out louder this time, rushing forward as his knees gave out, causing him to fall at the unconscious woman’s side. He lifted himself up quickly, shakily, moving hastily to pull her into his arms. The teen embraced her, holding onto the brunette tightly as if letting her go meant losing her again.

A stifled sigh escaped from the girl’s lips, drawing breath into her lungs and awakening her from her sleep. Helena slowly opened her eyes, her gaze traveling from the man’s chest up to his face. A smile graced her lips as she stared into the eyes of her love.

“I can’t believe it…” He murmured, heart beating erratically. They said she was dead; her father even thought it to be true. Her body was found, wasn’t it? But then, how could she be with him at that moment? None of it made any sense, but it didn’t matter to him. All he cared was that they were together again, and he was never going to let her go.

Ikaika was vaguely aware of the green-eyed girl just then, though he could see she stood up and moved away, as though embarrassed of the situation or feeling out of place. In his haste, he nearly forgot about Amira.

“You look different,” Helena said slowly, her voice raspy as if she hadn’t spoken in days. Perhaps it was much longer. “But it feels like just yesterday when I last saw you…”

Ikaika nodded, though he knew such actions made his vision spin. The side effects were beginning to worsen; he was beginning to feel painfully stretched from down to his feet and up to his chest, like being slowly pulled apart. He grit his teeth and bared it, straining to continue looking content.

He should have been. They hadn’t seen each other in months, over half a year went by, and all that time, he believed she was dead. She had to be, her body was found at the edge of a river! But there she was, she was with him, thousands of miles away from home, in his arms.

The pain increased, sharply spiking to the point where he let out a startled cry and released Helena. She stared up at him confused. “What’s wrong?” The brunette questioned, struggling to sit up properly. It was like she hadn’t moved in all those six months, and had to learn how to stand all over again.

Ikaika couldn’t do anything to help her, however, as he was dealing with a problem of his own. Every inch of his skin began to prickle and sting, his head ached, eyes burned, and fingers felt like they were bleeding. All the while, the two girls watched as he withered in agony, unable to help him. Their cries and questions in alarm fell deaf upon his ears. He held his face in his hands, fingers buried in his long hair, pulling at the roots in a weak attempt to dull the pain. It wouldn’t go away, and as he removed them, he noticed a rather strange sight.

His nails were entirely black, sharp and covered with blood, long and smooth. Hands, normally small despite his immense height, were large and dark. Upon closer inspection, he found hair growing profoundly on the back of his hand. A ripping sound met his ears, coming from somewhere around him, at his shoulders; his thin body seemed to expand. As his gaze trailed up his arm, he found his jacket split from the strain, revealing his broad chest, more hair growing underneath. No, it wasn’t just hair, but fur, like an animal’s.

Such continued on for what felt like hours, but could only be seconds as both Amira and Helena remained in their places, shocked at the odd development. Once the transformation was complete, Ikaika stared at the two with large, bloodshot eyes, gritting his fang-like teeth, and growling instinctively.

Everything was clear, and yet it was all like a dream. Nothing hurt anymore, he felt perfectly fine. Despite such, the girls looked on with fear and apprehension. What was it they were so worried about? He stalked closer to them, moving one all four limbs, feeling his claws briefly sink into the earth before letting go and taking another careful step. When was he ever so careful about his footing?

“Don’t move!” Amira shouted, though it was unclear of who she was talking to. Ikaika continued on, unable to understand her worry. What was the matter? Why did she look so afraid?

As he moved, pieces of torn clothing fell from his body, leaving a small trail from where he started to change. All except the jeans he wore slipped off and onto the ground below. It was strange; though it was just after December and he had little on, he didn’t feel any cold. Just what was with that?

The red-haired girl moved closer. “Don’t move anymore!” She yelled, and with her hands balled into fists, she trembled slightly at the sight of him.

Ikaika glared in her direction, anger building up inside him. Who was she to tell others what to do? He turned away from Helena, who also shook due to some unknown fear, and lunged at the girl.

But the brunette got in his way. “No, don’t!” She rasped, throwing her body in front of the dark-haired monster, hardly able to stand, but attempting the feat anyway.

