Booze & Beast Blood
by Melissa Martini

When my skin started peehng gude it was just dry and slathered on lotion every morning

and night. Rubbing it in felt like a cof ma#n between an itch and a bruise - satisfyingly unpleasant

to irritate. It wasn’t until my arm hg ‘started darkening in affected areas that I grew concerned - the

/

situation coming to a head at the cadi®f t 1 ino off in chunks and spots

I could have sworn I'd ju s

I sat on the bathf€ as I watched my
feet stretch out and tear : houlders ; i A ding into the hair
on my head, my cries morphifig owhelps as ke er. st %glqd ﬂ];'o call my mom, my fingernails

thickening and the pads of : irely regist i g on the touch sercen. I could see my reflection,

my eyebrows bushy, bur’ o ff ‘;‘: »ce nd mf hps curhng mto a scowl My body felt like it was

@;}}l"my skin was completely

)

on fire; I dragged myse

replaced by fur.

I spent the night l ‘ ble | 1 h C \@.g I wanted to satisfy
it, I could barely function, sure h ‘:' ‘ Iy, 1 . F aking up completely
normal, my jeans and sweat‘ St ¢ ] ad to n, h: ging 1 :on my body. I turned off the
shower and found my phone" | i . finit % > 1 . mom’s phone number. When she

answered, I explained what happened, and | she very calmly congratulated me.
She told me I was part of a line of werewolves, a genetic ‘thing’ that skips a generation. After

alot of back and forth, me screaming at her and her reassuring me she was not “fucking lying,” I hung

up the phone. I cleaned up the | \ fee, reluctantly clicking on a

Get in touch with your inner
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A follow up text read “put Gran ﬂpab name as a referral,” so I did, and received an email
)

/
[ .
acceptance less than 24 hours later. A th!de’;nd of my acceptance letter was an address. I sucked it up

l/,

wor - not only was I terrified of what was happening to me,

and requested a leave of absence fr¢

but I also couldn’t shake the cravi fel and needed to figure out how to feed it.

l
I took an Uber to the add ‘ f lymg a thick layer of lgtion to my arms and legs in an effort

!
to sooth the irritation my g ¢ off at the end of a long
dirt road, trees lining ea fié bag in each hand. It
felt fitting to be surrou e same path many

moons eatrlier.

£

I reached a cabind

heart raced as I approa
“I’m here for t.
“Inside.” He ‘E
“Do you need.. ,\
hang loosely between
experienced, as if he was ye
“Nah. I can srne]l‘\:i'::
hair, scruff growing on h1s. face --m j ggined a werewolf to look like. I tried
to smell ‘it’ on him, but all I could sme]l was smoke and a hint of beer.

“How do I do that?”

“Do what?”” He picked up one of my bags for me and flicked his cigarette into the dirt.

“Smell it.” I picked u;

her bag and followed him ir




“It'll come to you eventually. Takes t} e. Develops.” He walked slowly so I could keep up,
) }

waving to a few people here and the é,ls;w’f: made our way through room after room. “I’ll get you

[ " !

1jow my way around.”
[/

settled in. I’ve wotked here a while.
/)

Y .
Everyone looked and acted/idisapffointingly normal: men and women were scattered about,
/

some sitting at tables drinking desjite ? being quite early, othegs sitting around reading or watching

ool
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TV. We even passed a fu
“What's all of
“Designated ar,

all of this gets too overw

unwind and relax. Helps ‘;
at a small desk, setting
“Yep. And yoﬁ

“Fiero.”

“No, Fiero like

“.You’re named af

y

“No, that’s not what

-

need anything. Just knock. Here’s your key - Come on, I’ll walk you.”

oilet paper, extra blankets.

3>

My room was upstairs and included all the necessities - toothpaste

f ‘my nightstand. I lined up
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Once I felt settled, I collapsed in/hgd af texted my mom that I was safe, to which she replied,
il
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e . , iy .
go make grandpa proud!” I resisted the glgf’:‘/to text back a vomiting emoji, as if the two degrees and

I/'

?/,my own weren’t enough to make my lycanthropic ancestors
/
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full-time job I’d managed to secure o

|

proud.

/

My first hunt was scheduledlse ?&at I could learn how totransform on command and get used

!

to functioning as a werewg cluding Fiero. I tried

i
to remember the others’ 1
jacket and dark wash jeafs 1d peppered, a blonde in
a bodycon dress and Ugg di : ced hetsel fri m ( 1 ¥ gfrie now she was “Gwen

with a W.”

