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Chapter 1

 



Evangeline




You shouldn’t play with food. It is rude, and barbaric, and
there is nothing to be had but carnal gratification for the
feral.

Lazily dragging a fingernail down the young woman’s back, I
grimaced at the delight the simple movement evoked. The faint pop
as her skin split and the gush of blood that welled to trickle down
her peachy skin in thick rivulets was … positively decadent. I
could be creative when I wanted to be.

Blonde head thrashing, arms and legs jerking, she
screamed.  The sound was feeble and desperate. My heart leaped
and pounded hard, making the urge to fool around with her harder to
control.

You shouldn’t play with food, but that didn’t mean you
couldn’t.

My conscience got the better of me, and placing my hand to the
nape of her neck I pushed down, crushing her larynx, savoring each
snap and crack as her bones shattered. Her jerking stopped.

Dead food was boring food, but it was a balm to my ragged
morality. Using my other hand to rip apart her thermal clothing, I
clamped my mouth down on her side. My incisors cut through the
flesh and ligaments with the ease of long practice. Even now my
stomach squeezed. The contraction so blunt and raw my leg muscles
quivered. Hunger. Always am I hungry. The frenzy of my bites slowed
and I appreciated the warm flesh, saturated with adrenaline,
sliding down my throat. With each swallow came relief and disgrace.
At least she was no longer in pain.

I paused. Manic cries were brought to me over the gathering
storm. Her companion called to her from down below, from the
easterly woods where most backpackers knuckled down to spend
squally nights when camping. He sounded worried.

Shame and a self-loathing so powerful it felt hot rolled over
me. I shuddered, easing away from the body, and became nauseated
not by the food but by not eating it. It was a waste. The emerging
beast smiled, making me lean forward to bury my head deeper into
the steaming remains sprawled and broken in the snow.

Lightning splintered the heavens, starkly outlining jagged
mountain peaks against a sinister and infinite sky. A rumble of
thunder followed close behind – so deep it shook the ground. The
wind howled, showering the rocky mountainside with hailstones the
size of bush berries.

My cold, soaked skin grew colder, the silver-grey pallor
darkening to chilly blue – the first sign of a full shift – and I
sighed in appreciation. I cherished the cold. I lived in it and
created it. The storms had always heeded my call and grown more
violent in tandem with my savage moods. As did the wolves I ran
with: cunning and fierce predators that could make the ferocity of
my hunts seem bland. When a wolf pack hunted it was a sight to
behold, nothing close to a Wendigo, but impressive nonetheless.

The Wendiga that took me over when the moon was full was a
curse. I was a monster in its purest denotation. I was vicious and
bound to darkness. The hunger for human flesh consumed me. It
wouldn’t be so bad if I was in beast form the entire time. What
made me so disgusting, such a grotesque creature to behold, was
that a full shift into Wendiga form was only triggered once I had
succumbed to the urges that plagued my mind from moon rise to moon
fall. When I shifted, my outer shell matched the twisted hunger
that had held people like me captive for generations. It was ugly
and gruesome. No matter how hard I tried nor how many chains or
locks my Da used, I got out and found my pound of flesh. I was a
cannibal. I ate people. And each time I did, I liked it …
more.

No animal could slake my hunger; only human tissue plugged the
hole. I couldn’t help it. Like I said; I am a monster.

My spine rippled beneath my skin. Grunting, I stumbled away from
the freezing corpse and fell to my knees on the riverbank. The
first shift of the cycle was trigged by the first feeding and was
excruciating. I leaned over until I could see my reflection in the
still water.

Great chunks of flat ice still bobbed along its glassy surface
even this late in spring. It stretched before me in a majestic
glory too far for me to leap over. It was at least eighty feet
wide, and started at the base of the mountain range, winding its
way up from the lowlands until it disappeared into the apex of the
rocky hills. They bottled the mineral water that trickled out the
other side.

The Land of the Gaels was treacherous and dramatic. Sparsely
populated, Baltic, and forlorn, it was the perfect hiding
place.

I forced myself to watch every time the Wendiga broke free and
took control: always in the vain hope one day I might be able to
command her. It was a simple, but outrageous hope that one day my
human side would stay present enough so that I could stop before I
tore apart random strangers in the wrong place at the wrong time.
At the very least I could start to spare the good and eat the
bad.

Like razors, the individual vertebrae of my spine jutted forth
and sliced through my skin, which instantly healed over to leave
the sharp bone tips exposed. I cried out, my head snapping back and
my body convulsing. My torso lengthened, the ribs popping out as my
waist collapsed, sinking into unnaturally slender curves. I hunched
forward, gripping the icy ledge that unexpectedly gave way to the
frigid water. Arms long and sinewy, I trembled as my mass
stretched, legs becoming endless and pushing my height to measure
over seven foot. I was well built as a human but now my muscles
reformed, becoming as hard and light as carbon fiber, gifting me
flexibility unlike any other backboned creature. My jaw opened wide
and my lips plumped as they peeled back at the sides. Opening my
mouth to scream, every tooth shot down in sparks of pain,
lengthening into fangs, and a hidden row of teeth protruded out of
my gums behind the first. My pearly canines would remain exposed,
even when my mouth was closed, reminiscent of the saber-toothed
tiger. Sensation after sensation bombarded my senses – tearing them
apart only to revert and crush them together with breathtaking
clarity. I keened shrilly as my nails lengthened and curled under
into claws, gouging the snow so deeply I felt the frozen mud
beneath the surface. I scrunched my toes up, but it did not lessen
the hurt as my feet exploded into paws. My heels burned as wicked
sharp talons sprung out, lifted high off the floor until only the
fleshy pads of my toes touched the ground. I knew my skin was no
longer tinged with varying shades of blue, but a deep azure:
barring my collarbones, feet soles, navel, nipples, and palms –
which looked like the membrane had been scrubbed too many times and
faded. My skin did not have pores like a human’s so it was slick,
slightly translucent, and showed exposed navy veins running across
my wrists, neck, and the inner creases of my elbows. I worked my
jaw, running my long tongue over two sets of teeth. My face was a
thing of nightmares: haunting, evil, and elfin in its beauty. I’d
screamed when my mother had shown it to me for the first time when
I was a girl. A mesmerising sight, my hair had always been long:
cascading to my waist in a blanket of white silk. It remained the
same colour even when I returned to human, but was thicker and
wilder when I shifted.

Even my Da liked my hair, it reminded him of my mother’s. He had
seen the beast in me when I was a child. Once, as I stood on the
cliffs trying to understand the power I held, trying to comprehend
why I would ever want to send my voice a thousand miles away on the
wind, he’d told me that I looked like an angel blessed by the
Almighty. But I’d seen the fear and revulsion in his eyes as he’d
told the lie; trying his best to avoid adding to the guilt my
mother punished herself with for spawning me. He’d never beheld the
dreadful splendour of my fully-grown Wendiga form, nor did he want
to. I couldn’t blame him. It was not something you could look upon
with love.

I rolled over onto my back: my dagger-like spines pressing into
the ground. Agony took hold of me as my internal organs realigned.
Panting, my chest jerked as I worked myself into a panic in fear of
the pain to come. The shift was almost complete, but the part I
hated the most always came last; the part where the beast took
over, and I, Evangeline, disappeared. Each time was like watching a
horror movie being filmed; except the limbs I tore from screaming
people were not simulated. The hot blood that splashed against my
body was not a cheap imitation. But I couldn’t stop it. Even as I
stared up into the night sky the low clouds rolled back to flaunt
the fat and bright moon.

Lunar light drifted down to bathe my writhing form and breathe
its curse upon me anew.

There was a grunt and a soft thump beyond the tree line as if
someone – a big and heavy someone by the depth of the sound – had
stubbed their toe on a rock or bashed their shoulder into a tree by
accident.

My mind was becoming fogged, confused, but this strange thing
had me clasping onto my human wits. I’d held out on the Wendiga an
entire hour before. It had been a dire situation and I’d nearly
driven myself mad, but I’d done it. I knew I could hold on a few
minutes to discover what foolish thing dared disturb me.

I rose slowly, not bothered, but curious. Nothing stalked me,
you see, and no animal would cross my path unless the alternative
was death.

My adjustment to the vibrantly coloured world was effortless. I
was attuned to the environment as if I’d been crafted from the
slate rock of the mountains themselves. Everything had a muted glow
and grey tinge. I lost the warmer colours when I shifted; they were
beyond the spectrum of light my eyes could decipher. The breath I
drew into my lungs was exhaled degrees colder than when it rushed
down my throat. Sounds, small and great, were fed to me through
multiple senses allowing me to experience the world in a vast and
new way. I tasted the cold, felt the land sing, and smelled the
reverence as the wildlife acknowledged a superior predator.

In the night, I owned the food chain and the sounds of someone
trying to be quiet so close was a curious thing.

A scrumptious aroma, almost saccharine, curled into my nostrils:
tantalizing me with licks of scent. I cricked my oddly elongated
neck to peer into the murky depths of the evergreen wood. A
startling odour of rotting flesh tainted the bouquet as I inhaled
deeply. My mouth watered even as my eyes narrowed, recognising the
distinctive smell of storms and death that abruptly overwhelmed
everything else.

“No,” I growled, disbelieving.

This was my hunting ground. Whatever this visiting Wendigo
wanted was obviously worth dying for. None crossed my path that I
didn’t kill. It was a necessity to stay safe and remain hidden. Few
travelled far from the Clan homelands, and most who did were exiles
sent away for endangering The People. Most outcasts seemed glad
when I ended their curse, but none had come this way for over a
decade.

The downy hairs that covered my hairline prickled from a
disturbance in the air. My hiss of forewarning reverberated; a
piercing sound that announced my presence and staked my claim on
the Highlands. I knew every beast from the Grampian Mountains to
Loch Long and the Lowland Divide would hear me.

A figure wreathed in darkness burst from the trees, heading
toward me at speed. In a flash I was on all fours, back hooked. I
snarled in warning, spitting malice and venom.

I would not move. This was my territory, my ground. I. Would.
Not. Be. Moved.

The Wendigo kept coming, his long powerful stride increasing
with each bound, hair whipping behind him in a cloud of black ink.
His limbs were cobalt ridges of hard muscle defined by the
moonlight.

His pace was swift; his aim precise.

Ready to bring down his beast with my own, I lifted my chin and
boldly caught his eye. In their bottomless depths blazed fury,
desperation, and astonishment.

My lids slid closed in a blink, stunned, before he slammed into
me and hurled us both off the ledge into the ice-cold river.










Chapter 2

 


Under the water, I screamed. A gurgle of bubbles and muffled
shrieks rushed from my throat and swirled away. I twisted, my body
adjusting to the lack of gravity and the suffocating pressure of
water. Here I was worse off than a human. My body was heavy and
slick. It soaked water up.

The river faded into a black abyss below my feet. Topside was
clearly visible where shafts of moonlight broke the surface. If I
had been on land I would have been lying upside down on a gentle
slope since the light was coming from my left.

Thrashing my arms and legs, I leveled out so my head was
pointing in the direction of up. Then I saw him, body slack,
sinking down into the nothing. He would drown. My first thought was
to let him. He was good as dead anyway and his fate would have been
no different if we had met in a fair fight. Wendigas were stronger
and more powerful than our male counterparts. The Clans were
matriarchal, honouring the females above all others since we were
so rare and mighty.

But then I did something that made no sense, a complete
contradiction to the swirl of thoughts I was working through in my
mind. I swam over to him and hooked my pawed feet into the crooks
of his armpits, intending to take him with me.

The water was disturbed and a pellet shot through the liquid to
slice past my arm. Blood seeped from the wound into the water,
drawing a small school of nibbling fish. Not a pellet, a bullet. I
snarled, my eyes darting across the underside of the lake’s
surface. I could make out shadows: humans with rifles.

Had I been discovered? Were they here to end me? No, they could
never have found me, it must be the invading Wendigo they
hunted.

I paused, using my senses to decide which direction to head. The
water had a strong current as it flowed from one subterranean cave
to another. And it was flowing into me. I lived up river and my
instinct was to head for home. I turned and swam into the current.
My cabin was on a plateau in between the mountains, but whoever was
up there was not welcome. Clearly, they had bad intentions toward
this Wendigo whose heavy ass I dragged through the water.

My progress was slow, and after mere minutes my lungs started to
burn and I fought to keep my mouth closed. I had to breach the
surface and breathe. I had to reach the surface and revive him. My
own air was running low and I knew it would take a decent pummeling
to bring this drowned creature back to life. With no other choice,
I kicked to head up, my body heavy and weak from the lack of
oxygen. I broke the still surface and gasped, knowing my heaving
gulps were too loud and we were too close to where we’d fallen in
to go unnoticed.

“There!” The shout was indeed less than a few moments away had a
Wendigo wanted to run it, but far enough that a human would take a
minute to reach us.

I thrashed my arms until I caught the riverbank and hauled
myself out of the water. I crawled forward, dragging the Wendigo
with me. The second we were on land I lunged up and slammed a fist
down on his still chest. Again and again my heavy fist fell until
he bucked and turned his head, vomiting water and chunks of what my
nose recognised as masticated human flesh.

Bullets peppered the snow around us and two found a mark, the
Wendigo’s thigh. He jerked but was otherwise still.

No more time to lose, I grabbed his torso and slung him across
my shoulders. Christ, he was a load. He was taller than me too, and
his talon tipped feet scraped the ground behind us. It would leave
a trail a blind man could follow. Cursing my bad luck, I knew then
that I could not go home nor could I stay there on the riverbank so
exposed. It would be foolish to abandon the blasted Wendigo to his
fate since humankind were not supposed to know of our existence.
There was one exception to that rule and that was my Da. If the
Clans knew where he was he would be dead. That was the way of
things.

The decision to take him with me and find somewhere dry and safe
flitted through my mind in the blink of an eye. The hunting men had
barely taken five running steps before I had worked out what I was
to do.