Ikaika let out a growl and knocked her aside with one large hand, pausing after taking note of the feel of his claws digging into her skin, shredding the clothes she wore and ripping her flesh.

She let out a cry in pain, falling to the ground beside him, clutching her stomach, blood immediately gushing out. Again, he paused, the scent of rusted iron suddenly smelling sickeningly sweet, and turned back to his love.

As he crouched down toward her, she looked up at him, expression twisted in pain. “Don’t, don’t,” She whimpered, but Ikaika paid no heed. He found as he lifted her up with one large hand, not only was she incredibly lightweight, but the dark red pouring from his stomach was enticing. He wanted to see more.

He sunk his fingers into her back, breaking the skin once more. Helena screamed in pain, pushing herself off him in an attempt to get away.

A large rock suddenly entered his vision, flying toward his face. Ikaika dodged easily, seeing it move as if in slow motion, and turned in the direction of the attack.

Amira, shaking from head to toe, stared back at him, clutching several more rocks in her hands.

He growled again, releasing the brunette from his hold and letting her fall to the ground. As he ran toward the green-eyed teen, she suddenly went to move, turning her back on him and rushing in another direction.

She headed back toward the festival, toward the faint lights. It was nearly over, well past midnight, and the celebration would soon be over, if not already. The lights were dimmed, serving merely as a hint toward where she needed to go. Her main source of light was the full moon above, shining brightly in the cloudless sky and lighting her way.

 While she moved through the trees with ease and agility, Ikaika found them troublesome. He followed her with difficulty, squeezing his large form through the gaps in between the large trunks, losing his advantage of speed and watching her move farther away. But he had to catch her; he had to see more blood.

The two ended up on the outskirts of the celebration, Amira close to the parking lot, and Ikaika close to many of the gaming booths. While the green-eyed girl gasped for air from the long run, her taller friend moved about the area, the chase nothing to him. Ikaika grinned wolfishly, his long and sharp teeth exposed. It took only a moment for the crowd around him to take off screaming.

The joyous and merry festival’s air began to take a sinister turn as people ran from the creature, crying and screaming in hysteria. Momentarily, the blue-eyed teen forgot of chasing his friend, taking a new interest in the people around him. At the closest passerby, he raised one clawed hand and swung.

Amira fell to the ground as the ever-increasing mass of people pushed past her, fighting their way to get to their vehicles and drive off. They shoved and fought, eyes wide with fear, some children trembling horribly. Few sported stains of blood on their clothes, the ones that got away from the monster. She knew right away just who it was, but made no move to stop him. There was nothing she could do, after all, least be killed in a vain attempt.

No, the people around her weren’t important then. The strangers had nothing to do with her. She needed to find Anna. Her eyes scanned the crowd, searching desperately for the little girl and their parents, hoping to see them among the crowd. However, as the mass began to thin and the screams of pain grew louder, she started to edge toward the interior of the festival.

Her heart skipped a beat as a long howl filled the air, chilling everyone to the bone. Amira took a deep breath, biting her bottom lip to halt its trembling. Anna; she needed to find her sister quickly and flee. What became of her friend, she would rather not think of. Something happened to him, the time he went away, and while she wished to get to the bottom of it…

Amira shook her head, driving the thought away. Whatever happened while he was gone, whatever that something or someone did… it changed him into the horrible monster. The one she faced head on just as he used one clawed hand to tear her grey-eyed sibling in half.

She froze, hearing the dreadful squelching sound as flesh tore, the thud as her body hit the floor, watching as Anna’s mouth opened slightly to let out a small gasp, the beginning of a scream. The air, sick with the foul stench of blood, was the blood of her family, she realized, glancing at two mangled bodies before her. In disbelief, she looked up at the monster that once was her friend, the one she cared for when the bullies drew near, the one who once wiped her tears away after being heartbroken, and the one who promised to always be there for her. 

In her mind, the blood-soaked creature stalking up to her was still the same clumsy, blue-eyed teen she met almost half a year ago. Her vision spoke otherwise, revealing the monster, his lips curled back in a snarl, clawed hands open and poised to attack. He lunged menacingly, swinging one large arm toward her. His hand hit a concession stand, blocking the attack, just as she stumbled back in attempt to dodge. The monster was too fast, too large, and even if she could manage, what could she do?

