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Part Three

"That's what we need to kill werewolves."

There. I'd said it. It was out. I wasn't crazy and I knew it. Now everyone else would know it too. The proof was outside. People were running and trying to hide in the snow. And they were screaming. Some fought back, but against giants wolves with teeth as hard as steel, what hope did they have? What hope did any of us have?

Brenden stared at me for the longest three seconds of my life. I was glad to have it out in the open— it lifted a weight off my chest— but his silence left me aching. I'd only known him a few hours, but they'd been a big few hours. Foreplay so good it was almost magical and then an attack by a pack of wolves, complete with a power outage that apparently killed a cell phone tower. That kind of shit didn't just happen.

"Werewolves?" Brenden asked.

"You said you'd believe me," I reminded him.

He grimaced as a girl screamed outside. The scream was cut short.  He looked at the locked metal door and then turned back to me. "Yeah...yeah, I did. But werewolves?"

"You saw the man outside? The one you punched in the face so we could shut the door?"

He nodded.

"These wolves are tearing people up. They bit you in the leg and tore up Adam's hand."

"I know," he admitted. "I was there."

"So why is that man outside not scared of them? And naked? Why is he naked?"

Brenden's eyes widened. The temperature outside was probably down to single digits, and that was warm for January in North Dakota. "He's naked?"

Mallory shifted, drawing our attention. "He said he remembered you," she said.

I studied the high school social queen. Her makeup was streaked from tears and her pale green sweater was dirty. The stain, dried blood from the look of it, was right on her massive boobs. I didn't need to look down at myself to know my long coat and black t-shirt and skirt was covered in blood. I'd played doctor with the two guys that got bit, and it wasn't the fun kind of doctor and patient game.

"He did?" Brenden asked.

"Yeah, I..." I hesitated. What could I tell them? What did I dare tell them? That he'd killed my parents? Chewed them up while I hid under the floorboards.

There weren't as many people shouting or screaming outside. I didn't want to think about what that meant. The people still in the house, Josh, Mallory, Brenden, my friends Drew and Dana, and the wounded stoners Adan and his buddy Jared, were all that was left. I didn't count but that meant twenty kids, maybe more, were outside already. And that meant they were dead or dying. Now the people still alive inside were watching me. Listening to me. Giving me the attention that I'd gone out of our way to avoid for years.

"Nayelle?" Brenden prompted.

I jerked my head up. His green eyes sucked me in. They were so pretty and mesmerizing, I wanted to just get lost in them forever. The world could burn around me and I wouldn't care. Except it wouldn't burn, not yet. First it would be chewed on and eaten. The burning would come later, like it did at my parent's house.

I gasped. That was what was going to happen. That was how the man and his pack of vicious wolves would cover their tracks. That's why I'd spent the last eight years branded as crazy and troubled. I struggled free of Brenden's hands and stood up.

"Away from the doors," I said. "And the windows. Don't let them see us."

"Nay?" Drew asked. "What's going on?"

"We're under attack," I said.

"No shit," Josh snapped. "My parents are going to kill me when they see what happened here."

"Really?" Dana turned on him. "Don't you think you'd be lucky to get in trouble for this? The other option is being dead!"

Josh clamped his mouth shut and dropped his head. "Shit... I'm sorry, you're right."

Josh wasn't as stupid as I thought. Maybe the others weren't either. Well, Jared's eyes were glazed over from the pot he'd smoked, I couldn't count on him. Everyone else though...maybe.

"Okay, come on, back to the dining room," I said. "Keep everyone together and close."

"What the hell is going on," Mallory demanded. "How did he know you? You knew him too, I saw it! I saw you!"

"I'll tell you, just wait," I said. "Let's get everyone together."

"We are together," she argued.

I shook my head. "Adam's not with us."

"He passed out," Drew added.

"So who cares?" Mallory asked. "Not like he's going to hear anything anyhow."

Jared stood in the kitchen at the end of the hall and turned to his right. The dining room was there, visible past the counter, but he just stood there for a long moment. I watched him, trying to figure out what he was doing. I figured the trauma would have sobered him up, but the way he was acting made me worry.

"He's gone," Jared mumbled.

I pushed through and stopped next to him. A cold breeze ruffled my hair from the open patio door. I jumped forward and slammed it shut, then turned and looked into the family room and then back towards the dining room. Jared was right, Adam was gone. Just as scary was the thought that something else might be with us.

I pointed at the patio door. "This was locked! What happened?"

Jared shook his head. Drew and Dana stepped around him into the kitchen. "I was the last one in here," Drew said. "It was locked, I didn't touch it, I swear!"

I scowled. "I believe you, but..."

Mallory joined us in the kitchen ahead of the others. Brenden was leaning on Josh's shoulder to help him walk faster with his torn up leg. Drew had tied a towel around the star goalie's wounds but the towel was red with blood.

