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Part Six

"My arms are not hairy!"

Evan jerked in his chair and turned to make sure no one was paying any attention to CJ's outburst. There were only a few other people in the school library that early and only one of them, a freshman girl, even spared them a glance.

"No, they're not," he agreed. He grinned and added, "Not right now."

"What's that supposed to mean?" CJ demanded.

"Look, in the woods last weekend you felt different. Only for a few minutes, but you  looked different too. It's crazy and I've been telling myself I was just seeing things in the dark, but after what I've been reading up on this week..."

CJ crossed her arms and slumped back in her wooden chair beside him. "Great, now I have to go home and shave from head to toe before you come over."

Evan raised an eyebrow. "Head to toe? Even..." his eyes darted to her denim shorts long enough to finish his sentence.

"Everything!" she snapped. "If a little hair bugs you that much..."

Evan wiped the grin off his face and shook his head. "That's not it. I mean, that'd be cool, but that's not the point."

"I kind of thought that was the point of doing it?"

"Well yeah, but— hang on, you're getting this all wrong. Look," he said and turned back to the message board he was showing her. "It took me a couple of days to even find this board. There's a lot of them out there and most full of creepy or crazy people. Come to think of it, a lot of the people on this board might be too, but some tried to help."

"And you told them that when you and I make love I get hairy?"

"That was one time," he hissed and glanced around again. "I didn't say it like that either, just that we were outside at night and during a time of a lot of activity your arms looked different, almost hairy."

CJ looked down at her crossed arms and then held them out and twisted them. "No hair. Peach fuzz, sure, but everyone has that."

"This wasn't that," Evan said.

She snorted. "I think you're wasting your time."

"You said you were scared. We have to ask questions if we're going to get answers."

"I'm scared about whatever psycho followed us home and left my clothes folded on your doorstep!"

"I kept looking behind us on our way back, nobody was following us," Evan said. "No way a person could have done that."

"So who, the wolves in the woods? Wolves can't fold clothes!" she snapped.

Evan hesitated before sighing. "No, wolves can't. You need opposable thumbs for that."

"What, so there's monkeys running around in Southern Illinois now? Monkey's that can do laundry?"

"This doesn't make sense to me either," Evan argued. "We're living through it though. You've seen what I've seen."

"I didn't see my arms get hairy," she muttered.

Evan sighed. He turned back to the message board. "Okay, fine. Can we go back to this now?"

"What, where some crazy bitch wants to meet you? I don't think so. No way you're going god-knows-where to meet some strange woman."

"Not me, us. I need you to come too. The wolves are one thing, but Ceej, admit it, you've been different."

"I told you, I woke up after that wolf bit me. I'm not taking things for granted anymore. Not my parents and not you."

"That's one thing, but what about the other stuff?"

"What other stuff?" she asked. "Hairy arms?"

He winced. "You hated gym class. You hated running and just about any sports, but now you leave me in the dust. I can't keep up. You're faster, stronger, and keep going longer than anybody I've ever seen. You got bit and the bit marks were gone two days later. That's not normal!"

CJ crossed her arms again and glanced away from him. He watched her blink away tears and had to force himself to swallow to keep his throat from locking up. Without thinking about it, he reached out and placed his hand on her thigh.

"Ceej, I love you. I'm freaked out about what's going on, but I'm here for you. I'm here with you. We'll get through it, whatever it is."

She turned back and looked at him. Her lips parted and her eyes darted around as she tried to find a way to say something. Evan watched her struggle and squeezed her leg just above her knee again.

"She sent me a private message on here, she's in Arkansas, about three hundred miles southwest of here. She wants us to come down there. Both of us."

CJ licked her lips. "Three hundred miles is a long ways."

"Five hours, give or take. My dad told me I could borrow his truck, he's not working this weekend."

She glared at him. "You told your dad?"

"No details, just that you and I were thinking about getting out of town for the weekend."

CJ frowned and then slumped back in her chair. "Who is she?"

He grinned. "Stephanie. Her name is Stephanie Edgerton. She graduated a couple of years ago."

"Great," CJ mumbled. "Can't wait to meet her."

Evan clicked the mouse and brought up another window for her. "This is her senior picture."

CJ sat forward in her chair and stared at the beautiful blond in an expensive dress and a tiara. "She's pretty."

Evan kept his eyes on CJ. "You're prettier."

She snorted. "What's a prom queen that looks like that going to help us with? Hasn't she moved on from cheerleading to being some rich guys mistress?"

"Wow," Evan said. "You haven't even met her and you don't like her."

She sneered at the picture. "I'm better than she is."

Evan nodded. "I agree. You are. But we need help and she says she can help us."

"What's she want?"

"Huh?"

"She can help, you think? A girl that looks like that doesn't just help without getting something in return."

