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Part Five

I stumbled through the crunchy snow to where Dana was bent over Drew. There was already so much blood on him and on the snow. I started to reach down when I realized I was about to stab him. I hesitated and glanced around, searching for threats. There weren't any...yet. I snapped the blade closed but didn't slide it off my fingers. I did my best to grab him and help him up. Between the two of us we got our shoulders under him and staggered through the cars to the yellow Corvette. 

"He's hurt bad," I said when we reached the sports car. I wanted to get him in the front and get the heater blasting on him. Howls from the hills changed my mind. The trunk was open, although it looked like hatchback to me.

"Get him in the back," Josh snapped. 

"I'll help," Brenden said while opening the door.

I kicked the door shut and pushed Drew and Dana around the back of the car. "Get in," I snapped at her. Once she climbed in she grabbed him under the shoulders and pulled. I squatted down and picked up his hips, shoving him up and in.

"Watch out!" Mallory screamed.

I turned to see a wolf leaping from hood to hood as he crossed the parked cars. I snapped my blade open and turned to face him.

"Nay, here!" Brenden shouted.

I snatched the tossed stake out of midair and spun out of the path of the leaping wolf. I lashed out, clipping some hair off his tail with my knife. He landed and scrambled to sink his claws into the snow and spin around. When he did I was ready and waiting.

He cane at me again but without a running start he had to rise up to claw at me with his front paws and snap his vicious teeth inches from my nose. I knocked one paw aside and spun around the other, dancing beside him and using my hip to knock the wolf into the Corvette's bumper.

He snapped at me again, his teeth crashing on empty air an inch from my left hand. I cut him across the snout and jerked my stick hand back. The wolf snarled and went berserk, trying to do anything to bite at anything he could reach. He extended his mouth towards my knife hand, trying to reach it, and left his throat unprotected.

I left my stick buried in the hollow of his throat and threw myself into the back of car. "Go!"

All of us cried out as the throaty engine opened up and the car climbed over the speed bump that was the shifting body of the wolf that I'd killed.

Brenden spun the car around in the yard, throwing frozen chunks of dirt and grass up with the snow as the tires spun. He straightened it out and tore through the yard, scraping the bottom as he went over a ridge near the end of the driveway. We slammed into the side of a parked car and skidded back the other way on the snowy road. Brenden got it under control but I started worrying that the ride was more likely to kill me than the wolves were.

Wind tore at my eyes and forced me to squint. I saw more wolves run out into the yard and give chase, but Brenden kept the car going fast enough to leave them behind. He had to slow to manage the curves, the Corvette was heavy with all of us in it, but the rear tires kept breaking free every time he stepped on the gas. It was too powerful.

"We're going to freeze to death by the time we get there," Dana stammered on the other side of the trunk.

Rather than smack her for bitching when she had a lot more clothes on than I did I said, "Keep him warm."

By the time we'd driven the three miles back into South Hills I was a Nayelle-sickle. I couldn't feel anything. My face was even worse, it was numb to the point I wasn't sure I could move it. Brenden had to slow in the residential sections of town, giving me a chance to break open the frozen tears that had glued my eyes shut.

I heard Mallory giving him directions to the hospital and let myself relax. I was so cold I was starting to feel warm. I knew that was a bad thing, but it was getting harder and harder to be worried.

The car stopped and shifted under me. I jerked out of my stupor and looked around. The hospital's emergency room was right there. We'd made it. I smiled and started to slip back into the warmth I'd found fantasizing about a cozy fireplace surrounded by my parents.

A car door slammed and somebody shouted my name. I jerked up and blinked. Brenden was standing there and so was Mallory. Dana was crawling out and trying to move Drew. I grunted and let them help me out, only to sag against Brenden and nearly take us both down. Josh was inside talking to the clerk at the admitting desk.

"Jesus Nay, you're cold!"

I nodded and together we limped away from the car to the sidewalk. "Warm me up."

"Let's get you inside. They can—"

I pulled him to me and kissed him. It seemed like a good way to shut him up. He held me tight and kissed me back, his lips slowly warming mine. His tongue responded to mine when I thrust it into his mouth.

I broke the kiss and asked, "Do you have any money?"

He turned his head to check out the orderlies and nurses that were rushing to the car to help unload people. "For the hospital? Don't worry about that, we'll figure it out," he insisted.

I shook my head. "No, a room."

"A room? You're not making any sense."

