	THE BEGINNING 
“Don’t cry… don’t cry… don’t cry... I can’t cry.” A silvery tear is already sliding down my pale cheek. I start scratching at my face, feeling my flesh tare as my nails sharpen. My voice trails off into a whimper as I shrink down and find myself standing on four wolfish legs. The window is already open, inviting me to step into the world outside. I can hear heavy footsteps down the hall and I quickly nose the lock on my door so my parents won’t discover my disappearance. 
My mutated body shudders from the impact as my first two paws hit the soft soil under my bedroom window. The tags on my dog collar jingle with my every movement. I can smell traces of dogs that have come past my house, but the scents only hold my interest for only a few seconds. I can see a large van tumbling up the road towards my house, but I know that it’s not anyone I know. I rush into the hedges on the border of my property and slink past the houses that surround me. The unnatural body I was forced into blends in with the darkened bushes like camouflage. 
I have only one destination, one goal tonight. Angelina’s house isn’t so far from here, but I have to rush if I don’t want anyone to see me. Suddenly I stop dead in my tracks. I hear moving in the bushes near me. “Who’s there?” I growl in a voice only dogs would understand. There is no response, just a sudden stillness. I start to try to smell the source of the noise, but my nose and ears are still not synchronized enough. I start to step forward cautiously, one foot in front of the other. Suddenly a small brownish rabbit shoots out from under the hedges. All that worry for nothing… I shake my head as I run forward, my long claws turning up clumps of grass as I go. 
Behind me I hear the footsteps of a small boy. I turn around in time to see a kid of about 7 chasing through the nearby yards. “Bunny!” He squeals, in a high-pitched whiney voice that only small children can really master. Suddenly his head drifts my way in his search for ‘bunny’. He stops and stares at me, while I eye him wearily. He cocks his head curiously “Puppy?” he asks to himself. I shake my head and turn to run forward.
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