Re-orienting myself, I took off across the snow: more bullets
snapping at my heels until I passed the tree line. I did not slow
and I did not stop. I headed up, pounding the earth and muttering
to myself of foolhardy men and stupid beasts. One hand steadied my
burden and the other was kept close to my side, fisted loosely. I
would need a free hand soon. My long stride ate the distance and as
I ran I called the storms to me. I had no time to cover our tracks
and I could not move quickly enough if I was to climb the trees and
jump between the trunks. I needed to confuse the hunters, lose them
in the rainy dark. I wanted enough water to flood the forest floor
and wash away any tracks we left as we passed through.

The air temperature plummeted and I was able to speed up. I
didn’t let the storm break. I held it at bay to let it gather in
potency. They could follow us a way up the mountain but eventually
the conditions would become too dangerous for them to pursue. They
would have to turn back or risk being ensnared in the blizzard.

I was a beast, not a pack mule, and soon found myself tiring, my
feet stumbling. Feeling everything come to a head, I released my
hold on the weather and felt the clouds quiver, rush down, and
release their might in a torrent of wind, rain, and thunder.

Soon, I came to a cluster of interconnected caves buried into
the mountainside. I had prowled these caves from childhood and knew
them well, visited them often. Exhausted, I lurched toward them.
The cave would keep us hidden and safe as we recovered, but as with
all good things you had to earn them. The cave opening was fifty
feet from the ground up a vertical climb. The appeal of bearing
such a hulking weight as I traversed such a steep climb was less
than none.

I jerked my shoulder repeatedly into the Wendigo’s stomach. He
snuffled slightly, but otherwise was sound asleep, face slack. I
jerked again, and his eyelids fluttered, but did not open. Then he
stirred briefly and his head rose a fraction. He inhaled deeply and
snaked his tongue out to flick the tip against my shoulder. His
chest vibrated as he made a rumbling noise of approval, and I felt
something warm and hard poking my opposite shoulder blade. He
licked me again but then he breathed out sharply and went lax.

My eye twitched and I fought the urge to throw him to the ground
and bite him silly.

Taking a series of rapid breaths, I sucked it up and shifted his
weight to ensure he was rested across my shoulders evenly. Then I
clamped one arm up and over his back until I could see my own
pointy elbow in the corner of my eye. I lifted one leg and settled
it high on the rock. The other bounced slightly as I prepared for
what I knew would drain the remainder of my strength.

I needed to be quick and precise.

Glancing up, I reminded myself of the toe and finger hold holds
I’d used countless times before, and adjusted my path to
accommodate for the lack of an arm. I reached up and dug my claws
into the rock, gouging it out until I had a deep groove from which
to start. Bending my knees, I gave a powerful push from both
thighs. I launched myself up and released the rock to catapult ten
feet before I simultaneously dug my heel talons and right hand
claws back into the wall. My body jerked, my joints wrenched and
strained. The weight was almost too much. For a split second a
flaming pain darted down my limbs, and I feared my grip would not
hold. But it did. I didn’t wait for the throbbing to become too
much to handle. I had at best guess five more leaps, and each would
be harder than the last. I nailed it in four. Sheer grit and
determination sent me further with each bound, but as my hand
slapped on the floor of the cave, my right foot slipped, and
without the extra supporting hand my entire body dropped. The
Wendigo rolled off my shoulder. With a yelp of fright bordering on
desperation I managed to snag one of his ankles, screaming as his
weight caused my entire body to jolt.

Lightning had the clouds flashing in a myriad of luminous
colors, but instead of laughing in joy as I usually would, I cursed
it. The flashes were so bright and frequent I could see animals
scurrying away in the understory. If I could see down, then those
who pursued us could see up. I had no doubt my sheet of shimmering
white hair would act as a beacon in the dark.

I had to keep moving. If I stopped, my body would shift back and
then we would be finished.

Screeching, I lifted him until my other arm was level with the
cave floor. With one forearm and one hand I pushed myself up into
the cave. I crawled forward, dragging his dead weight with me until
we lay flat out on the floor. My chest heaved, muscles quivered.
Never had I taxed my strength so fully. Had I not known every
crevice and crack in the rock, I never would’ve made it.

With my last burst of energy I pulled us deeper into the cave,
ignoring the sting as my skin scraped over the rough floor. My hide
was delicate looking but tough.

Thunder rolled and the rains fell harder. The wind stampeded
across the land, buffeting against the rocks. It uprooted small
trees to hurl them out of its path. Furious and ardent it doused
the rolling hills with shards of ice. The tempest that claimed the
Highlands was mine, and it was magnificent.

I lurched up in panic, my spines already vibrating. My mind
began to clear, the inhuman thought process stilling before it had
fully begun, and I realised in horror I was going to shift back to
human with an unknown male Wendigo.

This was not one of my brightest moments.

The intensity of the pain took me by surprise, and I fell to my
knees as my vertebrae snapped back inside my body. My ribs slammed
inward as my waist exploded out. My arms and legs shrank, as did my
talons. My teeth slid back up and my eyes burned. I shivered: skin
goosepimply since I once again had pores. My hair was a veil,
shrouding me from the rest of the world. Stomach gurgling and heart
thumping hard, I focused on the space in front of me as my insides
moved back into their original places.

I was left naked, shaking, and utterly drained.

Hearing a low growl from behind me, I slanted a look over my
human shoulder through my hair.

Coal black eyes gleamed at me from the dark. Gleamed with a
thought I knew well.

Hunger.

“Where?” The Wendigo asked in a rumbling growl.

I arched an eyebrow at his first question to me. I had expected
him to attack. I licked my lips, hesitant, and decided I needed to
somehow retain the upper hand, but not piss him off enough that he
would lunge for me. He clearly knew that I was instrumental in his
survival since he was focusing on speech rather than movement.

It was difficult to speak fluently when in beast form. All the
Wendigo voice box could manage was one, maybe two syllable words.
That was why, when we mimicked a voice to cry for help and lure our
prey into the woods, it usually was just the world ‘help’ we called
out.

I shifted around so I faced him dead on, keeping myself crouched
and making no sudden movements. I held his gaze with my own.
Backing down or looking away would name me submissive and weaker –
of which I was neither.

“In a cave embedded in the mountainside.” I lowered my voice.
“My territory.”

Inky pupils studied me. “You?”

I understood. “Yes. I am Wendiga. I saved you. I brought you
here.”

“Why?”

I stiffened. Why? Who knew such a simple question could
cause such a fluster. I sneered at him and said nothing.

Realising I was not going to answer, he clutched his leg and
groaned. I remembered the bullets.

“You won’t shift back until your body has healed enough to
survive the change. I’m exhausted and need to sleep, but I can’t do
that since you’ll kill me.” He peered at me, wary, but attentive. I
spoke slowly, knowing it can take time for the beast to understand.
“I’m going to take the bullets out so you can heal. It will hurt.
If you kill me whilst I’m doing it you’ll bleed or starve to death
without me.”

I waited until he lay back and placed his claws on the ground
beside him in submission.

Standing, I limped over and flicked my gaze over his leg.

I had forgotten how giant the beast forms were, and I had never
seen a male before. He had to be at least nine feet tall. His limbs
were brawny and thick and looked indestructible. My skin was a
beautiful shade of blue when I fully shifted, but his shading was
incredible, a glistening spectrum of indigo, purple, and the
darkest navy. His general body shape matched my Wendiga form, but
everything was bigger, harder, and deadly looking. I was not
exactly delicate in appearance, so for something to give me pause
was something magnificent indeed. His hair was ebony black and
streaked with flaxen strands of sapphire. It was long enough to
curl around his forehead and the nape of his neck in a shaggy mess.
His fangs rested on his blue lips and gleamed with a pearly
sheen.

If the man matched the beast in stature he would be
glorious.

My eyes drifted over him, surveying his nakedness with a
detached sort of curiosity. I noticed how even though his torso was
long like mine, and his waist narrow, that he was heavily packed
with muscle. My form was much leaner. Cocking my head and running
my hands though my hair in habit, I let my gaze brush over his
abdominals, down his hips until my eyes landed on an area of his
body very different from my own.

I flushed, suddenly feeling small and frail: not a feeling I was
accustomed to. Interesting how I was suddenly seeing him as naked
rather than nude.

He was still and calm, so I bent over and poked a finger into a
bullet hole.

He reared up, claws slashing, but I had expected the reaction so
I was already crouched and his swing went right over my head,
whistling as it passed. I breathed out sharply, knowing if I had
still been standing I would’ve been crushed. Essentially, I was
human now with the same strength and bodily weakness.

That was the point of the Wendigo curse. You remained human and
hungered after the flesh of your own kind even as it revolted
you.

“If you don’t let me do this we will both die,” I said bluntly.
“I know control is hard, but you seem to have some measure of it
since you haven’t lunged for me. You need to handle the Wendigo so
I can get this done.”

After waiting a beat so my words sunk in he fell back again,
chest rising and falling in massive undulations.

I hesitated. I was naked, no, I was nude and … he was a Wendigo
and I needed to drag my mind from the gutter.

I gracefully kicked my leg out and sank down to straddle his
wounded upper thigh with my back to him. His skin was icy, slippery
smooth and I’m ashamed to say I may have shifted one or five too
many times to find a comfortable seat. I said a quick prayer and
used my thumb and forefinger to dig into the first bullet hole. It
was buried deep making me frown. I had to really burrow and tunnel
around. Usually our beast forms would reject any invading objects
and heal. For the bullet to still be lodged so deeply, and the
blood to flow so freely, was odd. My nails scraped the bullet. A
shudder of revulsion started from my fingertips and radiated up my
arm until my entire body hummed. Silver. Sucking in a breath I
clasped the bullet as tightly as I could and yanked it out.

The Wendigo howled, and I ducked just in time to avoid another
swipe of his claws, feeling my hair rippling in the light breeze
his sudden movement caused. As he fell back with a loud thump, I
used the time to sink my fingertips into the other wound and pull
the other bullet out. By the time he was ready to try and swat me
again, I was throwing the silver lumps into the corner of the cave
and rolling out of reach.

I shifted onto my haunches and eyed him warily. This situation
just got worse. I’d dug silver from his body meaning that the
humans who hunted him knew that was what hurt us enough to slow us
down. You could plug two full clips of normal bullets into a
Wendigo and only have a moment to wonder why it wasn’t dead before
it ripped your face off. You could stab us or beat us within an
inch of our lives and we would always bounce back. Fire and silver
– that was what killed us. So for me to be pulling silver bullets
out of a male Wendigo’s leg – a Wendigo that was thousands of miles
away from any Clan and somehow in my territory – was bad. But not
as bad as the fact his leg was closing up and he was crawling
toward me, his fangs bared with a very deliberate and recognisable
expression on his face.

I held my ground, clenching my jaw. Breathing in deeply I
decided it was all or nothing.

I crawled forward, arms and legs moving in synchronisation. I
may not have the power and strength of my Wendiga form, but I was
still essentially a predator and this beast’s superior.

I was a female of his kind and he would have been raised to
worship me.

Pausing a mere breath away from his face, I kept my gaze locked
with his. I let my anger spark and catch into blue flames that
blazed in my eyes, warning him.

His narrowed in suspicion and he sniffed. I snorted. That would
do him no good. I was human, and as a human I smelled no different
from the rest – was no different from the rest – apart from the
fact I was a cannibal that could shift shapes when the moon was
full.

He growled at my derision but seemed satisfied at my position of
authority. He lowered his head and his body melted into the floor.
His body shook violently and his spine snapped back from view.

Tired, I fell back onto my ass then my back. Maybe when he woke
up we could shelve the animal behavior and relate to each other as
adults. He would tell me what I wanted to know and then I would
make him … disappear.

My eyelids slid closed, no longer able to hold their own weight,
and I slept.










Chapter 3

 


There was a cool, heavy arm slung across my waist. A firm
muscular thigh covered mine. My head was pillowed on a broad and
smooth chest, and when I looked down I saw a hand was cupping my
breast a moment before I felt it. A thumb lazily flicked my
hardening nipple. Stifling a gasp as my libido spiked, I reached
out and wrapped my fingers around the epic hard-on pressed into my
hip, and squeezed it much harder than I should.

The lazy thumb stopped mid stroke, as did the inhalation of the
man whose body was both a blanket and bed to my own.

“Get off me,” I said, showing just how serious I was by pressing
my fingernails into his solid length.

He hissed. In a flash both my hands were pinned above my head as
the dark haired stranger straddled me. He leaned over and rubbed
his nose against mine. The sugary scent from before curled into my
nose, less intense, and heavily masked by the spicy smell of male
arousal. I jerked when his tongue licked at my earlobe and I tried
to bite him, but then stopped myself knowing if I broke the skin I
would shift again, and I had yet to get my answers.

He lifted his head slightly, and I could see the outline of his
firm jaw in the semi dark.

“You smell like lemons and wild things,” he said. His mouth
moved over my throat, nibbling, and I swear my eyes rolled into the
back of my head it felt so good. “What is your name?” he asked
politely. His voice was deep and elemental. It made me think of the
roots of conifer trees, unyielding and profound in their power. Had
I been a lesser being it would sweep me away, but my own voice was
a husky rasp, and sounded to the ear as if I’d spent the night
screaming in pleasure. It could bring a man to his knees if I so
chose, a gift from my curse.

His reaction to me made me bold and I slanted him a coy look
from under my lashes. Though I knew it might seem overtly sexual
rather than the result of a dry mouth, I licked my lips. His
glinting eyes tracked the idle movement with rapt attention. He had
nice eyes, almond shaped and framed with long thick lashes that
were so dark they contrasted starkly on his lightly tanned
skin.

“Why are you in my territory?” I asked, nonchalant, not
bothering to struggle.

He was a man and I was a woman. Physically, in this form he had
me beat and there was no point getting myself all worked up over
some body contact. He was unnerved by my obedience and I smiled,
taking comfort in the fact that he had traditional male
sensibilities. Already I could see him considering me as a soft
female to protect and seduce rather than a warrior to fear and
battle. It would make killing him easier in the end.

I drew one of my legs up and kneed him gently in the back,
playing up to the warped image he had of me. “I asked you a
question.” I let the leg fall and lay still.

“I asked first.” His lips moved down my throat, explorative,
tasting. “What is your name?” I squirmed when he kissed the swell
of my breast.

“Are you always this forward?”

“Are you always this annoying?” he countered. “It’s a simple
question, polite in point of fact.”