Drew followed my eyes. He shook his head and said, "You need to lay down and get that leg up."

"Nurse Drew," Dana said.

"My mom's a nurse," he said. "Me and my brother did a lot of stupid shit when we were younger."

"Where's Adam?" Jared asked.

I turned and stared out the glass door. Dana held up her phone and shone the light out onto the deck. Fresh footprints in the snow led across the deck and down the back steps. The snow was speckled with red from his hand. I pointed at his tracks and said, "He left. Must be he figured with the wolves busy out front, he could get away if he ran that way."

"Nothing out that way," Josh argued. "That's stupid!"

"He was stoned and probably drunk," I reminded him. I turned to Jared. "What all did you guys do tonight?"

"Just pot," he stammered. "Mostly."

"Mostly?"

"Some old acid Adam had stashed away. It didn't do shit to us," he said.

"Tonight's worse than a bad trip," I muttered.

"I didn't think anybody did acid anymore?" Mallory said with a touch of disdain in her voice.

"Not the current fad, but it's still out there," I said and shook my head. "That's not important. What matters is that he's gone and he's in deep shit."

"He'll have to go around the house to get to the cars, and that's where the wolves are," Josh reasoned.

"Maybe he's going up and over the hills," I said. "Only a few miles to get to the ridge, then a few more to some more roads."

"Yeah!" Jared cried. "That's right! Adam did a lot of that shit."

Mallory sneered. "What shit? Acid?"

"What? No," Jared blinked a few times and then focused on her. "I mean yeah, but that's not it. He loved snowboarding and hiking out here. Nothing like getting high outside, he always told me."

"How do you know what it's like out there?" Josh demanded.

"I..." I hesitated and took a breath. I let it out and made sure I looked at everyone. They were watching me, expecting me to say or do something. Somehow I was supposed to save them, that's what they expected. I could see it in their eyes. Even Mallory, snotty and uppity and bitchy, was letting me call the shots.

"Go ahead," Brenden urged me. "You said werewolves."

"What the fuck?" Josh blurted.

I held up a hand to stop him and took another breath. "All right. I used to live in a small farmhouse on the other side of the hills north of us. My dad raised cattle and pigs mostly. And every so often he seemed to know when he needed to slaughter an animal and leave it staked out in the yard overnight. When morning came there was bones left. Not much else."

"What the hell?" Josh varied his earlier statement.

I ignored him. "Eight years ago the cow he left wasn't enough. They...they wanted more."

Brenden limped over and started to reach for me. I shook my head. "Stop, I'm good."

"You don't sound good."

I raised my eyebrow with the ring in it. "And you don't look good. Kind of pale. I'm benching your ass, Mr. Superstar Goalie."

He stiffened and then smirked. "Dare you to make me."

I stepped up to him, my gaze burning into his bewitching eyes, and then squatted down. He grunted, surprised, and then cried out when I threw my arms into the back of his knees. He buckled and would have crashed if I hadn't caught him. His weight caught me off guard and almost made me drop him, but I clenched my teeth and slid my left arm up his back and straightened my legs. My back and legs strained, but I managed to stand with the taller and heavier man in my hands.

I turned, my breath hissing between my lips, and hoisted him onto the countertop. My lower back ached and my arms tingled, but I proved my point.

"Holy shit!" Josh said.

"Don't dare me," I warned Brenden.

He shut his mouth and blinked a few times before checking out the quartz countertop I'd put him on. He looked up at me again and grinned. "That's twice tonight you've swept me off my feet."

I stared until I had to let out a short laugh. "That's horrible."

Drew cursed under his breath behind me. Drew had a thing for me. A crush I didn't deserve. I was a bitch most of the time, especially to the two people in the world crazy enough to call me their friend.

"So these wolves?" Mallory snapped, irritated by our antics.

I turned to face her and felt Brenden's hand touching my back. It sent a tingle racing up my spine and back into my belly. The butterflies from earlier were back, even if they weren't as active. "Yeah, the wolves. They tried to break in so my dad held the door and told me and my mom to hide."

"Wolves tried to break in?" Josh repeated. "How?"

"I don't know, I didn't see," I admitted. "What I saw was my dad leaning on the door while it was busting in. Then my mom had the trapdoor in the floor open and she forced me in there."

"I thought you said there was a fire?" Dana asked.

I nodded. "There wasn't enough room for my mom, so she shut the door and hid me. My dad managed to make it back to her, but the wolves followed. They...they fought. I remember the screams. It was..."

"It's okay," Brenden soothed me while rubbing my back through my coat.

I shook my head. "Not really. But it's over. The wolves killed them and ate them, or at least started to. Then I made a noise or they smelled me
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