The monster, the beast lusting for blood, murdered his love in an instant. He killed dozens soon after. And before she knew it, she’d be dead too. His first friend since he moved to California, six months ago, would die by his hand.

What could she do, even if she had the strength and speed to match his? What could she do other than protect herself? Unlike him, she had not the heartlessness to kill, to slaughter the only friend she made since the year started.

Amira fell, tripping over something unpleasantly soft, and unwillingly wondered if it were human skin, and falling on her bottom. She drew in a quivering breath, staring up at the monster with terrified green eyes. He stood over her in such a way, numbly drawing her back to her childhood, where she read old books on creatures of the night, and recalled the name of what her ancestors would dub such a thing before her. They spoke of many that went bump in the night, those that stole children from their beds with the intent to eat, those who sang sailors to their deaths, those with claws and fangs just like animals, beasts. As the last crossed her mind, immediately she knew; a werewolf.

His clawed hand came down swiftly, and instinctively, she raised a hand as if to meet it. Anything, she would do anything if she could to stop her inevitable demise. Amira shut her eyes tightly and let out a cry as her arm ripped open. A burning sensation flared down her limb, an unbearable pain.

The werewolf growled with displeasure, and as she recognized the sound, Amira blinked in disbelief. Just what was going on? She tried looking up at the monster, at his small, bloodshot eyes and large mouth, his jaw dripping the blood of many dead victims, but saw nothing but dull red.

It was nearly pink, and not only such a color, with veins of violet and green-blue. With her arm still raised in a weak defense, she peered closer at the colors. It cast itself overhead, at least a meter in length and height, blocking the view of everything around her. Amira ignored the louder growl of the wolf; she stayed alive for so long, she may as well spare a moment or two attempting to figure out just what the thing was.

The shield, for she lacked a better word and found it did indeed shelter her from the monster, had the appearance of batwings. Thinly spread over to see the faint moonlight shining through, just as batwings were. But something was off, and she knew it immediately. Her gaze trailed down to her arm, where it throbbed as though she were struck rather than protected from the blow, and realized the so-called shield was growing from her arm.

Amira gasped. From the long wound on her forearm sprouted skin, in the appearance of batwings! She began moving backwards immediately, pulling herself along with one arm as she slid across the ground. 
Excitement and adrenaline shot through her body. To think, such a strange thing meant to save her life! The… thing, whatever it was, would stop the attacks no matter how hard the monster would strike, she was sure of it.
Hope swelled in her chest. She would get out of that danger zone, she would flee the murderer, she would… Her mind stopped there. After leaving, after running away, what would she do next? With her parents were gone, her sister was dead; she didn’t have anyone left. Amira didn’t know what other family there was to take her in, which they would surely do once they found out the situation. And what of Ikaika; what would happen to him?

She stood shakily, lowering the shield to look at the monster. Whatever happened the time her friend was missing, it had to do with that moment. The werewolf let out a snarl, spotting her immediately and ready to attack once again. It meant, whatever occurred was not his fault. Amira’s gaze trailed up to the full moon, in its wonder, shining down softer on the ground below, no longer overhead, but beginning its decent in the cerulean blue sky. Everything he was doing, the game of cat and mouse they had to play, was out of his control. He raised a bloody clawed hand. As such, he was helpless to whatever happened. She squeezed her eyes shut, raised her uninjured hand, flinching impulsively. Amira couldn’t possibly stop him, but she couldn’t run away. The monster swung his arm down once more. Werewolves were said to only transform into their inhuman forms during the full moon, no?

Ikaika grit his teeth furiously, irately as Amira parried another strike, sparing her for a moment more. Both arms wielded bizarre and repulsive growths, not only halting his attacks, but blocked the vision of his target. He wildly threw his arms at her neck. Amira could not get away again; he would make sure to crush her where she stood. Swiftly, she brought her shield up, throwing off one claw, and sliced the other with her blade with its appearance of already taken place in battle. Just what was she thinking now? She couldn’t possibly believe that she still had a chance of winning. With her clothes torn, blood running down her legs from branches whipping at her face, Amira wavered where she stood; exhausted from physical and emotional trauma she dealt with that night.