"I'm not going in. Not hurt that bad. I'm fine. I want a room at a hotel where I can warm up and screw your brains out."

Brenden stared at me. "You're serious, aren't you?"

I nodded.

"I... This is crazy!"

"Let's go," I said and tried to put my fingers in his. My hand felt funny, making me look down at it. My knife was still trapped with my fingers through the knuckles. At some point I'd folded the blade closed, but I'd never put it back in my pocket. Oh yeah, I didn't have any pockets.

"You guys need to get in here," one of the orderlies said.

Brenden looked at me and then turned to the man, "We'll be right there, just have to park the car."

The man in scrubs nodded and headed back in through the automatic doors.

"I'm not going," I said.

"Nay, I just met you," he said. "After what we just went through... I don't want to lose you. You're too special to just walk out of my life."

"I'm not going anywhere."

"What if you're hurt worse than you think? Bleeding inside or something? I've seen it from a bad hit on the hockey rink, especially guys that get hit in the head. It can mess them up."

I rolled my eyes. "I'm okay. Cold, but you're supposed to help me with that."

He smiled and shook his head. "How can you think of sex right now?"

"How can I not?" I wondered. "I mean, come on, we just experienced the fight of our life and lost a lot of people. A lot. If that doesn't touch you and make you want to feel alive, I don't know what will."

He tilted his head and chuckled.

"Besides, you're an eighteen year old boy, isn't your mission in life to get your dick wet every chance you get?"

"Holy shit," he muttered. "You're too much!"

"I know. Let's go," I grabbed his hand in my left hand and tugged on him. He moved this time. A few steps later and we were headed down the sidewalk towards the street.

"What about the car?" he asked.

"It's not your car," I pointed out.

He shook his head and laughed. "You're a bad influence, but I'm liking it."

I leaned against him and got his arm around my shoulder. It felt good. Good enough that I snuggled into him. We kept walking until we found an twenty four hour convenience store. I stopped and pointed. "Lose the rag on your ankle and go get some supplies."

"What supplies?" he asked.

"More alcohol and some antibiotic ointment. Bandages and tape." I said. "I'd kill for a cigarette and a Coke too."

"But you won't go to the hospital," he scoffed.

"If I get an infection I'll go," I said.

He sighed and leaned over to kiss me. "You'll be here when I get out?"

I nodded. "I promise."

He stared at me for a moment and then turned to head into the store. I watched him go and then turned to stare out into the parking lot. The snow was almost stopped, only a few small flurries still fell. It was cold though. Maybe not cattle dropping over cold, but cold enough that I was beginning to worry that he might be right. I'd almost fallen asleep in the open trunk of the car and never woken up.

A quad cab Silverado pickup truck pulled into the parking lot, surprising me. I had no idea what time it was either, my phone was in my coat. It was late enough it was early again. The sun wasn't up, but I figured it was five o clock in the morning, maybe later. This was not my idea of a good way to spend an all-nighter.

An older man climbed out of the truck and flicked his cigarette onto the ground. He stepped on the cherry and turned to face me. He had a worn leather jacket, a cowboy hat, and a scar running across his left cheek at an angle from his nose to his throat. It was an old scar, but it stood out. An empty holster rested on his hip.

He stopped before going into the store and looked at me. "You look like hell, kid," he offered.

I tried not to scowl when he called me a kid. I think I'd been through enough to be considered an adult. Hell, I was a veteran after tonight. I kept my knife tucked under my arm and out of sight. "You should see the other guy."

He chuckled. "Tough, I like it. You okay?"

"Looks worse than it feels," I said. I don't know if it was a lie or not, I felt like I'd been dragged behind the car for the last three miles instead of riding in it.

He nodded. "Remind me not to piss you off."

I studied him as he turned and walked into the store. He was big. Not fat big, but broad shouldered and no nonsense. I imagine my dad would have been built like he was if he'd lived into his fifties. No recent injuries and no excessive hair growth. He had all his clothes on, which was more than I could say about myself. I sighed and let out the tension building in my shoulders. He didn't strike me as a werewolf.

Brenden walked out a few minutes later and hurried over to me. He had a plastic bag in his hand. "I got all the stuff."

"Good, let's go."

"You look cold," he said. He started to pull his arm out of his coat and said, "Take my coat."

I shook my head. "No, just hold me."

"You sure?"

"I can't get much colder. No sense in both of us freezing. Besides, there's a motel up the road a block or so. Don't think they rent rooms by the hour anymore."

"I'm not going to ask how you
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