Then there was |

rgkvg‘;}f,’ or if he felt obligated as if

L~

10 finding we

R

- I wondered if he dress

there was a dress code.

tee shirt. I focused on Fie

., S8
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R Ilagsffmy eyes and listened to
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“Focus on your sen

" |
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his voice, deep yet gentle,

harmonious.
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“I don’t want to kill anyone,” 1 r?mrnbled, my palrns sweaty as I shifted uncomfortably.
“You won’t have to. Start small. A rabbit or squitrel.” I hyper-focused on each word that came

out of Fiero’s mouth. I heard a bird chirp, a leaf crunch beneath Glenn’s shoe. I took a long breath

g, and the very distinct
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“I have to kill a rabbit?” My Joul ; t dry and I could only taste my own sweet saliva, trying

to shake the thought of a rabbit’s flgsh m’;‘r):y mouth. My stomach churned, heartburn quickly stinging

my throat and overwhelming my t ;l

u
“Or a squirrel. Or even a . rd } ou can catch one. Up to you.” I then focused on the smell

of his skin, honing in enough ta ?t e saltiness. Lickino saammlips, my teeth suddenly no longer fit
! |

comfortably in my moysk b dy felt heavier as I fell
i
M

onto my hands and kdé ;\,“" let out a soft scream

that erupted into a hg :

Those around pped en let ou inenthusiastic “woo hoo.” T sniffed

. ; , ) : T £ '
the ground a few times, KOwingwhat I had to do r ery slight movement around me was a new

opportunity to sink myteet ’ 0 S0t cthing: a ﬁaﬁéf sq&irréls ehaslng each other up a tree, 2 mother
rabbit shuffling throu b "4 d oo | ot “ . ‘baby bicthat fell out of its nest and

struggled on the gro
“Is she gonna .i
“What the fuck i
“Gol Come on alre

X

“Calm down, guys; ,

As everyone’s impatieni;;e'% )‘%r v, I took onglsfgeﬁ»f ward and froze up, my paws brushing

P

against the leaves and dirt beneath me. They felt familiarly like mittens, as if I was wearing my own

knitted skin. As I stood there and 'pondered whether my back paws felt like socks, shoes, or mittens,

too, someone kicked me from behind, their shoe jabbing my tailbone. I quickly shot my head back

and growled at him. “Bitch




I squealed, rubbing my face into t'di' to get his saliva off me.

A
“Hey, what’s wrong with you, £ a}ﬁ?}’ ,l-/”'iero shoved Glenn, who stumbled back into a tree, the
A |
A
1
gveal tufts of white and silver fur. At the sight of this, Fiero
”
,a

skin on his arms quickly erupting tq ;
l
thrust forward, his back splitting ope

orice colored coat bursting through. I thought Fiero was

big as a human, but as a werewolf a ?’ armingly large d Jenny/Jamie fled, and I cowered
!

as he and Glenn began sg A rrown dogs playing

- but they weren’t playin, i , I whined as Fiero
pinned Glenn down an :
slightly torn. He slipped ot

Fiero breathed h
thanks, but he flinched 2§

my body. I sat by Fiero’s

u,‘ <
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ng just red and irritated,
B -

“Thank you.” I

“Please leave.”

and began speed walking away when he added, “Hannah, you did good today.”

“Thanks. So, did you.” I smiled at him and he nodded.
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looked me up and down but didn’t sgy'anything. A bruise adorned his chin. “I don’t like transforming.

'
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|
I only do it when absolutely neces; r);”,r’ "'/
“Understandable.” I moti d r the bartender to pour him a shot, too.

“If I could avoid this al \xg d But I come from a shit city and a shit family. I only work
ty y- y

here because it gives me a place §@'Sleé ,v thatisn’t the gwned the shot. “Plus, I can paint.”

“You paint?” g
“Out of all th L smile tugged playfully at
his lips, but he resist
“I figured it’d b
“You figured
just in there reading2 uf
“I write.” I'§
sometime.”
e, found the location of

Eventually, I fig

a bush with red berries, ty everyone else, even if

SuNR

I wasn’t satisfying mysell ed, consummg more fruit than in
my entire life - but at lea;

Then, I concocted a sohd,éﬁaaﬂy routine: Eachﬁhor g I woke up, made a cup of coffee, and
wrote in the library while Fiero painted on the other side of the room. We rarely spoke, but
occasionally he’d take a break fro;n his canvas to hover over my shoulder and read what I was writing.