“You presume that I want to tell you my name, that I want you on
top of me in all your glory.” My eyes hardened and I prayed my
desire was not glittering as evidently in my eyes as it was in his.
“How proud you are.”

He leaned in and his lips hovered above my nipple, which
hardened into a stiff peak. I quivered and swallowed hard, the self
control I had to employ not to arch myself up and thrust my breast
into his mouth had me becoming uncomfortably warm, and a cold sweat
broke out on my forehead.

Lord, I couldn’t do it.

“Evangeline,” I murmured. He sighed, was that disappointment? He
leaned away and when the heavy throbbing low down in my abdomen
increased I conceded being stubborn may have been the better path
to take – the path to release. Damn it. “And you are?”

“Luke. And I’m in your territory because I want to be.” He
released my arms and sat up, rested his hands on his legs. “Got a
problem with that?”

My hands came down to quickly grip his thighs and he flinched.
Ah, so he was not totally unaware of the danger he faced. I smiled
impishly and surged up, rolling him over so his back hit the floor
and I straddled him. “Of course I do.” I pressed my knees inward,
surprised at how pleasant the sensation of being so close and so in
control was. He became rock hard beneath me, and if possible his
erection grew, pressed up against me with unrelenting
persistence.

His eyes smouldered and his jaw clenched when I rocked my pelvis
to torment him.

Laughing throatily, I jumped up, skipping to the edge of the
cave. The storm had passed leaving an unholy mess in its wake. The
tree line seemed sparser, as if it had lost most of its leaves and
many young evergreens had been ripped from the ground and thrashed
about. The riverbed had broken, and waterlogged the forest floor.
The night air was calm and the clouds wispy, and spent. The smaller
wildlife was still, almost as if they did not trust the tempest to
have dispersed. The wolves I gave leave to roam these mountains
howled in the distance.

A low growl rumbled behind me. “Come away from there.”

“These are my mountains,” I said over my shoulder. “They won’t
find us.”

I heard him stand and stop behind me. “Your hair is like
starlight, a silver flame in the dark.” Cold hands found my hips.
“Move away, sweetheart.”

He drew me into him, away from the cave mouth and pressed me
into the curved wall. His hands slid up to rest above my head. Even
as a man he towered over me and I was not short in stature. I
pushed five-nine barefooted and my presence made me seem taller
still.

I sucked my bottom lip into my mouth and let my teeth graze
across it as it popped out.

“You’re from a southern Clan,” I said distractedly. “I know that
much.”

It was a statement based on the fact my mother was from a
northern Clan and she had an accent similar to his except she
pronounced her vowels crisper. This man, Luke, his inflection was
lazy drawl, the words fluttered off his tongue, and carried a
weight that made my knees weak.

“You are a mystery,” he said and lifted a skein of my hair. He
let the strands slip through his fingers then wound his hand around
a larger hunk and tugged me closer. “Your voice is not that of The
People. You trill and clip your words at odd times, like the humans
of this land, a,” he frowned, “burr it is called. You bear no Clan
mark and you are … untouched.”

The word ‘untouched’ was spoken like a caress and muscles in my
pussy clenched. I was wet and finding it difficult not to
squirm.

His hand drifted down to rest on my lower stomach; thumb
slipping into my navel briefly, teasingly suggestive, before he
flattened his large palm against me. His wandering fingers glided
down, tickling my skin before boldly sweeping between my legs to
cup my mound. My mouth went dry; my heart stuttered. He paused,
waiting for me to make my objections known. A smirk kicked back one
side of his mouth and he moved his hand gently against me. The
chilled touch was foreign and erotic. Then he slipped a long finger
past my folds to slide over my pulsing nub and pushed it into me. I
made a noise and gripped his shoulders; eyelids fluttering closed
then open in bewilderment. I didn’t want to close my eyes. I wanted
to watch the hurricane in his as he touched me.

He leaned closer and bent to whisper in my ear. “It feels
wicked, like we are two unruly woodland spirits, yes?” He chuckled,
quite pleased with himself.

Had he been paying attention to my face rather than nuzzling my
ear he would have seen the flicker of surprise in my eyes. “You’re
a Shaman,” I breathed. I moved on his finger. Heaven above was that
supposed to feel so good, to make me want more? “Only Shamans speak
so freely of the wood spirits.”

I felt him smirk on my shoulder and scowled. I turned to give
him what for but my nose ended up buried in his hair. Soft, silky
and scented like the snows that capped the highest mountaintop. Oh
yes, snow had a smell. Just like rain and sunshine had aromas,
powerful yet subtle fragrances that were unique and
unforgettable.

“I have the talent, yes, but I am not a Shaman. You must belong
to a Clan to be a Shaman. But you don’t know this because you do
not have one, nor have you ever belonged to one, which is
impossible. All Wendiga’s have a Clan. All females who reach
maturity are bedded and bred.” His breathing became laboured, he
groaned into my ear. “But you are so fucking tight.” His finger
slipped out only to slide back in again. “And wet for me.”

The statements were not hot. They served as a blunt reminder
this man did not belong here in my world. That he had no business
knowing of my existence. My hand clamped down on his wrist and I
deliberately pulled until his digit was outside me rather than
sending me dizzy as it stroked my inner walls. When I let him go he
slowly licked his finger keeping his eyes locked on mine. Lord
above…. My eyes closed briefly and I bit my lip. It was like this
man had been summoned from my darkest and erotic dreams: a sinful
pleasure that would no doubt add to the never ending list that
would condemn me to the seventh circle of hell when my long life
finally ended.

Clothes. If only I had some clothes about. If I were covered I
would regain my sense. I was used to being naked in public places
and occasionally in front of strangers. The moon cycle came around
once a month and the two days of shifting was a big part of my
life. I’d gotten used to myself and I was confident in my own
attractions. Yet as confident as I was, I’d never taken a lover.
When I got too close to any human I got hungry and I doubt my love
would like it when in the throes of passion I decided to chew his
ear off.

The simple fact was that to have sex would require a level of
self-control that I didn’t possess.  I’d tried, lord knows I’d
tried, but each time any man had tried to go further than going
down on me I’d gotten the munchies and had to high tail it into the
woods. Once, one man had followed me and it had taken hours of
sulking around in the shadows before he’d picked up his crap and
left.

Luke was quiet. He’d placed his palm on the other side of my
head, bracketing me in. He smiled, a crooked thing that was full of
mischief and charm. He was still waiting for me to explain myself.
I snorted at the idea of telling him anything. Rather than comment
on his observations, I reached to run a finger on the outline of
his tribal mark, two claw slashes on his left shoulder that would
have been done with a prong of earth-gifted silver. What held my
attention was the third, more recent slash above it.

“Outcast,” I said and flicked my gaze up to dare him to deny
it.

“Oddball,” he countered smoothly and traced the outline of my
lips with his tongue. A low noise rumbled at the base of his throat
and he pressed himself into me.

I was beginning to see a benefit in keeping him alive. Luke was
like me and nothing odd I did during sex would shock or hurt him.
Would it? Or was I just being stupid and inviting more trouble into
an already troubled life. Could I wrangle a few days pleasure from
this handsome stranger before I had to end him?

 

Luke

 

She was a queen of ice and pain, a woman that could bring a man
like me to my knees. She would rule a Clan with an iron fist, and
would command respect from the Circle of Elders who ruled The
People.

So why the fuck was she hiding in the middle of nowhere
thousands of miles from a proper home?

When I’d entered her territory I’d smelt her, but it was faint.
She obviously marked her land well, but had no need to defend her
borders since none but our own kind would heed the boundaries, and
none would come here.

Imagine my surprise when the scent had gotten stronger the
further into the wildness I’d travelled.

The second I realised she was out on the mountain range I’d been
hot on her trail. With the thrill of it I’d forgotten myself. The
Wendigo had smelt a female, the soft scent of flowers, sharp
lemons, and fierce storms, and reacted instinctively. He’d scented
a potential mate and gone in search of a hard fuck forgetting the
danger.

It was embarrassing. My entire life I had been trained to
control the beast within. From birth I had been moulded into a
strong, level-headed man of basic, but timeless principles; protect
The People, love the Clan female, and honor the land.

As a boy I’d found little to trouble me with these ideals. But
when I became a man, things got … complicated. First, I
learned that when the scent of a woman took hold of you all other
things paled in comparison, even communing with the forest spirits
and calling the storms. Secondly, that The People were self
absorbed and almost backward in their ways. Instead of embracing
the new world they hid from it, kept it at arm’s length, and
shrouded themselves in mystique. No wonder the modern world had
such ridiculous notions of monsters. They were the bastardised
stories of our legend twisted beyond recognition. Vampires,
creatures that prayed on humans for blood. Why would any predator
be so wasteful? To take a life and not have enough respect for the
fallen to ensure the sacrifice was for the survival of their
greater being? Blood drinkers indeed. Werewolves were no better;
big dogs whose power was tied entirely to the lunar cycle. Women
who worked spells and called themselves witches, and yetis who were
seen as huge manlike beasts, reclusive gentle giants covered in
thick grey fur. I snorted to myself. If only they knew the truth.
Combine all the broken and confused legends and beneath centuries
of misinformation lay the truth, a race a step above humans in the
food chain. A race of people who could shift shapes once the moon
was full to connect with the land and their inner predator in a way
beyond comprehension. We hunted humans because they were our
natural food source. Like lions hunting antelope.

This thought of lions brought me to the last problem I’d faced
upon reaching maturity. The sharing of the Wendiga with all males
of the Clan just did not work for me. The jealousy had nearly
driven me mad. I didn’t even like the female, Jolie, who had been
gifted to the Shadowfire Clan, but it was – had been – my duty to
call on her once a month. I’d done my part since I was old enough
to be called a man, but each time I’d filled her with my come I’d
prayed she wouldn’t get pregnant. Frankly, each mating had sickened
me emotionally even if it had pleasured me physically. I got my
rocks off – it was natural – but never before had I felt such a
burning need, a fire in my blood, commanding me to bend over a
woman and bury myself in her until I didn’t know where I ended and
she began. To have her screaming my name and no other. Even in
Wendigo form the need to claim Evangeline as my own had been
overwhelming, which was baffling as it was concerning. Wendigos
didn’t get attached to a mate. We were solitary animals that
respected the need for boundaries and privacy. When males and
females met little was said. We fucked and enjoyed storms, but no
more. There was no emotional attachment of any kind, even when
young were produced. If it was a boy, he went to live with his
father. If it was a girl, she went to learn the ways of the Wendiga
with her mother until she was old enough to be gifted to another
Clan for breeding. So why did I feel bound to this woman body,
mind, and soul?

Evangeline slipped out from under my arms and moved to stand
before the cave mouth again.

Beauty came in many forms but surely there was nothing more
breathtaking than the woman who had saved me?

Her hair was like silk: a blanket of woven silver rippling down
to her waist. As she breathed in the night, a strong gale swirled
around her and the stands lifted from her shoulders to billow
around her like a cloud lit from the inside out by lightning.

Her body was long and lean, graceful in a way that had my gut
tightening with every delicate movement. Her long neck, rounded
shoulders, and smooth back begged to be bitten. Her slender waist
and curvaceous hips whispered to me of wicked things. She was tall,
even for a Wendiga and her legs were endless, powerful, and would
look marvelous locked around my waist as I pounded her.

Feeling my cock stiffen, I grunted and fisted a hand over
myself. Giving it a quick tug I chuckled, and slanted a look to see
if possibly she looked open to … playing.

All thought was wiped clean from my mind. The moonlight kissed
her profile and allowed me to appreciate the true perfection of it.
Her face was captivating. The playful sweep of her upturned nose,
her pouty lips, and elfin chin. Those large grey eyes that sparkled
and transmitted every thought and emotion she failed to hide behind
her icy veneer of control.

She tipped back her head, eyes closed so her silver lashes
brushed her cheeks, and howled mimicking the wolves.

As my Grandpa often said; Great skies!  She was a
living goddess sent to torment me. She had been hot for me, wet for
me, and her crisp citrusy scent was saturated with arousal. How was
a man supposed to keep his lips to himself when a woman creamed
herself just by looking at you? And now she stood there howling at
the moon like a primordial deity conjured from my darkest
dreams.

And she wanted me. Her frank appraisal had been temptation
enough, but then she’d stared at my cock and licked her lips. It
was too easy to visualise her pale pink lips wrapped around my
tip.

She slid a lazy look over her shoulder and her lids became
hooded, lazy with desire. The faintest of blushes rose in her waxy
cheeks as she watched me pump my fist over my hard on. She licked
her lips. I wish I could have stopped but my body was yelling for
release and I didn’t want to rush her. She’d been so tight when I’d
slipped my finger into her, unbelievably so, and the first time we
came together would be under better circumstances than this.

Leaning against the wall I closed my eyes, unable to look at
what was in arm’s reach in fear I would throw caution to the wind
and take her. I was close and would have been done in two more
jerks had I not felt her cool breath blow across my hand. I
stilled, every muscle in my body locking. Soft hands gripped my
thighs a moment before I felt her tongue lick me from base to tip.
I sucked air in through my nose and breathed it out in a hiss. I
bucked when she nipped me roughly.

Taking a firm mental grip on myself, praying I didn’t blow my
load and look a total fool, I looked down.

Evangeline was on her knees, silver hair spilling over her
shoulders and brushing her dusky nipples. Her mouth hovered over my
tip and her huge grey eyes swiveled up to become entangled in my
gaze. Her wicked little tongue darted out and lapped up the bead of
pre come on my head.

I groaned and fisted my hand in her hair, thrusting forward as
she wrapped her lips around me and sucked, long and strong. Feeling
my balls shoot up and my heart thump hard, I pumped my cock in her
wet mouth, once, twice more, before my spunk spurted out in
lukewarm bursts. I tightened my grip in her hair as she swallowed,
the reflex sucking me deeper and letting me graze the back of her
throat before she slipped away, allowing the middle of her tongue
to lick me once more before she stood and stepped back.

Fuck me, I was short of breath and dizzy. Blood rushed in my
ears and I had to keep my back flat against the cave wall for
support. I stared at her and she smiled faintly, her hand sweeping
between her legs for a brief moment.

