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| stood outside the front door, my heart pounding like I'd just run a marathon. Mom always said | had
a flair for the dramatic, but this time it felt justified. After everything Liam had told me, | needed

answers. | needed to know if my entire life was built on a lie. www.noveLW®Rm.Com

The house was quiet when | stepped inside. | dropped my bag on the floor and kicked off my shoes,
my mind racing with the million things | wanted to ask Mom. But the house was empty. Mom wasn’t
home. Of course, she wasn'’t. She’d probably picked up an extra shift at the hospital again. | sighed

and headed to the kitchen, opening the fridge to grab a soda.

| sat down on the couch, the silence of the house pressing in on me. The questions swirled in my
mind, each one more pressing than the last. Why did Liam smell a werewolf scent on me? What did
that mean for me? For my mom? The clock ticked by slowly, each minute dragging on. | tried to
distract myself with some homework, but my mind kept wandering back to the conversation I'd had

with Liam.

He was so convinced about the werewolf smell on me. And, | just didn’t have an answer. This wasn’t
really my fault though. Mom had always been sort of cagy with my past and hers. Even though we

were close, there were some lines that she never let me cross.

The memory of Liam’s insistence that he could smell a werewolf scent on me sent shivers down my
spine. | glanced at the clock again. Mom would be home soon. She had to be. | needed answers. |

needed to know why | had a werewolf scent on me and what it meant.

| must have dozed off on the couch, because the next thing | knew, | felt a blanket being gently

draped over me. | opened my eyes to see Mom standing over me, looking surprised.
“Mom, you’re home,” | mumbled, rubbing the sleep from my eyes.

She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “I thought you had a big test coming up next week, honey.

Didn’t you tell me you were going to be studying all weekend?”

Finals were right around the corner and all the professors were giving us tests and papers that
needed to be done before the final tests arrived. | was trying to not be overwhelmed but with

everything that | had been through this semester, keeping up my grades had been so, so difficult.

During history class, | had sat there, not knowing what in the world the professor was talking about.
It felt as if | hadn’t been to class for weeks when | knew that wasn'’t true. Except for the couple of

classes that | missed, | had been there the whole time.

That was why | had initially told mom that | was going to be spending all my time studying over the
weekend instead of coming to visit her. Of course, that was before Liam had smelled the scent on

me.
| nodded, sitting up. “Yeah, that was the plan. But something came up.”

Mom raised an eyebrow, clearly sensing | was holding something back. “You're acting all weird,

honey. Are you going to tell me what came up or
not?”

| hesitated, my heart pounding in my chest. How was | supposed to ask mom what was on my mind.
Mom and | never talked about these types of things. I'd tried getting deeper with mom about my past

when | was a kid but it didn’tb
well.

It was in third grade and we were supposed to bring a family tree to class the next day as our

homework. When | showed mom the assignment, she frowned.
“What do they mean by this?” she said, getting all flustered.

“I don’t know mom, they want us to talk about where we come from,” | couldn’t understand why mom

was getting all weird and agitated.

Mom looked at the homework assignment one more time. She crunched the paper up and tossed it

in the garbage can by the door. | was totally
shocked.
“Mom! Why would you do that!”

Mom shrugged. “Just tell them that | wouldn’t let you do the homework and if they have a problem

with it, they can come see me.”

| couldn’t believe what | was hearing. But | knew after that that asking mom questions like that,

questions like the one | was about to ask, was not a good idea. But now, | had no choice.

| took a deep breath, gathering my courage. “When | was hanging out with Liam, he told me

something. He said he could smell a werewolf scent on
me.

Mom'’s eyes widened for a brief moment before she composed herself. “I don’t know what you’re

talking about, Ella.”

“Are you sure?” | pressed. “The most common reason for a human to have a werewolf scent on

them is if they weren’t actually human. Is there something you're not telling me?”
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She chuckled, but it sounded forced. “So, what, are you asking me if you're a werewolf or

something?”

| blushed, feeling a bit ridiculous. “No, but... things have been weird, and | just wanted to ask if
there’s anything you’re not telling me. Anything about my biological

father?” wWwmw.noévelwOrM.com

Mom’s face turned serious. “No, Ella. There’s nothing you need to worry about.”

But as she said it, | noticed the slight flicker in her eyes, the way she avoided looking directly at me.

My mom was hiding something. | knew her too
well.

Later that night, | lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. | couldn’t shake the feeling that Mom wasn't telling
the truth. She’d been acting strange, and her reaction to my questions only confirmed my

suspicions. What was she hiding?

My mind raced with possibilities, each one more unsettling than the last. Was my father a werewolf?
Was that why | had the scent? And if so, why hadn’t Mom told me? What else was she keeping from

me”?

| turned onto my side, clutching my pillow tightly. The weight of the unanswered questions pressed
down on me, making it hard to breathe. | had to know the truth, but | didn’t know where to

start. wWw.VOvéLwor @.C(o) @

Mom had always been my rock, the one person | could trust. But now, | wasn’t so sure. If she was

keeping this from me, what else was she hiding? The thought made my stomach churn.

| squeezed my eyes shut, willing myself to sleep. But the questions wouldn’t stop. They circled in my

mind like vultures, picking apart every memory, every conversation I'd ever had with my mom.

And as the night wore on, one thing became clear: | couldn’t trust anyone until | found out the truth. |

needed to know who | really was, and why my mom was keeping this secret from me.

| lay there in the dark, my mind whirling with confusion and fear. Whatever it took, | would get to the
bottom of this. And when | did, | hoped | would still recognize the person | found staring back at me

in the mirror.

As | drifted into a restless sleep, one thought echoed in my mind: My mom wasn't telling the truth.

And | didn’t know what to do with that.
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