She couldn’t go on, she couldn’t continue. Her mind raced as her body slowed, not moving quickly enough to fully avert the next attack, ending up with long gashes down her shoulder. The monster was indeed a werewolf; after all, he changed that night, during the full moon. Amira let out a startled cry, stumbling to the ground, grabbing her wound with her opposite hand. No doubt, transformation wasn’t the only thing the same with Ikaika and the fabled creatures of the night. 

Tears leaked from her eyes as blood ran down her arm. At this, Ikaika paused, chest tightening at the sight with an alien feeling. It wasn’t instinct; it was something quite foreign; he couldn’t understand. A memory resurfaced; it faint and murkily clouded around the edges of his vision and in his mind, much like being in a dream. With her bright green eyes pink and puffy from sobbing, her chest heaving uncontrollably, and arms wrapped around one of his hands, she stared up at him with a miserable look of despair. And at that moment, he lifted his other hand, and brushed a tear away. Amira squeezed her eyes shut, and pulled herself away.


“It’s all right,” The blue eyed teen cooed, like a mother to her child, bringing her closer, enough to catch the faint scent of a sweet perfume. She let out a sob, shoulders shaking uncontrollably from the action. As she leaned into his chest, her arms wrapped around his waist, gripping the back of his clothes with her clammy palms, and her nails gently digging into the rough denim jacket. 

“It’s all right,” Ikaika repeated softly, one arm around her shoulders, the other near-absentmindedly running his fingers through her light, red hair. Heartache; something he knew all too well from his past experience of losing his one and only love.

His vision flickered out, sending him back to the chilly New Year morning, as it surely neared that time; midnight had long since passed, and the sky to the east shone a faint light. The two might have stood for well over an hour, he halted by memory from not so long ago, and she…

Ikaika’s eyes met with hers; at some time during the night, they were wide with fright, but dulled down to a sullen and exhausted gaze. She, leaned against one of the many towering oak trees, continued to hold her shoulder, dried tear streaks running down her face. Her “shield and sword” had gone; leaving thin, obvious, crimson slashes with dried blood clung to her arms.

Amira, in the face of danger as well as death, remained with him throughout the entire time. Why hadn’t she run away? He certainly wouldn’t have noticed, and by the time he discovered it and made for her trail, she would have been long gone.

He took a step forward, feeling his clawed feet sink into the sticky crimson earth, and wondered just what made the air smell so pungently metallic. It stuck to the roof of his mouth, filled his nostrils, and refused to go away, clogging his throat, smothering and choking like that of a thick winter blanket thrown over his head. Even the potent scent of the musky forest air could not overpower the scent, much to his dismay.
Amira watched, warily, as the monster moved closer, muscles stiffening against her own accord. Fear attempted to grab at her, to take hold of her and make her scream, make her cry out, but she refused. She swallowed down the frightful anticipation and waited. Something was different, in that time he spent being still. Whatever it was, she prayed it was in her favor. With her body sore and aching, she had nothing left to run on. Her energy was spent, and if he wanted to finally kill her then, she could have no say in such a thing. Not that she would. The thought of her clumsy, blue-eyed friend returned and clouded her vision, making her unable to do more but stay there, albeit timidly. Amira blinked slowly, craning her neck to stare up at him as he approached. 

As it was, something extraordinary occurred. Or rather, it was completely normal and standard; but, she let out a gasp nevertheless. At the same time, Ikaika felt a cool wave wash over him, the pleasantries of skin tingling softly, and his body, returning to its proper form. The fur began to recede, slowly at first, and then swiftly as his limbs contracted. His face and chest shrunk to their ordinary, human sizes. Finally, Ikaika thought, as he looked down at his hands to find the blood-colored nails turning to their typical pale peach, becoming blunt and short once again. 

One creature of the night, of one night each month, could only rein terror when the moon fully and completely appeared in the evening sky. Such monsters were werewolves, imaginary beings made-up in the past, before the outbreak that ruined all of mankind. Somewhere between then, and the moment where they stood, something changed. The thought shifted to the back of Ikaika’s mind while Amira held on tight to hers. But the two could only think of it for so long, fret about such a grave matter for such a time.