“You better be worth it,” she murmured.

Evangeline, my woodland goddess, walked to the cave ledge, spun
into a crouch and slipped those long legs off the edge in one
lissome move. “Come. The sun is rising and I want to use the last
of the dark to cover our way home.” The crown of her head
disappeared out of sight.

Still pressed into the wall like I was terrified of falling, I
blinked then scrubbed a hand through my hair and barked a short
laugh. Our way home? I needed to pull my shit together if
I was going to survive her that was for sure.

Making my way to the edge of the cave I climbed down after
her.










Chapter 4

 



Evangeline

 

The moment Luke walked into my cabin he smiled.

It was decent. One level, open plan and plainly decorated. The
dark wood floors and walls gave it a cozy feel I enjoyed. The
ceiling was high and a single bulb hung shade-less. I saw him take
in the chains wrapped around the radiator and dismiss them just as
quickly. I could walk from one end of the cabin to the other in
eleven or so steps, but Luke crossed it in eight.

He strode over to the table and picked up the yellow fruit from
the rounded bowl in the centre. He turned and grinned, tossed it in
the air and caught it one handed. “Lemons,” he said and brought it
to his nose. “If I’m honest, you smell better.” Putting the fruit
back, he wandered over to the kitchen seemingly enchanted by my
humble home.

The white kitchenette covered one wall and a small island I used
as a table separated it somewhat from the rest of the room. Not
that I did much cooking. Most of the food I ate was raw – even
outside the full moon. I preferred vegetables and fruit to meat.
Whenever I prepared the stuff it made me … hungry.

The double bed was on the opposite side, my covers still churned
from the day before and spilling onto the floor. A book was half
open and face down beside an abandoned teacup. Clothes were strewn
in odd places: the couch, the doorknob, the window ledge.

He pointed to a closed door, the only other door in the cabin,
and I simply said, “Bathroom.” He nodded and went off to
investigate.

The moment his back was turned I whizzed around the room picking
up knickers, bras, embarrassing comics, and erotica paperbacks
before dropping to my knees and stuffing them under the couch. I
shot back up and ran my fingers through my hair, pulling it over
one shoulder. He came back in and did a double take. I rolled my
eyes and snatched up an oversized sweater on the couch. I pulled it
over my head and flicked my hair out. Luke sucked in a breath.
Before I could ask him what was wrong he’d crossed the space and
had his hands tangled in my hair.

“You’re so sexy,” he murmured, thick fingers massaging my scalp.
Ahhh. It felt so good my back teeth ached. “Clothes suit you.”

I snorted a laugh that became a gusty sigh on exhalation as my
body went boneless under his touch. “I’ve been naked all night and
the moment I cover my body you tell me I’m sexy.”

“You were nude most of the day and naked when my hands were on
you.” His eyes slid over me. “I like the idea of undressing you.”
His head turned. “Would you undress me? Do you have anything I
could wear?” His voice was laced with excitement.

I glowered at him and disentangled his hands from my hair. He
allowed this, but when I turned he pressed himself into my back,
settling my ass against his hips and rubbing his erection slowly up
and down the curve of my buttock. I bit my lip and rocked back,
struggling to remember the reasons why him bending me over the
couch was a bad idea.

His hands wandered over my upper thighs, the swell of my hips,
and slipped under the jumper to brush past my damp core and settle
on my stomach. His teeth grazed the sensitive cord of muscle on my
neck and I rocked back again, my hips finding a deliciously
pleasing rhythm to roll to.

His cold breath tickled my ear. “Evangeline… .” The way he said
my name was dark and possessive suggesting wicked things.

There was an answering tug below my waistline and the dampness
between my legs became a steady stream of want. His fingers stroked
me in bold, hard swipes and a cool palm cupped my breast. I hissed,
jerking into him. Muttering a curse he picked me up and slung me
over his shoulder. The world went wonky for a moment before he
flipped me back up and dumped me on the old wooden island, pushing
the fruit bowl onto the floor. The sudden sound of the wooden bowl
crashing to the floor interrupted the ambient silence and our raspy
breathing, startling me. A few lemons split on impact and sent a
zesty tang into the air.

He lifted my ankle and kissed it before sinking to his knees and
sliding it over his shoulder, kissing down the length of my calf
until he reached my inner thigh. He nuzzled me then nipped me
roughly. I jerked. He didn’t break the skin but came damn close. He
groaned and buried his dark head into my heat, licking my silken
folds and sucking on my nub until I was delirious. I thrashed
around on the table but he kept my groin pressed to his mouth.
Leaning back on my elbows I couldn’t help but grind my hips and
slap the tabletop. The assault stopped long enough for him to lever
himself up and crush my mouth to his. I tasted lemons and myself.
He pulled both my legs to lock round his waist, groaned his
approval when I locked my ankles and squeezed gently. He
impatiently pushed my jumper up so it hooked over my shoulder and
drew a nipple into his mouth.

I throbbed for him and reached out to wrap my fingers around his
cock. “Now?” I breathed the question and was too far gone to feel
embarrassed at how needy I sounded.

He smiled and placed his hand over mine to tighten my hold and
pump my fist across his length. “Mmmm. Not this time.” He stepped
closer; his eyes locked on the pink slit between my thighs, and
rubbed the swollen tip of his penis against my clit. The noise I
made was off any phonetic scale known to man, and I clasped a hand
at the back of his head to flick my tongue over his lips, mimicking
the hard stabs he’d tortured me with moments before.

I scooted closer and he shifted back. I whimpered, okay I lie, I
growled impatiently and scooted forward again. He was driving me
crazy. I locked my legs tighter with a plan to simply impale myself
on him, damn it to hell, but he caught on and stepped back,
catching my ass as I slipped off the table. I was dripping wet and
my cunt ached like a bruise. Becoming angry that he would prolong
the agony this way, I bit his lip.

He hoisted me higher on his torso so he could reach my breasts
and suckled them roughly, eyes closed, body tense. He laid his palm
flat against me and slipped a thick finger inside me, thumb lazily
stroking and flicking my nub. I couldn’t breathe; it felt so good I
didn’t want to breathe. I gasped and moved against him, shifting in
his grasp so I could roll my hips. My insides felt heavy, hot, and
ready to burst. I gasped again, the sound guttural and moved faster
to increase the pace. He bit my nipple and twisted his finger.
Before I could say the words to warn him I was coming. The walls of
my vagina spasmed and sucked his finger deeper. I clenched, my
entire body shuddering under the force of my orgasm. My fingernails
dug into his shoulders as wave after wave of tingly pleasure rolled
over me. Rather than slide out he brought me to peak again by
sliding a hand in my hair to pull my mouth down to his. Thrusting
his tongue against mine he rubbed my clit. I arched my back and
tore my mouth away from his. Wrapping my arms around his neck I
scrunched my eyes shut, took a deep breath in through my mouth, and
screamed into his ear. He rubbed himself against me then grunted –
burying his head into my hair and breathing in deeply. There was a
warm splash on my buttocks and my pussy clenched in response.

Spent, I let my head collapse onto his shoulder and held him
tightly. Both our chests heaved, our bodies entwined and slick with
sweat. His breath was raspy and his cheek rubbed against mine until
he nudged my head up and kissed me, soft but with an undercurrent
of urgency that had my heart rolling over in my chest.

I was bewildered when he eased me down onto my own two feet and
turned me around. My chest rose steeply as I tried to drag in
enough oxygen to jump-start my stalled brain. The room looked all
sparkly and overly bright. Most wondrously was that I felt warm.
Never did I feel heat and not want to run outside and roll in the
snow until my body was a frosty and comfortable temperature. This
almost felt good. Swallowing loudly I cleared my throat and trawled
my hands through my hair, trying to comb it down knowing it would
be all over the place. My legs wobbled and my nipples were stiff
peaks. I wish I could say I was able to shake it off, but I hadn’t
felt so good in years. My mouth prickled, a reminder of how he’d
bruised it under his own.

“Clothes, sweetheart.” Luke patted my bottom like it was an old
friend. “You were going to get me clothes.” He released me and
walked to stand by the window.

I trembled on the spot, overcome with lust and want. The ache
between my thighs suddenly spiked as I watched him walk by. I
closed my eyes and counted slowly to ten. No, not good enough. I
had to pinch myself, hard, before I dared look at him again.

“Someone is coming,” Luke said after a moment. “An old man.” He
stopped talking and spared me a brief glance. I stared at him
dumbly. “Clothes?” he repeated and pointed to the wardrobe.

“Clothes,” I mumbled and took my first stumbling steps over to
the tall pine box in the corner. I pulled out the first two things
I saw that would hopefully fit and not look too silly. I nodded
once then his words penetrated the haze. “And the man is my Da.”
Saying it out loud set off alarm bells in my mind and I snapped out
of it, spun round panting. “Come away from the window!” I waved at
him manically. “And if I asked you to hide would you?” I twisted
around, suddenly fidgety and panicked.

Where the hell did you hide a six-foot-something man the size of
a tank in an open plan, barely furnished cabin? Christ. Under the
bed?

Taking in my flustered appearance, he studied me carefully. “I’m
a guest in your home. Of course I would.” I exhaled sharply in
relief and pointed to the bed. It was our only option unless he
wanted to try the wardrobe. I eyed it thoughtfully. “But he has
already seen me, and wouldn’t it be odd if I did not say
hello?”

I’d have been less upset if he’d slapped me in the face.

I rushed to the window and truth be told my Da was standing on
the steps of my cabin, wrinkled face ruddy from the cold wind and
blank with shock. His shoulder length gray hair whipped around his
face in scraggly ropes, held back by a stained dark green bandana.
He was wrapped up in a thick wool coat, thermal trousers, and
hiking boots. Dry spittle flecked his pinched lips and his eyes
were milky, the lights in them a long time dead. His shoulders were
hunched but hinted at a man who had been tall and proud in his
youth, as did the length of his legs and width of his chest. Coiled
around one shoulder was a link of metal chains.

This told me two things. The body of the girl I’d killed
yesterday had been found and reported to the Rangers, as I had not
had a chance to bury her remains. And, that he’d found out and come
to restrain me. He leaned heavily on his walking stick and clutched
a plain wood rosary in his gloved hand. I saw his lips move and
knew he was reciting his Hail Mary.

My eyes slipped closed briefly. I would pay for this and pay
dearly.

Luke leaned in and nuzzled my neck. Flushing, I pushed his head
away and didn’t bother to explain why when he cocked his head at me
questioningly. Thrusting the only clothes I’d found that might be
big enough at him, I darted out the door, slamming it behind me;
giving a clear signal he was not to follow me.

My Da was already limping away through the snow back to his own
cabin three miles downriver.

“Wait,” I cried, rushing down the steps and running to catch him
up. I skidded to a stop in front of him, still only dressed in the
sweater and barefoot. I didn’t feel the cold, but I was
self-conscious about my lack of dress. I crossed my arms over my
stomach and hung my head, stammering to find an explanation. “What
are you doing–”

The first strike caught me unawares. The end of the stick
whipped across my face, and my head snapped round more in shock
than with the force of the blow.

As I stumbled, my hand flying to my face, another blow lashed
across my back. I hissed but remained standing. Another crack of
smooth wood on skin sounded in my ears before the searing pain
ripped down the back of my thigh. I shrieked and curved inward on
myself, protecting my head. Another lick of pain landed high on my
shoulder and my knees gave out.

Face down in the snow I braced myself for the next lash of pain,
but there was nothing. A strange gurgling sound had me turning my
head, slowly, still hesitant in case another blow was waiting.

Luke, naked and furious, held my Da by the throat. He was high
off the ground and wriggled like a worm on a hook. His stick was
abandoned on the ground beneath him as he clawed at Luke’s hands
around his neck. Thin streaks of red were splattered across the
snow – streaks of my blood. Luke’s eyes caught fire and his cheeks
collapsed on themselves. His skin took on a silvery blue hue and I
recognized the look of hunger that passed over his face.

His stomach growled loudly.

I lurched up, wiping snow from the side of my face and ignoring
the sting. “Put him down,” I ordered, injecting a hard bite of
steel into my voice. His head whipped around and his face blazed
with anger. I met his coldly defiant stare with my own. “I told you
to put him down.” I kept my voice level despite the flaring pain
radiating down my body.

He didn’t understand. This wasn’t his battle and he had no right
to lay a finger on my parent. He’d stepped over a line then taken a
further step by daring to consider making my Da his next meal. I’d
seen the tell-tale flicker across his expression, you see, the look
that announced a human as food and fair game.

Blood tricked down my back and from the slash on my face. It ran
onto my lips and I licked them thoughtlessly. I felt my stomach
rumble, and hastily spit the bood out.

Luke watched me with cool detachment until my body’s rigid
stance broke, and I swayed on the spot. He dropped my old man on
his ass and caught me before I hit the ground. His arm connected
with the lashes on my back, and I hissed, arcing away from him.
Scooping me up in his arms as if I weighed no more than a feather,
he pulled me into his chest and I pillowed my head on his cool
shoulder. He started to walk us back to the cabin, but paused at
the old man clutching his cane and brown string of beads.

My Da held up his rosary so the silver cross was visible,
swinging in front of his face. He mumbled his prayer and I caught
the words ‘devil spawn’ and ‘fiery pit’.

I bit back a sigh. It would take weeks to build the trust back
between us. Our relationship was dysfunctional and abusive at best.
But he was my father, and my mother had loved him, and I had loved
her. That was all that mattered to me. I would go and see him –
without Luke – as soon as I could. Though I didn’t want him hurt by
Luke’s hand, for now I didn’t want to look at him. I would feel the
need to explain myself and I doubted he would understand why I
should apologise to the man who had literally beaten me bloody.
Usually I could predict when my Da was going to lash out, and get
out of the way or shield my body with my arms, but today the force
of his anger had taken me by surprise. I was still muddled from my
encounter with Luke and the stark difference had been too much for
my mind to process in time.

Just a few hours in this stranger’s company had made me weaker.
I had begun to see myself as a woman rather than a monster to be
controlled.

