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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.
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