Sometimes I strolled over to his area, mug in hand, watching him choosé a color to dip his brush into.

'my fingers producing poetry

e

d blues. He ﬁlled canvases Whlle I'fﬂTé'('fﬁﬁte 00
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ways to describe his brush strokes agld thefhands that held said brushes. When he accidentally got
ﬁ.
’

/

paint on his face while tucking a strgind of hair behind his ear, I didn’t tell him - I only wrote about it,
A
[ /

/
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the dark green speck just above hi '}%@rd.
L/

/
When I penned a poem, ’ a;’pﬂud of, I tore it out of my notebook, folded it up, and handed
/

it to him before I left the libra wrote this about your painting.”

!

“Huh?” He looked
i
“It’s a poem

“Oh, cool. D@

“God, no. Réa

%

eth]i'ig'se__fﬁé t}/ ne.”-He smiled at me, then went back to

“You got it. Ma

cleaning his brushes.

vV

“P’d like that

When the ful &

w Seu.

would be enough. I'd been

’

told time after time an daily hunger, but also

much more intense th ite er Id felt it ght spent sleeping in the
shower. A text from motr

i

3
Glenn and co. assi

S o o
and another-older man stood at the front of the room reciting
4#". > 4

lines about lore, tradition, and syﬁlgoﬁsm.
Fiero was drinking much faster than usual, his checks burning up before I’d even finished my

y hunched and his posture

second pint. A shameful hunger stained his face, his shoulders slight

i

worsening each time I look "_ghtly glazed over. He shook

- - Y

at him. I caught him gazin

it off, breaking eye contacta
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“You know I don’t like tra ﬂﬁépiqg.” He shrugged, his eyebrows furrowed in frustration and
embarrassment. “Maybe you should ,/’ﬁléd;%omeone else to mentor you tonight.”
“Fiero, no. 'm glad it’s " ' ",’! 1 gried to take his hand, but he pulled away.
“Even after what you’vg eh’o’ me? Full moons make it even worse.” He stood up and started

heading towards the stairs. I t@k"a ’é) o sip of beerbe o after him.

“Fiero, wait.”gh
“I don’t tra

“What?”

o o IALr g L3 _; & b . .
s out. If you want someone to hunt with, it’s not gonna

“I don’t trans j
I,A*'. RS N

be me. Sorry, Hannah 1d on mine and gently removed it from his arm.

-

“T didn’t even
“It’s not. I'nx

me upstairs.” He cof

“Why don’t ] kgys out of his pocket and

miss the doorknob’s k

“I told you. I ‘,\ ke

“Why not?” He 0

o G

NS LTI . .
“The same reason yousmash berries all overyour snout.” I choked on the whiskey, feeling it
PPN ¢

get pulled into my nostrils, burning. I coughed a few times, shaking my head. “Don’t worry, you’re

not in trouble or anything. Everyone knows. We can all smell it on you. It’s impressive you can control

your hunger that well, and it’s a better strategy than hiding in your roo. n and drinking yourself half to

death like I do.”
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“I don’t know what to do.” ‘ﬂ’ :

3 ) '
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“You can hang here with me agd dﬂ;n];, but only if you promise not to eat me.” He refilled
/

by
my glass, a smirk playing at his lips. ',:Z' ;
!

A
“Right back at you. Sorry, wa 'Ehat, o farr”

) gf it.”
' \

He laughed. “No, it’s cool.

As the night went o
i"

ipping whiskey every

N
‘\
_“..,:‘-ﬂ others stacked on

Ay

few steps. Fiero’s room wg

the floor. Sketches and tof us types of paints

and brushes in another. Hi ; shitly ajar, a canvas h: out of it. It was organized clutter,

far from the disarray it ap I’,;S}‘asgrved, the more 1 realized

S

everything had its own plage
“O'n'hig"riighfstand and pulled out

gy, T

“I read your poen

T

the folded piece of paper. :i'

tured towards the canvases

“Thanks, but the ri urec

in front of me. “I've been w

“About that...” He ,
He held up a half—pa'r‘_} ' s before tossing t onto the ground. “I never finished it.”