Posture radiating displeasure, Luke frowned down on him, inky
eyes glittering with repressed anger. “You know what I am,” he said
coldly. “You will not be here when I am done caring for her.” He
paused. “I would not kill you, she seems not to want that, but I
would make it so you couldn’t use your legs or arms again.” And
that was all he had to say on the matter. He walked on silently,
not looking back, expecting my Da to hightail it back the way he
came.

A glance over Luke’s shoulder showed that was exactly what he
was doing. Guilt for the old man had me stiffening. What if he was
hurt? He had a dodgy knee and Luke hadn’t exactly dropped him with
care. What if he had a heart attack halfway back to his cabin, or
fell over and froze to death in the snow because he was trying to
get home and get safe?

Stomping up the front steps, Luke kicked my slightly ajar front
door open and toed it closed behind him. His rigid posture and
stony face told me all I needed to know about his mood. I would
deal with my Da later. Luke needed my attention now. I placed my
hand on his cheek. For the moment, I felt cherished and protected.
Loved. What a grand and comforting illusion it was.

He marched across the cabin straight over to the bed. The shock
of what had happened was wearing off and I began to feel
embarrassed. I used my hair as veil between him and me.

Luke was a stranger to me and would not be able to appreciate
why I was the way I was with my Da. To him it would look like I’d
let a human strike me when he had no right. Luke, like all Wendigos
apart from myself, were Clan raised. Females were worshipped and
exonerated above all. Striking one carried a death sentence, this I
remembered as my mother carried guilt for a life taken in her
honor. But he needed to understand that it was different for
me.

I peeked up and saw his jaw was rigid with tension.

In honesty, I was proud of and impressed by him. To show such
restraint was a testament to how seriously he was taking his
self-appointed charge of me. It was ridiculous of course. I may
have been more helpless as a human, but I was not a total
invalid.

My Da and I had always had a rocky relationship and his physical
blows were just a reflection of the torment he felt inside. He hit
me because he had no other way to express the rage he felt for what
I’d done. No matter how many years passed she was never coming back
and it was my fault. Of course he would lash out, what else could
he do? Cuddle his monster daughter? Express love for the creature
that flaunted the evil that had stolen his love from him?

Not that it was any of Luke’s damned business how I related to
my father, but I still felt the need to explain.

“He didn’t mean it,” I said through my teeth. “He was
upset.”

Luke threw me on the bed. I bounced once and winced before he
brought his hands down on my shoulder and leg to stop me leaving
the mattress again. His hand clasped my chin and his thumb brushed
the skin under my cut.

“I don’t think it will scar,” he murmured, ignoring me
completely.

I tugged my head from his grasp. “The next time I shift the
wounds will be gone. I can manage taking it easy for a month or
so.”

Saying nothing in response, he flipped me around and pushed my
jumper high up on my back. He ran a finger over the lower gash and
I squirmed, the sting mildly uncomfortable. His finger trailed down
to dip into the cleft in my lower back and stopped there. I wiggled
and was besieged by the feel of his thighs pressed into the bed
beside mine. He shifted, leaned back, and kissed the scratch on my
thigh before flipping me back round, ignoring me when I winced. The
bed gave under his heavy weight as he settled properly on the bed
beside me.

“Your next shift won’t happen tonight?” He sounded confused, not
angry. “The moon is still full.”

Leaning up on my elbows, I shook my hair so it fell over my
shoulders and streamed down my back.

“I know that,’ I replied shortly. “I’ve already taken a life –
one a month is my limit. No more. Lashes heal but you can’t bring
the dead back to life. I’m not stupid; I know sometimes you have to
kill to stay safe, hiding is a part of who we are, but those who
look for trouble deserve to find it. It’s taking the life of
innocence I have a problem with.” I sucked in a deep breath and
felt a twinge in my back. I exhaled sharply. “Would you get me a
glass of water?”

Again, he said nothing in response to my comments, shifting as
he stood and crossed the wooden planks to the small kitchenette on
the opposite side of the cabin. My home felt smaller with him in
it. He was so big and dominated the space he occupied. I watched
the play of muscle across his back that tapered down into lean hips
and firm buttocks that bounced nicely. His thighs were thick and
roped with muscle and his calves were huge. He even had nice feet.
The Algonquian people had beautiful skin tone, but his was
incredible. It had been enhanced by the sun, whereas my own often
looked ashy when I’d been in the heat of the sun’s rays for too
long. Though similar to mine, his skin tone was not warm, but cool.
It was an odd effect on the eye that one could pass off as a ray of
light landing funny on his body. His hair curled about the nape of
his thick neck, around his ears, and shifted slightly with each
step.

He opened all the cupboards until he found a tumbler and turned
the faucet. I was fascinated. Each movement he made was bold and
confident, even something as simple as fetching a glass of water.
He held himself with a poise and grace I’d often glimpsed in myself
when I’d managed to abstain for a month.

I made a noise low in my throat when he turned. The front was
better than the back. His chest just went on and on, as did his
torso. Some men had a stumpy midriff and long legs to make up the
height, but he was proportioned beautifully. Liquid gushed between
my legs and the blush in my cheeks was a dead giveaway to the level
he affected me. His abdominal ridges were like canyons and the
thick bands of muscles that connected his hip to his awe inspiring
groin had me thinking of how he’d made me come just by touching me.
The idea of him deep inside me, thrusting into me as I sucked on
his long tongue would be….

He offered the water to me, dark eyes glinting. His nostrils
flared when he came a step closer and his face took on a look of
arrogant pride. I pressed my knees together, well aware that my
body was still going haywire, and snatched the perspiring glass
from him.

“Put some clothes on,” I snapped. “I’m sick of the sight of
you.”

He snorted and scooped up the abandoned tee shirt from before.
It fit. Kind of. Then his chest heaved in a sigh as he stepped into
the knee-length plaid kilt. The wool garment was pleated at the
front and dark green. He jerked and pulled an inch long pin out
from the front, eyed it curiously. He slanted a look at me but I
averted my gaze, suddenly finding the bedspread fascinating. When I
looked back he clutched the ends of the kilt in both hands looking
rather horrified.

My irritation instantly became humor, and I hid a smile by
swallowing gulps of water.

I wouldn’t talk to him about what had happened with my Da. He
could push all he wanted, but I would not say a word. Already he
was too close, too involved. I would keep him at arm’s length
because it would hurt too much when the end came. I had to be
honest with myself. Luke would never choose to stay here in the
middle of nowhere with me – half starving himself to minimize the
loss of human life. It didn’t make sense, and life was never that
fair.

But then he couldn’t be allowed to leave either. Simply hoping
he would never return to his Clan and tell them what he’d found was
too risky. Information on the whereabouts of a female Wendigo at
breeding age would be priceless. He was an outcast, separated from
his kind, and no doubt would want to go back to that world and all
its comforts and security.

Then there were the ones that hunted him.

Luke’s days were numbered. He just hadn’t realized it yet.










Chapter 5

 


Luke

 

Slipping off the bed she thrust the empty glass into my
hand.  I narrowed my eyes at her and watched as she lithely
walked over to the wardrobe and pulled out a pair of blue jeans.
She caught my eye and flushed the sexiest shade of pink before
turning her back to put them on. In a flash the denim hugged her
legs and cradled her ass lovingly. She bent over and wiggled her
feet into a pair of well-worn boots and I audibly groaned. She
would kill me.

I didn’t understand what was going on entirely. I only had a
snippet of the story, but whatever it was it was not good.
Evangeline had let that old man beat on her and make her feel less
than she was. Just looking at her you could see she’d lost some of
her sparkle.

My Wendigo growled inside me and I mimicked the sound in my
throat. I should’ve ripped his head off his shoulders, but I’d
hesitated, seeing how she’d reacted toward him.

She called him Da. This human had raised her? Had he
stolen her from a Clan? How would that even be possible?

Evangeline donned a white coat and scarf over her jumper, picked
up a furry white hat. I narrowed my eyes.

“Going somewhere?” I asked.

The men that hunted me were still out there. They wouldn’t give
up. Now they finally had a lock on me they wouldn’t give me the
chance to slip away again. No doubt they would be posted all around
the borders. It wasn’t safe for her to be wandering around
alone.

She sent me a short look. “I need to make sure my Da’s
okay.”

Dangerous. Before I knew what I was doing, I slammed a hand
against the door to close it a second after she opened it, cutting
off the arctic wind that started to blow into the room.

“No,” I said and shook my head. What if she shifted and they
caught a glimpse thinking it was me? I couldn’t risk it – risk
her.

She wrapped her hand around mine, jerked it away from the door,
and bent it back. I snarled as she pushed me out her way.
“Move.” She pushed me again and I let her.

Still panicking, I snagged her wrist and my fingers overlapped I
held on so tightly. “Those hunters….” I trailed off.

What could I tell her to make her understand that these men
would torture and kill her if they had the chance, that they
despised our kind and their leader wanted my head.

“When I get back I have some questions.” She paused and turned
those luminous grey eyes up at me. “And you will answer them.
Agreed?”

I hesitated but let her go: knowing holding her would only anger
her more. I had no right to touch a female who did not want to be
touched. Evangeline could take care of herself it seemed. I
chuckled darkly and brought my lips crashing down on hers. “Oh, I
hear you, sweetheart. I have questions I expect answered too.”

Her eyes were slitted in either pleasure or rage. When the tip
of her tongue flicked out to slide across the seam of my lips I
smirked. Pleasure. Jerking back as if surprised she spun on her
heel and stomped down the steps into the snow.

I watched her until she disappeared into the trees. She never
looked back. Damn, but she was a mean one. My heart tripped at the
thought and I grinned. I liked her mean; it suited her.

Closing the door, I pressed my forehead into it. Turning my
thoughts from a sinful woman conjured from my dreams, I punched the
wall. Cartwright had managed to track me here and I’d thought I had
outsmarted him in London. He would never stop hunting me. And why
would he? I’d killed his daughter. Old pain flared in my chest and
I rubbed a circle over my heart to soothe it. It did no good to
dwell on the past or what was done. I had to survive so that … so
that what? What was I doing? What was I living for? I had no Clan,
no home, and no future. All of that had been taken from me once the
Council Elders had discovered what I had done and kicked me
out.

Flashes of the painful beating I’d suffered at the hands of my
peers, and the prong of silver tearing through my skin – making my
Clan mark void, burned my mind’s eye until I shook my head
violently to dispel the images.

Now I was alone I had a moment to think, plan. It would not be
easy but I could leave. I rubbed my thigh as I pondered my options
and tried to figure out what the safest and quickest way to be gone
from these mountains would be. Was it crazy they already felt like
home?

There was a remaining twinge in my thigh, but it had mostly
healed. I flexed my leg only to clutch it, and grit my teeth at the
intense and immediate dart of pain. Fucking silver. No way was I
strong enough to outrun a whole unit of Cartwright’s hunters. Even
if I shifted again, my Wendigo would be weak until the next full
moon and the full effect of the silver was gone. I would have
enough energy to shift and hunt – no more. My other skills were no
good to me; it was not wise to call on the weather too often. It
did funny things to the environment, not to mention the stress it
put on the human form. The world could only take so much
interference and the human body could only withstand so much
strain. As one who could feel nature, I respected its power, and
the gifts I had been bestowed allowed me to read and command it.
Never would I abuse it.

I sighed. It seemed the smartest thing to do was remain human
and hide here until the next lunar cycle.

I breathed in and smelt lemons and woman. Staying here with
Evangeline wouldn’t be such a bad thing. She wanted me and I wanted
her. The need I felt only grew the longer I was in her presence. I
wanted to fuck her bad, but she was a Wendiga and deserved my
subservience. More than this, she was a decent young woman and
deserved my respect. She was strong to live out here by herself
without a real family. That old man may have fooled her into
thinking he was blood, but I would set her straight on the matter
and be delighted to watch her rip his throat out.

The way she had reacted when he struck her told me all I needed
to know. Instantly she had curled in on herself, waiting for the
next blows to fall. Rather than fighting back she’d hung her head
and waited for the pain. I began to see red again as I remembered
the stick flying high, her red blood splattering across the snow,
her harsh cry of pain.

My hands became fists and I struggled not to punch the wall
again. Evangeline would not be happy if she came back to holes in
her pretty little home.

Butting my head against the door, I turned around to rest my
back on it and rubbed my face with my hands. I needed to focus on
what I was going to do to get myself out of this fucked up
situation. Not on how Evangeline had hair so light it shone
brighter than the stars and how her eyes reminded me of bottomless
pools filled with fear and determination. Nor should I linger on
thoughts of her pouty mouth, a lush pink, full, and nearly always
pressed tight in stress; her proud chin that so often lifted high
when she felt threatened; her cheeky up-turned nose that I wanted
to kiss; the way she smelt of lemons and earth; how her body was
cool and smooth under my rough hands; or the way she reacted when I
was near, creaming herself then cursing me for it.

I chuckled then scowled when I realized I leaned against a wall
with a hard on tenting this stupid skirt thing and practically
ready to cum just by thinking about a woman who’d just as likely
eviscerate me as straddle my cock and fuck me silly.

What did I do? Did I tell her the truth? Why I was running and
why I needed her to let me stay? Or did I seduce her and be done
with it? Or did I leave? Right now. Just pack some food and hit the
road and hope for the best. Should I trust in hope that Cartwright
was sloppy enough to leave a hole in his guard of the border for me
to slip through. Where next? Ireland? I could get lost on the rainy
shores of Gorway for a while. Or possibly I should keep heading
east and keep going until I was sure I’d lost him for good.

Or you could tell her the truth.

I grimaced at the unbidden thought. Evangeline revered human
life – innocent human life. I couldn’t tell her and risk
that she would close herself off from me. Frustration was quick to
jab at me. Why did I care if she did? Shouldn’t I want her to
remain hostile? That would make leaving her here easier in the end.
At the thought of leaving my gut clenched. I half snarled in
irritation. Which was it? Did I want her or not?

I took in a deep breath and exhaled slowly. I was going around
in circles. I needed to figure out what to do. I needed a plan and
needed to stop imagining how my woodland goddess would look
sprawled beneath me in the snow as I groaned into her mouth, thrust
deeper into her pussy, and forced her to scream my name.

