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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."
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