"Damn," Evan muttered. "You don't even know her. She's been nice in our messages."

"I'm a girl, I know."

Evan sighed and decided to give it up. "Okay. Today's Friday, we'll leave first thing tomorrow. You staying at my place tonight?"

"If we're going to see her tomorrow you bet your ass I am!"

"What if we weren't?"

She softened a little and narrowed her eyes. "I see what you're up to. Yes, I'd be there anyhow."

"What about Laura and Trista? You haven't spent time with them in a while, other than when they meet us at lunch. I hardly hear you even talk about them anymore."

She shrugged. "I'd rather spend time with you. Is that bad?"

Evan chuckled. "Bad? Hardly! I'd rather be with you too, it just seems funny, that's all."

CJ sniffed and nodded. "Maybe a little. I've always wanted us to be together. Finally seems like we're really doing it is all. I blame myself."

He laughed. "So, it's your fault now?"

"Totally," she agreed with a grin. "I'm the one that stopped screwing around and trying to make sure everything was perfect. I decided we needed to just go for it, otherwise we'd never know. And you know what? Everything ended up being perfect without even trying."

Evan grinned. "It did," he agreed.

CJ nodded to the computer. "Shut that off," she said. "We've got some time before first hour starts."

"Yeah, so what do you want to do?"

She leaned close to him and made sure her warm breath brushed his ear as she whispered. "I want to find somewhere where I can give you a nice sloppy blow job."

Evan's breath caught in his throat and his body stiffened in the chair. His entire body, not just his most interested part. "Ceej—"

She nuzzled the side of his face and slid her tongue over the contours of his ear. "I'm going to make sure you don't even look at that prom queen slut."

Evan shuddered and melted into the chair he was sitting in.

"Come on," CJ insisted and leaned back to gather her bag. "Or should I just say come?"

Temporarily freed of distraction, Evan corralled his thoughts. "I don't think I can stand up."

CJ grinned. "Sure you can. Adjust him and walk right behind me. I want to be able to slow down and feel him against me."

"Him?"

Her eyes dropped to the bulge in his pants. "He seems to have a mind of his own, don't you think?"

Evan grinned. "It's been all week since I've seen you. He's missed you."

"Make sure he doesn't miss this time then," she teased.

Evan chuckled. "I bump into you in the hall and it might be too late."

She bit her lips and then licked them. "That would be pretty hot."

"Hot? Try embarrassing!"

"No," she corrected him. "I mean if I got some on me and I wore it without noticing it."

Evan's face heated up at her obscene suggestion. He had to shift in his seat to accommodate the growing hardness in his pants. "Uh, this is crazy and probably stupid, but let's hurry up."

She giggled. "I talked you into it?"

"Oh yeah!" he nodded and erased the browsing history before closing the computer down. "Let's go!"

"Come," she corrected.

He chuckled. "Okay, sure. Anywhere you want."

"Uh uh. Everywhere I want," she said before standing and taking his hand in hers so she could pull him out of his chair. She moved in front of him and looked back over her shoulder and winked.

Evan grinned back and followed as close behind her as he dared. The weekend was off to a hell of a start and it hadn't even started yet!

* * * *

CJ stretched in her seat, arching her back and lifting her already short tank top up so that it almost showed the bottom of her breasts. Evan glanced over and then looked again, unable to turn away. She caught him looking and smiled before sliding her hands up and tugging the bottom of her shirt up until she exposed the bottom of her boobs. "How about a little underboob?"

"Yes, please!"

She laughed and dropped her shirt. "Eyes on the road. We're almost there. Hate to waste over four hours on the road for nothing."

Evan was about to protest when she curled her body up in the passenger seat and leaned onto the console. Her long legs curled up under her in the seat while her head rested on her arm on the console between them. She stretched her other arm out and traced lazy patterns on his thigh with her fingernails.

"You don't want me distracted looking at you so instead you're doing that?"

She smiled. "I'm not going to touch him, I just like touching you."

He watched her baby blue painted fingernails slide through his leg hair below the bottom of his shorts and shook his head. It wasn't her fault, she could distract him in a snowmobile suit! Her fingernails felt nice as they scratched along his skin.

"Hey," he jerked his eyes back down and then over to CJ. "Are you growing your nails out? I don't remember them being that long."

She picked her hand up and stared at it. She frowned. "That's weird."

"What?"

She shifted so she could hold her hand up between them. "I painted them this morning."

Evan looked at her fingers, trying to understand the problem. It only took him a few seconds to overcome his gender-induced blindness. "Wait— your nails have grown that much since this morning?"

She stared at the almost quarter inch of new growth near her cuticle and then looked up at Evan. "That's never happened before."

He shook his head. "No, I don't imagine it has."

She curled her fingers into her palms and clutched her hands to her chest. "What's happening
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