3

(3

much out. “Well, I like it so fat.”

“I’'m sorry. Been distracted préparing myself for tonight.”

“About tonight - how does this work?” I held out my glass for a refill. His hands shook as he




“No, I don’t transform at all ¢ h g full moons. Too dangerous for me - if I can stay human
’.
4 ’ '
physically, it’s easier for me to stay hit rr’lail mentally.” He refilled his own glass. “The alcohol just helps
Y m
m ’. and you know, kill.”
W
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me sleep through the urge to transt

I laughed and took a sip. JGdt
aughed and took a sip 'G'

The full moon was makigé my skin feel even more dry and itchy than usual, or maybe it was

g/

just the alcohol dehydrating 3 ike a silently stalking ghost. It

"

wasn’t quite the same an emotional hunger

making my heart racgl

I could just
lips once again. I resisté urg ‘ p,ln a.ﬂle’bgd' aﬁd ;gmy,-nalls into h1s skin. Uncomfortable
at the thought, I fini J b i . '-fumbled as 1 poured rnVSelf mote.

He seemed t gl ‘ ] _ "looighg for g way to ,dlstract me. “So, uh. What side of the
family you get this s ?: :» a0 ‘

Sitting back Gl | " ; o' y 5 A %ﬁl‘increase to a sudden
overwhelming need. I ‘
grandpa was a werewol

“My dad’s side. Mom | vhen sh ut what vas in for with me. Dad raised me,

e
“Me too. At least I was home when it happened.”

“Lucky you. I was in class at university. Broke my desk, next thing I knew, I was running out

of the building and back to the dorms to hide, half naked and half covered in fur. Imagine my




I imagined our fellow werefvo ves; ipping animals and humans apart limb by limb, hot tears

beginning to roll down my chee é ﬁht; thought of it, a pang of hunger bit at my stomach so strong
that I began to cry harder, despgs 4,61)7 rabbing the bottle of whiskey. I swished it back and forth in
I

'
my mouth like mouthwash, swallowing slowly and focusing my attention on the heat as it made its

/

N,

way down my throat.

Fiero reacheg B

ac. I wiped my eyes as he
stared down at his gl@ ‘ his hands were swollen
and throbbing, and 'smelh'ng sweat beading
up on his skin.

A sudden wh ' bloo | : | ” e reakze I Was dlggmg my nails into my thigh, ripping right
through my jeans. Hi
taking his own sip' . 1en helpin, e _ ' A {)k, as he pressed a tissue into the

v

denim, sopping up blood® d the wh i | : 1 SO ,;ﬁgr.sgﬂhng that before. And I'm

His breathing w ] 7, and oked at his fz noticedhewas beginning

sorry about the paintis

child hiding from a monster m‘%a . da it t6 look at his face, his brows thickening and
his facial hair spreading and regrouping quickly. He began breathing exercises, steadying himself until
the changes ceased. “I’'m so sorry, Hannah.”

I yanked the comforter around my own shoulders. My head vas throbbing, and I had both

chills and beads of swea ning on 'my forehead. “It’s okay. | s okay.” I felt the fur burning

f and my jaw throbbing
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I nuzzled into his arms, brugl :g hair against his neck. I pet his head, embracing the parts

¥

! P
of us that worked their way out fré ”tﬂe,ﬁ[nside. I felt as if I would lose all control if I let go. He held
!
'
me silently, cringing each time 'gllﬂe'a d another howl. He breathed heavily and slowly, his body
[

seeming to grow and shrink in My arnds. At the scent of his skin, I pressed my teeth into his neck,

eswith his hands and.g

silently sobbing. He cupped m igheads met.

!

His hands rag < ' g I’d never been in a bed

with a man, in his arf§ \,';-‘ ith no other intention
but to be together. ‘were both there together. I'd
made love with men, f

I needed, too, and it gf

tell asleep.

Tty

g,éched, my body ached, and my

*
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other than coffee. WhE yes, 1 saw Fi i is _ fewing a pot. He had two

mugs ready.

“Cream and sug

“Just cream.”

L :
“No fun.” He smiled as T rubbed my eyes, sitting up in his bed. He poured me a mug and
handed it to me. I’d never woken up in a man’s bed fully clothed. “Thanks for last night.”

“I feel like I’ve just woken up from a one night stand.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll

“I'll be waiting,”




