
Table of Contents

Tooth and Nayelle - Part Two

Part Two

Afterward by the Author

About the Author

Tooth and Nayelle - Part Two

by Dawn Michelle

Published by Novel Concept Publishing LLC

©2015

All rights reserved under the International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

For additional information contact:

www.novelconceptpublishing.com

5699 Applegrove Dr.

West Bloomfield, MI 48324

Cover art © 2014 Cora Graphics

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000.

Sign up for Dawn Michelle’s newsletter

Find Dawn Michelle on Facebook

Look for these other parts of the Tooth and Nayelle serial:

Tooth and Nayelle - Part One

Tooth and Nayelle - Part Two

Tooth and Nayelle - Part Three

Tooth and Nayelle - Part Four

Tooth and Nayelle - Part Five

Part Two

The wood creaked in the floor above her in a symphony of death. She had no idea how many of them there were, but they were everywhere. And they knew she was there. One had even peed through the tiny knot hole in the floor on her!

Growls followed, making the hair stand on her arms and forcing a whimper out of her throat. She bit her lip, drawing blood and reminding herself to be quiet. Even if it was too late.

A louder and much nastier growl sounded above her. She slid across the ground, moving in the tiny crawlspace to try and escape before they ripped up the floor and came after her. She watched, staring into the gloomy dark and expecting snapping teeth and curved claws to come for her any second.

The sounds of claws scraping against wood and wolves sniffing and growling stopped. Nayelle held her breath. What happened? Had they left? Did she dare to hope? To pray? She sucked on the wound in her lip and felt tears running down her cheeks. It was so dark she didn't know and even if it had been bright enough, she couldn't see through the tears in her eyes.

A growl turned into a groan. She heard the tortured creaking of leather stretching. Muffled pops, like fingers cracking, were followed by a grunt and a heavy sigh. A body hit the wooden planks with a thud, making her whimper again. Nayelle's hand clapped over her mouth, trying to help her stay silent.

The body picked itself up, making the planks shift and groan. Whoever it was moved towards the trapdoor she'd been shoved in by her dad. The rug, a giant bearskin that her daddy had gotten hunting a few years ago, was pulled across the floor. Nayelle's breath whistled between her lips. 

The trap door flung up, pouring light into the tunnel. The light was blocked just as quick. A man, not a wolf, thrust his head into the opening and looked straight at her. His eyes glittered with a red and orange light.

He reached for her. "Come, little girl, it's safe," he said in a voice that had been raked through gravel. "I chased them away."

The steady drip of urine a few feet away told her he was lying. "Wh— where's your shirt?"

He hesitated. "Torn off fighting the wolves away."

"My parents. Are they up there? Are they okay?"

He nodded. "They sent me to get you. They weren't strong enough."

Nayelle shook her head. He was lying. She'd seen the blood. She'd heard the wolves tearing flesh and devouring it. "Stay away," she sobbed.

He snarled and slammed his hand into the floor beside his head. "Come to me, you little bitch, or I won't make this quick!"

She trembled and looked around. She could get away, the tunnel under the floor would take her to the edge of the house, but once she was there she wouldn't have anywhere to hide. Her dad's truck, maybe, but she didn't know how to drive and didn't have the keys. But if she waited here...

"Now!" He barked.

She stared at him and realized why he was yelling at her. There wasn't enough room! He couldn't come after her, he was too big! Her dad had made the tunnel small on purpose. So small that only she could make it through. Even her mom couldn't fit.

"Screw you!" Nayelle shouted at him. "Go away."

He snarled and slammed the floor with his palm again. "Stay there, brat. You'll die all the same."

Nayelle gasped as he jerked his head out and disappeared. The fireplace's flickering light danced and twisted while the man groaned and popped again. His groans were replaced by a growl. Whoever— whatever— he was blocked the light again. Another stream of urine splashed into the opening and formed a puddle under the open trap door.

Nayelle jerked as a wolf howled above her. Another joined in and soon she had to cover her ears with her hands to try and block out the horrible sound. It tore through the fleshy earmuffs and set a chill in her bones. Nayelle screamed and cried, trying to block it out.

* * * *

"Nay!"

I jerked and gasped for fresh air. I'd been holding my breath too long while I slipped into my memories. I tried but couldn't escape whoever was holding me. It was dark and he was warm and strong and big. But he was holding me. Not hurting, holding.

"Shh, it's okay, I've got you," he murmured. "It's okay."

I shook my head and blinked back tears. If only the power wasn't out in the house I would have been fine. Okay, maybe not fine, but not ready to piss myself. "No, no it's not."

"How could wolves burn your house down?"

He didn't believe me. He thought I was crazy too. I shouldn't have told him. Stupid, stupid Nayelle. Eight years of lessons out the window as soon as I let myself get caught up in the new kid at school "Forget it," I muttered. "I'm not crazy."

"I never said you were," he tried, and failed, to reassure me. "I just don't understand. Tell me more?"

Another wolf howled outside. Closer? Farther? I wasn't sure, but it made me tremble. I shook my head and bit my lip, tugging on my lip ring with my teeth. "My shirt. Where's my shirt?"