Her knees were the first to give way, starting at first with her swaying a moment, before her legs buckled, sending her to the ground. Ikaika caught her before she fell, holding onto her tightly. As he stared down at his friend, watching her eyes wearily slide shut, emotions flooded through him like treacherous waves over a peaceful sandy beach. They tore at him; grief, pain, sorrow, regret. All piercing his heart in a way nothing else could. His gaze shifted to the passive forest around them, staring numbly at the soaring trees. Branches were broken and strewn about. The once-thriving grass torn and overturned haphazardly, its soft earthy soil exposed to the world. It seemed quite fitting, such a scene, matching the sky, which took on a beautiful and wine red hue. Just as all took on the looks of a forever-scarred battlefield, a deathly silence hung in the air, with nothing but the faint rustle of trees and the sound of his haggard and unsteady breathing to fill the void.

Ikaika shuddered, not from the cold January morning, though realizing he went without a shirt. Nothing could be done about such a thing. Out in the middle of the wild, and serene tangled growth known as the woods, not to mention being too exhausted to do anything, it wasn’t as if he could go to the nearest outlet mall to get clothes. It wasn’t the cold, but the anguish that sent shivers down his spine. It was the misery he faced late that night and early in the morning. Once more, Helena was gone from his life, and this time, it was truly forever. 

It didn’t hurt as much as losing her the first time. Knowing they could never be together again, the wound closed months ago. Ikaika, as well as everyone else in the world, learned early on how easily a life was lost. At an early age, death in a story was not uncommon, especially those told of the old days. They were taught to allow their loved ones to fade away from their heart, giving their spirits peace and rest. And his wound did not reopen that night; the scar still remained just as it was; a memory of his childhood friend and his first love. Misery, the pain he felt, was for harming her.

The whole thing was still a blur, still faint, still unreal. Ikaika couldn’t take in the deaths of that night; it couldn’t possibly have happened. But in the end, it didn’t seem as important. Selfishly, he thought, they didn’t seem that important. Not to him. Not in the place he despised, not where they ridiculed and mocked him for who he was. The atrocious city; he only stayed to remain with Amira. Despite this, the loss of control startled him immensely. How could he have let himself go? Whatever took his lead, it was powerful, dangerous. Ikaika needed to stop it, should the same thing ever happen again. He would not put Amira in harm’s way.  

He made to rest under the brush of a tree, clutching his friend tight, as if she were his last life line, and stopped thinking about it. His eyelids grew heavy and his body weak, allowing him to slowly drift off to sleep. But just before such a thing occurred, one more thought slid past the barriers and made its way into his focus.

Amira could have left him the first moment she had the chance. There were quite a few, and she missed them all quite purposefully, instead staying right before him, right by his side. Just why didn’t she just leave? Why, when she was in mortal danger? He rested his head atop Amira’s own, holding her protectively, as if he weren’t the one out to kill her moments before. 

He could have done it, and she could have died. Something in him made him stop, something in her made her stay. Was it because to die meant nothing to her anymore? Or was it something else? Granted, Amira could have been under the impression that if she died there, she would join her family, and yet, Ikaika doubted his friend believed in anything like the afterlife. No, the redhead was too skeptical about heaven, and would not conform to such a belief, even at the brink of death.

But then, why did she stay? Why, when every bone in her body trembled with fear that night? Why, when she desperately ran through the wild trees to get away? Why, when she had the perfect opportunity to go?

At last, an answer as she stirred somewhat, shifting to lean against his shoulder. Amira, chilled, instinctively sought warmth, and he was the only one there.

Maybe, just maybe, with all they’ve been through during those short sixth months ago, something happened. After fighting off the bullies and creeps, the liars and thieves, she found she could not simply leave him that night. She was certainly something else, someone different from all the rest.

As his weary eyes finally closed, a smile graced his features. Such a thought, some simple hope, brought much solace. Right or wrong, Ikaika didn’t care one bit. All else left them that night, that moment, back there somewhere in that sea of red. They only had each other from then on. And to tell the truth, maybe they’re all they needed, all they’ll ever have.

But what will tomorrow bring?
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