 


Evangeline

 

I stood in front of his door for nearly half an hour worrying
about what would greet me on the other side. I dragged the ends of
my hair over my shoulder and trawled my fingers through it
anxiously. I felt hot under all the layers, but it made Da
uncomfortable when he saw me half-dressed and happy in temperatures
others froze and shivered in.

Never did he accept who or what I was and I was sure the fact
his blood was mine made him even more sickened by me. Soon after my
mother had died I’d come right out and asked him that if I didn’t
look like her would he have ripped out my heart himself? That was
the first time he’d hit me. I’d been shocked, outraged even as I
grieved. I’d fought him at first, thinking that he was just mad and
needed to hurt the one responsible for what had happened. But when
my own grief dulled, and the memory of my mother had become a
healthy and occasional ache, his abuse had gotten worse – more
painful and humiliating. And I’d taken it. Oh, eventually he pushed
me too far and I’d moved out, away from him, but I could never go
too far. He was still my father, and he cared for me in his own
way. He had to care. If he didn’t who would?

Sucking it up, I climbed the steps and rapped cheerily on the
door three times like I’d done as a child, hoping the memory of me
as a youngster would ease any lingering bad feeling from this
morning.

The door shuddered open a crack and half his face greeted me,
beady eyes distrustful. His gaze darted past me, over my
shoulder.

“I’m alone,” I assured him in a pleasant voice, my face open.
“I’ve come to make sure you’re alright, Da.”

Satisfied, he opened the door and straightened a little. His
back was still hunched with age and his knees bowed. His mouth
flattened as he jerked his head to tell me to come in. As I passed
over the threshold, I braced myself for the usual wall of heat I
knew he created to cause me discomfort. But the cabin was cold, no,
near freezing. I breathed out and saw my own breath. Hm. The place
was dirty and smelled awful. I’d come by less than a month ago to
clean it for him, but yet again the place could give a pigsty a run
for its money. And bottles. Always an endless sea of liquor bottles
littered the floor and every available surface – some empty, some
half-full.

My Da limped past me and I got a strong waft of whisky. He
snatched a half empty bottle of brandy up and selected a dirty
glass from the sink with flourish. He poured himself a double
measure and tipped the bottle at me, the amber liquid sloshing
about. I yanked it from his loose grasp and tipped it down the
drain. I dropped the bottle into the overflowing bin, sighed, and
rubbed my eyes when I spotted the dried vomit in the sink.

I didn’t want to spend the day cleaning. If I was honest I
wanted to go home and curl up on Luke’s lap. My hands dropped and I
scowled. Which was crazy. This was my father, he was cold and sick
and he needed me to take care of him. Not abandon him to go play
around with a man who I’d have to end up burying in the forest
somewhere when I was done with him.

I took a deep and steadying breath then asked, “Do you have
enough food?”

I opened the cupboard and sneezed when nothing but dust and a
single can of dented tomato soup greeted me. I checked the battered
fridge and saw the shelves packed with bloody meat. The door swung
closed and I just about jerked my head back in time. My Da glared
at me.

“I don’t want the meat,” I said stiffly, my face remaining blank
even though my stomach rumbled.

He sneered. “I know what you crave.” He slurped from the glass
and smacked his lips.

I looked away, disgusted, and noticed the windows were iced over
inside. “Is it warm enough for you? The winters have been getting
colder.” My eyes came back to him. “You know you don’t take to the
cold so well, especially that dodgy knee. How’s that holding up in
the damp?”

I reached out to prod said knee and he backed away with
surprising agility for an old man with a limp.

He crossed himself and said, “I beg the Lord every day to wash
you and make you clean.” He wiped spittle from his mouth, downed
the rest of his drink, and slid the empty glass onto the counter.
Belching until his cheeks puffed out, he pulled out a packet of
chewing tobacco from his threadbare cardigan and shredded a leaf
with his craggy thumbnail before tucking it in front of his bottom
gum. “You have fornicated with a man. You stink of sex.” As he
spoke, the smell of tobacco permeated the air and mixed with the
rank smell of his breath; as if the place didn’t smell nasty and
unwashed enough.

“That is none of your business.” I pushed past him and placed a
hand to the radiator. It was stone cold. “Is the generator
out?”

He coughed loudly, it was wet with phlegm, and I reached deep
down for patience. “Put away the evil of your doings from before
mine eyes; cease to do evil.”

I took a deep, measured breath. What I wanted to do was to
scream at him to shut the hell up, but that would get me nowhere.
“You drive me mad with your stupid proverbs which you don’t even
understand.” I flicked the light switch. Nothing. I tried the
electric stove. Nothing. Sighing, I stalked past him. “I’ll fix the
generator and then I’ll go. Call me next time you need electricity,
Da. Don’t be such an ass that you endanger your health.”

He shuffled behind me, his voice hoarse and tremulous. “And the
mean man shall be brought down, and the mighty man shall be
humbled, and the eyes of the lofty shall be humbled.” He shook his
wrinkled fist at me. “You will burn, girl. There will come a time
not even my prayers will save you.”

For once when I looked at him I didn’t feel pain or rage. I
didn’t feel like a dirty smear or stain upon his life that blotted
out the good. He was my father and he had never treated me with
respect. “I haven’t been a girl for a long time, Da,” I said
tiredly.

“You think because a wanderer spreads your legs that you can
talk down to me?”

“Christ,’ I exploded, my eyes going wide. “You can never just
listen can you?” Hearing myself getting worked up, knowing
that was what he wanted so that he could spew more of his
self-righteous drivel, I became more irritated with the trap I
continued to run head first into. “Always must you push me and
always am I the fool that bickers with you.” I cracked my knuckles
and shook my head. Knuckles well and truly loose, my hands flew up
as I paced the room. There was nothing else for me to do with them
unless I punched something that would likely be his face. “I cannot
understand why you feel the need to torment me still. Your faith is
blind when it should be educated. You say you’re a man of God, but
you treat your daughter like shit.” I met his eyes, lifted my chin.
“And I may be a monster but I was born this way and that makes me
part of His creation. And no, God doesn’t like ugly, but he isn’t
stuck on pretty either so I’ve figured out that I have a chance at
him hearing me when I pray.” I said the last over my shoulder since
I was striding to the small doorway. “Despite what you would
have me believe!”

I slammed the door behind me before he had a chance to reply.
From outside I heard him cursing my name and calling for me to be
struck down, wicked and evil thing that I was. Pressing my fingers
into my eye sockets, I commanded myself to calm down and not to
cry. No more would I cry over that man. Surely, someone so mean
could not be worth my tears.

A bird swooped down overhead and a shrill cry ripped through the
morning. I opened my eyes to see a black winged falcon settle on a
low branch a few meters away. It cocked his head at me and
squawked. It flapped its wings and icicles fell to the ground from
the bottom of the tree bough, glinting in the morning sunlight as
they smashed on the floor. A smile teased the corners of my mouth
until I noticed the tag on its foot and the metal clip in its wing.
The bird squawked again and took off high into the sky.

I shivered and felt a shadow pass over my heart. I heard
something heavy slam into the cabin door behind me and started.
Frowning, I started off home at a brisk pace, suddenly anxious to
be in Luke’s arms.










Chapter 6

 


Luke

 

My scalp crawled. Something was wrong and I couldn’t shake it
off. Evangeline had been gone nearly two hours and at first it had
been fine. I’d spent the time vacillating between what I would tell
her, and what nasty things I could do to her when I’d felt
a tingle. The feeling of foreboding had grown until it felt like
bugs crawling under my skin.

Cartwright wouldn’t try anything without knowing exactly what
was going on, would he? He liked to over analyze things until he
was sure he had every angle covered before he moved. That was why
when you did get caught in his slow ass moving net it was almost
impossible to escape. Almost. I’d escaped every time, and it killed
me to admit each time was closer and more dangerous to my continued
survival than the last.

There was a good chance he didn’t know there was another Wendigo
in the area, but still this entire situation was risky. If any of
the men did encounter Evangeline surely they would think nothing of
it especially since she seemed to be able to relate to others well
as a normal human. She was a bit snarly and mean, but hell, she was
so pretty she more than made up for it. Shit. She was too pretty,
no, gorgeous, and would turn heads and set tongues wagging. And all
that long silver-white hair was so unique and identifiable….

Or would they just see a beautiful and sensual young woman?
Would they leave her be, or follow her home with the hope she’d be
free with her body? I gritted my teeth and purged the mental image
of anyone but me touching her.

She could take care of herself. That was abundantly clear. The
woman had faced down my Wendigo in human form and lived to tell the
tale. She’d dragged me out of a raging river, miles up a
mountainside as she summoned a storm, and hefted me over her
shoulder as she climbed one handed up a sheet of rock to keep me
safe. I doubted there was anything she couldn’t handle. Damn. I
scrubbed a hand over my face and both through my hair. I didn’t
want her to handle it. I wanted to protect her,
and part of that protection meant nothing physical or emotional
should be able to hurt her. Including me. With a sigh my hands
dropped. I would confess what had happened a year ago … what I
had done to the last women I’d loved. I think I’d always known I
would. From the first moment I laid eyes on Evangeline – snarling
at me and sending her voice on the wind to stake her claim on the
territory I’d invaded – I knew I would give her everything and damn
the consequences. Quite simply, she’d taken my breath away. Even in
beast form she was magnificent, beautiful. As a human she was
stunning.

My kilt tented again and I groaned, slapping my thighs in
agitation. At least my dick wasn’t strapped down under denim;
serious wood in jeans was painful at best.

I stood up off the bed and paced, my stride shortening until it
was a short two-step by the door. It shouldn’t be this bad. I
shouldn’t be crushing over a female this hard. Shouldn’t she be
back by now? The old man had a busted up knee and no provisions; he
couldn’t live that far away. What if he’d hurt her? Thumped her
around the head and knocked her out? My step faltered. She could be
hurt, dying, and I was here treading the same ground like a fucking
idiot. We may be near unbeatable in beast form, but as humans we
were as killable as anybody.

Cursing, I opened the door and peered into the green gloom of
the trees. Being in Wendigo form had so many advantages to my human
one. My frustration only grew as I could barely see past the tree
line, even in the bright daylight.

Then I heard it – the shrill cry of a falcon. My blood rushed to
my head and my heart skipped an entire beat. That bird was known to
me and signaled the presence of one man.

Before the ululating call had finished, I was bounding down the
stairs and flying across the snow barefoot in a flat out run.

 


Evangeline

 

Each step I took, the sinister feeling rolling over my skin
grew. I had only felt it once before, and that time someone I loved
had died. My hands curled under into fists and I unconsciously
started to lower into a crouch and walk slower as if expecting an
attack. My breath came in short pants and my own boot falls
crunching the snow seemed too loud. My heart thumped against my
ribcage and I bit hard on my lower lip, resisting the urge to call
on a storm to lose myself in.

Why did I feel this way? I’d walked these woods my entire life,
knew every trail, clearing, and curve of the land. These were my
mountains.

Yet the terrain felt alien to me, hostile even. Or was I feeling
the reverberation of something alien and hostile in my
environment rather than the mood of the earth itself?

My eyes passed over the ground and I straightened in shock.
Tracks … lots of tracks. At least a dozen men had passed this way
carrying heavy equipment and pulling a sled as evidenced by the
long and deep scrapes on the ground.

The tracks led toward my cabin.

Luke!

My steady walk turned into a flat out run within moments. No
less than ten minutes later I heard someone coming at me, barreling
down the slope that lead to my clearing with speed.

My stomach dropped to the soles of my feet. Was I too late? Was
the one who’d taken Luke’s life running from the scene of his
demise?

I never should have left him alone.

A ferocity I’d not known I possessed had my blood pumping fast
and hard through my veins. I ducked my head and sped up. All I
needed was one bite, one drop of blood to trigger the shift. I’d
sink my teeth into this invader and keep running until I was far
enough to be safe. Once my Wendiga was free I’d go back and rip
their throat out.

My hair streamed behind me and my muscles bunched and relaxed in
a smooth synchronized movement I knew I could maintain for a good
twenty minutes more.

As it was I had seconds before I collided with a solid
chest.

I struggled, not seeing or thinking, as arms like steel bands
came round me to crush me into a hug. I turned my head, teeth
snapping before a thick tongue flicked over my ear and the rope of
muscle at my neck. I stopped trying to bite the man holding me and
breathed in, smelling the unique scent of death and storms tinged
with a spicy undertone that was all Luke’s own. I turned so that my
shocked gaze met his which was alight with desire and gleamed with
sensual promise. His chest heaved with what sounded like a sigh of
relief, and the chill of his touch had my stressed heart taking a
breather.

His big hands came up to tangle in my hair and he brought up a
hunk to breathe it in. He pulled me closer and captured my mouth
roughly with his own, demanding. My hands – that had been fisted on
his chest – relaxed and travelled down to sweep under the hem of
his tee shirt so I could run my hands over his hard abdominals then
round his firm waist to slide up his back. He nipped my lip making
me gasp and press myself into him.

He broke away from my mouth to rub his cheek against mine.
“Where were you running to?”

Again, that a simple question could cause such a fluster. It
became hard to meet his gaze, I felt too secure, and too safe in
his hold. I fidgeted. Was saving face worth a lie? Could I endure
seeing his expression harden to hide the pain I knew it would cause
him to hear me shrug this connection between us off.

My eyes drifted closed and I shook my head. Only the truth would
do. “You. I was running to you.”

He made a noise of approval low in his throat and pressed his
lips to mine again. This time his tongue thrust into my mouth and
curled up to caress the roof of my mouth. My heart exploded with
love and I pulled away to stare into his face. He grinned at me
impishly and wiggled his eyebrows.

The fact I wouldn’t be able to kill him hit me full on like a
blow to the solar plexus. Had I ever really meant him harm? No. The
moment I hesitated on the riverbank was the moment I’d made my
decision. I could have charged to meet him, you see. Held my
ground. But instead I had locked eyes with him and drowned in
everything that was displayed in their shining depths. I’d been
swept away, which is why instead of meeting him head on, I’d
blinked, and let him send us hurtling into the river.