Brenden sighed and turned away from me in the office. He took a step and earned a whimper from me. Damn it, I wasn't a pussy, but I sure was acting like one. Okay, there were wolves outside and we had no power, but that still wasn't a good enough reason. I'd spent almost half my life teaching myself to be the toughest bitch around. My friends didn't know what I could do, they just knew I was a pain in the ass.

To be fair, I wasn't sure what I could do either. So far it looked like curling up in a ball in a corner was about it.

He turned and reached out, brushing his hand across my side and arm. He found my left hand the same time my right hand landed on his arm and clung to him. "Don't leave me," I begged.

"I'm not leaving, I'm right here," he said. "Your shirt's by the desk I think."

The couple of shots I'd done earlier had burned out of me. The fooling around and incredible orgasms he'd given me were just as forgotten. Now I wanted to get dressed and get the power back on. Even better would be getting back to town. What the hell was I thinking, walking three miles into the shitty North Dakota winter to go to a party? Nobody wanted me here, not even me. Nobody liked me. I had two friends and I treated them like shit. I knew it and they knew it, but they kept coming back for more.

"Walk with me," Brenden said, pulling me out of my thoughts. I stumbled after him, clinging to his arm, and ran into him when he stopped and bent over. He grunted as I pushed him into the desk and then stood up.

"Sorry," I whispered.

I could barely make out his teeth grinning in the darkness. "It's cool. Next time though, I'd rather bend you over the desk."

I shook my head. "Not now, okay? If you really like me, if you meant any of that shit you said, then play it cool now, okay?"

"I—" Brendan stopped and pressed my shirt against my belly. "Sorry. I do like you, Nayelle. I was trying to make a joke, that's all."

"I know," I said as I took the shirt and fumbled with it to find the opening. Black shirt in the dark, not a good plan. Maybe jumping into a goth lifestyle to scare people away wasn't as good an idea as I thought. "I'm just a little freaked out, that's all."

"I noticed," he said and took the shirt from me. I gasped, more stunned than scared, and was about to ask him what he was doing when he held it up in front of me. "Arms."

I was glad it was too dark for him to see how red my cheeks felt like they were. I shoved my arms through and let him pull it down. One of his hands brushed my boob and I heard his breath hiss between his teeth.

"Sorry."

"It's okay," I reassured him. "You were about five minutes away from doing a lot more than that to them."

"No bra?"

"No tits," I countered.

He chuckled. "The hell you say! I'm no expert, but your boobs look great to me. Average, at least."

"Only average?" I pouted, slipping into the conversation to help me ignore the panic tickling the back of my neck.

"Average sized!" he fumbled. "Better than average looking. A lot better."

"Gee, thanks."

He found my hand in the darkness and squeezed it. "Were you serious about getting them pierced?"

"What? Oh, yeah," I shrugged. I already had my nose, lip, eyebrow, and belly button pierced. Nipples seemed like an obvious next one. "Why?"

"I'd like to go with you when you do it," he said.

"You like that?"

"On you?" he hesitated and then admitted, "I think you'd be even hotter."

I found the back of his neck with my hand and pulled him in for a kiss. He was making me act crazy. Goofy. Like a stupid high school girl in love. I wasn't in love. Lust, maybe. Like, definitely. I backed away from him and said, "You tell anybody I acted like this and you'll never hear from me again. I'll let everybody know you have a tiny dick and that you couldn't get it out of your pants before you creamed them."

"You already threatened me with that," he reminded me.

I smiled. "Not a threat, cowboy, it's a promise."

"Yes, ma'am," he said. The Texan drawl helped me believe he meant it.

"My coat?" I asked.

"By the door, I think."

I turned and walked with him to where my jacket was lying in a crumpled pile on the ground. Brenden picked it up and grunted as the chains dangling from it rattled.

"Jesus, Nay, this is heavy! You wear this?"

I chuckled and slid one arm into it while he held it up for me. I finished letting him help me put it on and adjusted it, shaking the chains a few times to find the most comfortable fit. "I thought you were the school's star hockey player?"

He snorted. "Goalie pads are plenty heavy. You're just so skinny, I'm surprised."

"If we get out of here I'll wrestle you some time," I offered. "Winner gets to make the other one their sex-slave."

"Christ all mighty!" Brenden sputtered. I saw him shake his head in the dark. "Don't worry, we'll get out of here."

My smile slipped as he reminded me of what was going on around us. I found my pocket and dug my phone out. Light flooded into the office as I unlocked it and found the flashlight app. "Damn, battery is half dead," I mumbled.

"I never even thought of that," he groaned. Brenden fumbled around and then another LED light stabbed into the darkness from his phone.

I looked at him and smirked. "Fix your belt."

He glanced down and gasped. He'd buttoned his pants back up in the dark but his belt was still undone. I didn't have time before the lights went off to get what I was really after. Even the lights weren't the real showstopper, it was the wolves.

And that thought meant it was the perfect time for one to howl outside.

"God damn it!" I hissed.

"Are you going to tell me what the deal is? I mean, you told me, but
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