I had two choices; demand he leave or give him a reason to stay.
Would he stay here with me if I could make him safe? Is that even
something I could ask him without seeming a total fool? Nothing I
had done so far showed him that I was mighty. A strong Wendiga
would have taken him down the first moment she saw him. A beast in
charge of her territory would have made him beg for mercy for
having the gall to breach her borders. A woman with some modicum of
self-respect would not have let any man, no matter how wonderful he
seemed and alluring he smelled, touch her the way I had let Luke
touch me. She would order him away from her; not boldly drop to her
knees and throw herself on him to ensure he felt a glimmer of the
pleasure he’d wrought from her.

Did it matter if he thought I was strong? Maybe if I showed him
how much he meant to me he would see that I was his equal. Wait.
When had I gone from his natural superior to his equal?

His strong arms crushing me closer broke my panic induced
musings. His chest was solid and seemed an impenetrable wall of
protection that none could topple. My eyes clashed with his and the
adoration there had my breath leaving my lungs in a rush. I all but
threw myself on him, aiming for his lips, my hands lacing at the
back of his neck to yank him to me.

The suddenness of it had him slipping on a loose bit of snow and
tumbling over. He refused to let me go so took me down with him. I
laughed, a high happy sound that was crystalline and echoed
throughout the wood. Easy. He was so easy to care for. I’d spent my
whole life keeping the entire world at arm’s reach, so should I
have been able to relate to him so completely? Or did it prove that
I was meant for him? Meant for him? Really. Was I so deluded that I
needed to assure myself my behavior was acceptable because there
was something beyond sexual attraction happening here?

Wendigos didn’t take mates. There was no instant spark or some
ludicrous claiming of your other half by tasting their scent. If we
wanted a partner for life we had to work for it. We had to forsake
all others and dedicate ourselves to each other. Not that Wendigo
relationships ever lasted long enough for a connection meaningful
enough to form.

His hands settled on my hips and gripped tightly. His laugh was
a throaty rumble that vibrated through me and I shuddered in
pleasure. All things forgotten, I stared down at him letting all my
affection seep into my expression. I leaned down to taste his lips
again.

Pebble sized bullets that would have crushed my skull into mush
zipped into the snow a few feet away with deadly little pinging
sounds.

Ah, hadn’t I been running to save him from those who hunted
him?

In a flash I was alert; ready to fight or run away. Luke tried
to shift me off him, but I squeezed my legs to keep him still, not
sure if it was safe for him to get up. He swore and rolled so I was
on my back and his large body covered mine. His arms came up to
surround my head and darted tense looks around trying to pinpoint
the direction of the attack, seemingly having as much success as
I.

I pushed at his chest, glaring at him. He was acting like
bullets couldn’t split his head open just as much as mine.

He got the message, but shook his head no, and instead leaned
down so his lips were pressed close to my ear. “Evangeline, you
must shift and run if they catch us. Do you understand? You become
the Wendiga and kill them all to get away if you have to.”

My breath came hard and fast as I strained to hear approaching
footsteps. I turned my head so I could whisper in his ear. “Bite
me.”

He jerked and glared at me, but I lifted my chin so my throat
was exposed – tying to make him understand. His head snapped down
and I tensed, waited for the stabbing pain, but Luke simply kissed
my neck and slid off me.

“I’m too hungry and I don’t think I could stop before I killed
you.” He was low on his belly, his head barely off the ground, as
he tried to decide which way to run. “But thank you.”

Ignoring his sappy tone I thought fast. “We have to split up,” I
concluded, rolling carefully over to make as little noise as
possible. “I’m going to head south to the river and will lose them
that way. You go east back to the caves. Do you remember where they
are?”

He nodded slowly. “I don’t want to leave you unprotected.”

My face turned sour. “They’re not after me.”

“I don’t know that for sure,” he confessed. “They must have seen
you when you pulled us out of the river. They might figure if they
capture you that I’ll come running. They want me and will stop at
nothing to get me.”

We both didn’t admit out loud that whoever was caught, the other
would come running. Words were not needed so I reached out to place
my hand on his cheek and he leaned into it. Why was it so easy to
express how you felt when you faced the possibility of the end?

The brush crackled and the low hum of voices could be heard.

I breathed in deeply and threw out my influence on the weather.
It was difficult as a human, but still possible. The clouds were
still light and fluffy and there was nowhere near enough pressure
to create a storm or to manage a decent blizzard. I would have to
call it from miles away.

Christ, I couldn’t mess around with the weather again so much
after the hurricane last night.

A faint footfall caught my ear and I focused in front of me.
Three, maybe four? I squinted through the bush we hid behind and
counted four men pacing forward, alert and aware. All were dressed
head to toe in black skintight suits and wool balaclavas. Even
their eyes were covered with black wrap-around glasses. Each wore a
tool belt from which hung a silver knife and what looked like a
handgun, and clutched long-range rifles – raised to their upper
chests for quick sight and shoot. They fanned out about three paces
apart and occasionally prodded suspiciously large mounds of snow as
they passed. They barely made a sound as they searched the
undergrowth and passed the evergreen trees like deadly shadows.

I spared a glance at Luke, my face incredulous. Who exactly were
these guys hunting him? If his desolate expression was anything to
go by, he didn’t seem to have any long-term hope for evading
them.

I opened my mouth to suggest charging them head on when he
shifted onto his knees.

He looked at me over his shoulder and it was a clear goodbye.
“Run fast and don’t look back.”

Then he shot up and legged it away: bullets already raining down
in front of and behind his path, but somehow missing him. My heart
got stuck in my throat as I watched him run away and wink out of
sight.

It took every shred of self-control I had not to run after him.
As he planned, the men picked up the pace and started after him.
But two of the four remained behind  - no doubt to search for
me. My top lip curled and I bared my teeth.

Let them come.

I moved up into a crouch and waited them out, praying that Luke
could run long enough for me to deal with these thugs, shift, and
come after him.










Chapter 7

 


Bunching my body together I got ready to attack. A thought
flitted through my mind, and I stopped, relaxing as I realized how
silly I was being. Why didn’t I think of this before? I was human.
A human woman dressed like a hiker. I knew men found me attractive,
and my features gave the impression of someone quite weak even if I
was quite tall.

I dropped back onto my stomach and flipped around. I kicked off
a shoe and buried my hands in my hair to fluff it up so it looked
wild and windswept. My face always looked pale and bloodless, so I
held my breath to turn it red as I unbuttoned my trousers, and
pushed them half down my hips. I unzipped my coat and ripped a few
buttons off to scatter them in the snow. I bit down hard on my own
lip and let the blood trickle down my chin. The moment the first
booted foot stepped into view I lay my head down and opened my eyes
wide. My muscles were locked so tight it was easy to jerk them in a
decent imitation of a tremble, and I clutched at the edges of my
coat when the man and his gun pointed at me.

“The girl is still here,” he shouted.

“Help me,” I sobbed. “A monster was trying to … to … he was … I
thought he would kill me!” My sobs turned into a wail and I curled
up on my side.

He hesitated, not sure if he should shoot me or comfort me. My
heart thundered in my chest and I kept up the trembles and gusty
sobs to rub it in that I was hurt and terrified. Still when he
remained undecided I had to stifle a huff of impatience. I guess I
could understand how it would be a little confusing. He had just
been trying to blow my head off. After a beat he pointed the barrel
of the weapon away and signaled to his comrade.

He pulled off his balaclava and I stared. Despite his stocky
build, he was young – barely sixteen – with ruddy cheeks, big
earlobes, and bum fluff for a beard. No wonder he had hesitated, he
was just a boy.

“Easy now. Come on, miss. Don’t cry,” he said in a surprisingly
high voice.

Scrambling up I launched myself at him and burst into tears. I
buried my face into his neck and breathed in huge shuddering
breaths. Oh, but he smelt tasty. I snuggled closer. He mistook my
actions as a female need for comforting after a horrific attack and
patted my head gently.

“All right, miss. You’re safe now. He’s gone and we’re after
him.”

I leaned away and stared up at him. My bottom lip trembled.
“What … what was that thing… That monster?” I sounded suitably
horrified and I rewarded myself with a mental high-five.

“You don’t want to know, miss. I have enough nightmares. And to
think if we hadn’t of come along he would have raped you and then
eaten–” he cut off and sent me an apologetic look.

I clutched my jacket tighter and shortened my neck so I seemed
to shrink in terror. “He would have eaten me?” I whispered and on
cue my eyes watered again. “You saved my life.”

He blushed faintly. “Aw, it was nothing.”

I felt a small dart of regret for misleading him so
shamefacedly. He was actually kind of cute and chivalrous. Had I
not been hung up on that blockheaded Luke I would have probably
tried my luck with this one. He felt like kin to me.

I asked in a hushed whisper, “Are you here to … to … hunt it
down?”

“Yes. So don’t you worry.”

“Thank goodness.” I pursed my lips thinking up my next words
carefully. “Maybe I should call the mountain rangers? They should
probably know what happened.”

“No!” he squeaked loudly.

I jumped a mile and my hand flew to my mouth as if in shock. Hm.
They didn’t want the authorities to know they were up here.
Interesting. If they went missing….

Flushed, he shook his head and in a more controlled voice said,
“No, it’s fine.”

“But … they could help you track it down. Don’t you
government types all work together?”

The other, still masked, man looked at the young one, did a fast
hand signal then paced away raising his gun again. As he walked
away the falcon I had seen before landed on his shoulder.

The young man placed a calming hand on my elbow and I clutched
his other hand and gave another little tremble.

“You really should take all the help you can get. What if the
monster gets you?” I asked tearfully.

“We’re trained to deal with this, don’t you worry about us. Now
can you tell me where your campsite is? Is it far?”

The best lies are ones heavily shrouded by truths. I was tempted
to tell him I had been backpacking with a partner, but then they
might look for remains and there were no remains to be found, nor a
trail to back up my story.

I shook my head. “I’m one of the few that lives on this
mountain. My Da lives three miles downriver. That’s where I was
coming from when the beast attacked me.” This was good. It would
explain my footsteps to this point. “Maybe I should backtrack?”

I looked over his shoulder in the direction Luke had run in with
a hopeful expression. My trap was laid. Naturally he would report
my Da’s cabin back and they would go check it out. They would
expect Luke to look for food since they had interrupted him, and a
place to hide. Luke would manage to give them the slip again, and
they would look in the next logical place. My Da would give them
the run around as he always did when the authorities came knocking
with descriptions of blue monsters and missing persons, and they
would assume Luke had moved on again.

The boy looked panicked. “No. You shouldn’t go that way. Carry
on home, miss.”

I let him go slowly, with false reluctance. “Well, if you’re
sure it’s safe.” I blinked a few times owlishly. “Hey, do you think
you could take me home… ?”

He blinked. “Bobby. Bobby Cartwright.” It was said hesitantly as
if he was not used to people asking his name.

I smiled at him and it was genuine. He beamed back and I noted
he had a gap between his two front teeth. How cute. “Evangeline. So
could you, Bobby? Could you take me home?”

He looked like he wanted to say yes and he opened his mouth, but
from the corner of my eye I saw his superior spin round and wave
his hands madly, shaking his head.

I grabbed his hand again and smiled tremulously. “It would be so
nice to have an escort of such heroic and strong men to accompany
me home.”

I clung to him leaning all my weight and let all my limbs drag
heavily as if I was feeble. I may have been laying it on a bit
thick but I hadn’t had this much fun in years.

“Ah, sorry, but no. We really must push on. I’m sure you will be
fine if you just follow your usual path home.”

I breathed in deeply and my lip quivered before I gave him a
confident look to show how wonderfully brave I was being. “Alright.
I understand.” Stepping away I waved at the other masked man
jovially then back at Bobby. “Thank you again. And good luck.”

I gave the woods around me a long frightened look then started
up towards my cabin at a brisk pace, finally letting an evil grin
stretch across my face. Once I was over this hillock I would pick
up the pace then travel in a wide arc and follow after Luke.

That couldn’t have been more perfect.

 

Luke

 

It couldn’t have been more fucked up. Clinging to the tree
branch like a moron, I kept my body rigid as the two men passed
down below then stopped at the edge of the cliff.

“The tracks stop here. You think he jumped off?”

They both leaned over then looked at each other. Easing back
they scratched their heads.

“That’s got to be an eighty foot drop, right there,” one said
after a baffled pause. “From three metres a fall becomes fatal. If
you fall and fracture your spine, cutting off the blood flow to
your heart, you’re finished. Unless you get lucky and land on your
side or reach terminal velocity … but the fall isn’t high enough
for that. No, no man could walk away from that fall.”

The other one spat and thumbed his nose. “But he’s not a man.
He’s a beast. He just looks human right now.”

The one with half a brain sighed. “You want to abseil down to
check it out, or head back and meet up with the others to use the
snowmobiles?”

“We need to at least try and pick up the trail again. We’ll make
it fast. It’ll only take five minutes to set up, fifteen to climb
down, and another ten to scout around. An hour before we’re back up
here max. At least then we can tell Cartwright we tried everything
we could.”

“Alright.”

The men went about setting up their gear and I gritted my teeth.
My muscles screamed at me to let go, but if I did I risked these
assholes calling to their comrades, and that would be bad. Yes,
Evangeline should have made it home by now and would be out of
harm’s way, but still I didn’t want to risk it. I didn’t hear a
commotion behind me after I’d led them away so I could only hope
she didn’t do anything foolish.

 Women often did foolish things. Let themselves be ruled by
their hormones. It was worse with Wendigas as often their strength
allowed them to get out of patchy scrapes by the skin of their
teeth making them even more reckless the next time around. They
always thought they were so clever until their own cleverness
turned around to bite them in the ass.

I took a pleasant interlude of imagining myself nibbling on
Evangeline’s ass. I added it to my to-do-list.

The soft grunting and creak of a taut rope turned my attention
back to the two men. They dug their pickaxes securely into the rock
and fastened harnesses and buckles to it so they could trek down
the side of the mountain.

I let my hands loosen their hold and flipped over to land softly
on the powdered snow. The impact jarred my knees, but I’d
experienced worse and shook it off, straightening.

Walking over to the axes buried in the ice I pondered what I
should do. I was a hunter, a predator, not a murderer. I killed men
to survive not for recreation. But I couldn’t let them come back up
and see I’d been here. They’d follow me back to her. Scrubbing a
hand over my head then smoothing my shag of hair back I let my
hands cover my face before rubbing my chin in irritation. All of
this bullshit did nothing else but prove I had little choice when
it came to whether I stayed or left. I had to leave. Evangeline was
in danger the longer I stayed. The more distance I put between us
the better. No doubt the minx would be happy to see the back of me.
Blowing out a short breath I hung my head. I had to be honest with
myself. I was running out of places to hide. Cartwright would never
give up. Not until I was dead – or he was. Hunting him
never worked; I could never get close enough.

I couldn’t go back to Canada or venture anywhere else in the
States without risking bumping into a Wendigo who would have no
choice but to engage in battle to try and kill me on sight. It was
the way of things and I didn’t want some young boy to lose his life
for nothing to try to appease a bunch of stuffy old men who called
themselves ‘Elders’.

Passing through Europe again would be dumb and I had no desire
to go stomping across Russia. That left Africa and damn, was it hot
over there. The sun was relentless. I’d die. Simple. The
heat would be too much for my body to handle, and calling storms to
such a parched land would be like waving a red flag at a raging
bull.

I was back at square one. Should I just stay here? Try to kill
Cartwright again and hope for the best? How would I keep Evangeline
safe? I could see, though she tried to act disinterested, that she
was concerned for my welfare and would want to help. Hell, even if
it just meant getting these bastards off her mountain she would
help.

I placed my boot on one of the axes to get my aim right then
pulled my foot back. Murder, such an ugly thing. All the reasons
why I should do it came to mind and I started to sweat:
uncomfortable with the internal struggle inside me.

A small boot sailed past mine and crashed into the axe, jolting
it out of the snow. Shock was replaced with horror then more shock.
The rope went lax and it plummeted off the cliff face as a man’s
scream cut through the forest and ended with a loud thump. There
was a loud cursing and the second rope started to shake wildly.
Evangeline moved to the side and swung her other foot back.

I grabbed her arm and she paused. “What are you doing?” I
hissed, my eyes roving the trees to make sure no one heard the
screams.

“The others are on their way to my Da’s cabin. They’ll be too
far away and deep into the woods to hear.” Her foot cranked back
again. “We don’t have a choice.”

I shook her. “You don’t have to do this for me.”

She pinned me with a look that bordered on desperate. “I already
have.” Her foot swung forward and the axe flipped out of the snow
and disappeared over the ledge. There was no scream this time. “For
the love of… .” She skipped to the ledge to look over and jerked
back when a gunshot cracked the air. She made a sound of
frustration. “Since you decided to wage an internal monologue that
could give War and Peace a run for its money, he made it to the
bottom.”

I peeked over the ledge to see the black figure sprinting across
the flat and white expanse of snow. About two miles ahead the
forest started again.

“He’ll follow the edge of the river to keep him in a straight
line. It’ll take him twenty minutes in a flat run to reach those
trees for cover.” She was already turning her back to the ledge.
“By then he’ll be exhausted from the cold and the physical
exertion. It’ll take him at least three hours to double back and
pick up the path to my Da’s cabin, or four if he’s going to their
base camp.”

I tilted my head at her. “How do you know where the base camp
is?”

She gave me a cool look. “These are my mountains.”

“Cute. How do you know?”

She rolled her eyes. “They have snowmobiles, heavy equipment,
and they know this area is prone to sudden and violent storms. They
would need somewhere enclosed, easily accessible, yet easy to
defend. There is a half-mile wide alcove in the Southern pass that
is secluded but would fulfill all these things. Your guys seem to
know what they’re about so logically they must have set up camp
there.”

“You seem awfully sure.”

She shrugged. “I’m never wrong. Now are you going to keep
yammering on or are we going to climb down and catch this guy?”

I leaned over the cliff again and blanched, this time unable to
slickly hide the wave of vertigo that threatened to pull me under
and make me black out.

“Fuck him,” I said casually.

She stared at me. “Climb down the cliff.”

I swallowed. “Why don’t we just–”

She cocked her head and a slow, evil smile tugged the edges of
that gorgeous mouth up. “You’re afraid of heights, aren’t you?”

I winced. “Afraid is a strong word. Let’s try adverse
to or wary of… ”

“Heaven help me. Is that why you didn’t head back to the caves?
Do you want to try closing your eyes and jumping it?”

I eyeballed her. “It’s an eighty foot drop and we are in human
form. Admittedly, my life is drawing to an end but I had hoped my
death would be somewhat more honorable than going splat on a sheet
of ice.”

Her shoulders jerked again. “I managed a similar fall mid shift
when I was fifteen. We might survive it as humans though I’d rather
not try. But if you can’t manage the decent–”

I grabbed her and brought my mouth down on hers to shut her up.
The woman drove me mad. I pushed my tongue into her mouth and
lapped up the sharp and crisp taste of her. My hand wound into her
silky hair until my fingers found her scalp and I massaged it
gently.

She groaned and pushed herself into me. Her hands gripped the
pleated fabric of the kilt into bunches and tugged roughly.

Mindless, I grabbed her ass and hauled her up so she could lock
her legs around my waist and grind herself onto me. She liked it
like this and that turned me on. I broke away from her mouth to
graze my teeth against the hollow of her neck and licked her pulse
point. She bucked and I stepped forward to accommodate the shift in
weight but my foot dangled in the air.

Evangeline squealed and tried to throw herself forward but she
had nothing to grab for or hold onto. Her white-blonde hair
billowed around us as we shunted forward and went from being
vertical to horizontal.

All I saw was a blanket of white as we pitched over: falling
head first off the cliff edge.

 










Chapter 8

 


My body locked up as the air whistled past my head. Vaguely, I
felt Evangeline grab my hands and pull my arms up so they were
straight. Then impact. My fists smashed through ice and I felt the
surface give under my weight. Razors slashed at my hands and skin
before icy water enveloped me.

Fuck the cold water, my mind was still up on the cliff edge. The
god damned fucking high, high cliff edge.

Evangeline had ideas other than becoming mindless with fear. She
kicked her legs and kept her hands in mine. At first I was unable
to move and so we sank further into the freezing water. My hands
went lax, but she didn’t let me go. Her grip tightened and she
yanked me a few times before a slow moving knee connected with my
groin.

My eyes stung and the muted pain was enough to snap me back into
myself. I was no longer falling to my death from a height, it was
done, we were in water and we would drown trapped under the ice if
we didn’t move. My woodland goddess would die in the crushing dark
if I didn’t move. With a powerful kick of my legs I followed her
lead and we both kicked up.

I briefly felt awe as I remembered Evangeline had pulled my
unconscious and water logged Wendigo out of the water the night
before. Even in beast form that had to have been difficult.

By the time we broke the surface my limbs were stiff and
uncoordinated. I trembled so hard the still waters thrashed as if
rapids. Not from the cold; from the aftershock of fear. We both
used our fingernails to scratch at the ice. Luckily it was was thin
and so the surface was not out of reach. Soaking wet, we panted and
groaned as we felt our shredded arms stinging. Being human sucked.
As a Wendigo I would have healed by now.

Evangeline was already up and stalking over to me. Up on my
knees I opened my arms to her with a smile, seeking comfort.

Her left fist connected with my jaw and I flew backward and
smacked my head hard.

Looking up at the clear blue sky in wonder, I tracked the little
sparkles with my eyes and wondered why I had never noticed them
before. Ah, right. I was ‘seeing stars’. Lurching up I steadied
myself. I froze. There was a sodden heap of clothes on the ground
before me. Even as I stared, a wet jumper smacked me in the face. I
dragged it off and my gaze wandered until I came across huge feet,
bare legs, ample hips, a flat stomach, and perky tits. I sucked in
a breath when I reached Evangeline’s face. Her body glistened
damply and she wrung out her hair then shook it wildly.

“What –” my voice was a rasp so I swallowed loudly and tried
again. “What are you doing?”

She glared at me, unconcerned with her nakedness. I watched her
back and her nipples hardened. Damn, didn’t she just look sexy?
Maybe if I crawled on my hands and knees and begged her to let me
inside her she would.

“Wet clothes will slow us down,” she said. “Strip.” She flicked
her hair over her shoulder, crossed her arms over her chest
covering those marvelous breasts, and waited.

Feeling oddly reluctant, I shook my head, and tried to shove my
hands into my front pockets. Impossible, since I was wearing a
fucking skirt.

Gritting her teeth, she pulled her hair over her shoulder and
yanked on it. Taking a deep breath she set her hands on her hips
and my cock did a little jump. She looked so good: eyes slitted and
face twisted in a scowl.

“Listen, dumbass. Your body thrives in the cold and your blood
will get colder, not warmer. The warmth from your skin won’t dry
the fabric and so your clothes will ice over. We have to move fast
and we don’t have time to keep stopping so you can snap icicles off
yourself.”

I shrugged. She made sense but I really did not trust myself to
be naked next to her right then. “Unless you want me to mount you
like a randy stag, my clothes stay on.”

Snarling at me she held up her palm and pushed it out as if
pushing me away. “Whatever. Just keep up.”

Was she mad at me? I shook my head. Of course she was pissed.
I’d thrown us off a cliff into a frozen river. Again. It’s not like
it was completely my fault. She had jumped on me and though I would
be more than happy to oblige a repeat with a happy ending she was
being all prickly.

She started off at a swift pace that had me admiring how fit her
human body was. Our Wendigo forms were always in perfect shape. It
was genetics. But our human bodies often lacked proper cardio and
weight training.

Evangeline didn’t seem to have that problem. She jogged a few
paces ahead of me, and wasn’t that distracting. She was dazzling.
All lean and strong whilst keeping the softness and grace of a
female. Her blonde-white hair swished behind her as she moved,
brushing the middle of her back and billowing out when she sped up
or slowed suddenly to follow the trail. She was good. I would have
had to move much slower in human form to follow the man through
this environment without making a mistake.

It was a twig gouging the sole of my foot that managed to tear
my gaze away from that perfect ass. Cursing, I stopped and checked
out my wound, then sent her a pouty look.

With a noise of impatience she stomped back over to me and put
her hands on my waist. The sudden change in her demeanour was
unexpected but not unwelcome. Females were like that. Unexpected.
They did the thing you least anticipated when it suited them and
them alone. Admittedly I tensed, wary, waiting for her to lash out
or deliver some other form of punishment. She was a mean thing, my
woodland goddess.

Her wide grey eyes looked up at me and twinkled with humour. My
own lips twitched and I arched my eyebrow at her curiously.

Her face was grave when she said, “You deserved that punch.”

I snorted and indulged myself by trawling my hands through her
soft, flower-scented hair. “Did I say anything otherwise?”

“That is the second time I’ve been in that river in two days and
I’m not a fan of swimming. Lucky for you I was in human form.” She
sent me a sly look. “I fear my Wendiga would have simply ripped
your head off this time.”

I winced, sensing she really wasn’t joking. Her Wendiga could
tear my ass up if she wanted, and not in a good way. “You’re
distracting. You muddle me.”

She sighed and went up on her tiptoes to press a kiss to my
mouth. “I know the feeling,” she murmured. “But I apologize for
hitting you. It was cruel of me. Are you alright?”

She sounded genuinely concerned and it made my chest hurt. I
rubbed a hand over it absentmindedly wondering why I felt so
lightheaded and my chest heavy. “It could have been worse. I never
would have set a toe down that cliff face, so falling off it was
probably best.”

She pinched my ass. “Well, the next time you want to do
something so dumb, avoid dragging me with you.”

I chuckled. “The idea of dragging you everywhere with me sounds
pretty good actually.”

She smiled and ran her fingers over my chest playfully, missing
the expression on my face. I froze and looked down on her in a new
light. If I were to take her with me she’d always be there: her
unique lemon scent and beautiful pale skin; her white hair that
felt like silk; and her waspy waist that my hands slid around now
with such ease, like I’d been doing it for decades not days.

Would she come with me if I asked her? Could I dare to dream
such a thing?

I opened my mouth, but closed it again when she rubbed her face
on my chest then hissed when her hands wandered under the kilt and
grabbed my already stiffening cock.

“Rubbing myself over you would be so much nicer if you wore no
clothes,” she murmured and pressed a kiss to my chin. “Don’t you
agree?”

In five seconds flat I pushed her away, whipped the top over my
head, and was struggling with the pin and clasp on the kilt. She
laughed and jumped on me, sending me falling back. Another habit of
hers I was fast coming to love. She was so playful and carefree at
times and it warmed my heart.

My hands grabbed that fabulous ass and squeezed. “What about the
hunter?” I asked burying my nose in her hair.

She reached back to grip my hands, interlacing our fingers and
rocked her pelvis. I gritted my teeth. “Call a storm with me?” Her
words were muffled since she pressed kisses to my upper chest.
“It’ll get rid of the hunter then I can have you inside me without
worrying.” She shifted and poised herself over me, sliding my tip
against her core and sighing in that throaty way I loved.

The Shaman in me flinched at the idea. We’d played with the
weather enough. With a groan I pulled myself from her and jumped
up. I held out a hand to help her up. “Let’s go back to your
cabin.”

She ignored my offered hand and stood by herself. “The weather
will hold if we call a storm to slow him down. It might even kill
him if we’re lucky.”

My hand dropped and I took her by the shoulders. “You refuse to
feed your Wendiga, yet you have no problem killing men as a
human?”

Shrugging me off she placed her hands on her hips and glared.
“Of course I have a problem with it. But it needs to be done. I
cherish life, but these men are not innocent backpackers or lost
tourists. These are hunters who would just as soon shoot me in the
head if they knew what I was. This is survival. There is a
difference.”

“But it’s not your own survival you’re fighting for. It’s
mine.”

Her face became wary. She stepped away. “We should start
tracking him if we’re not going to call a storm.”

Oh no she didn’t. I reached for her but she backed away, eyes
wide and terrified. “Stop avoiding me.”

She lifted her chin and looked at me through her lashes. “What a
stupid thing to say. I’m right here.”

I grabbed her arm and yanked her into me. Looking deep into her
eyes I tried to hold her gaze. When it fell I slipped a finger
under her chin and tipped her head up until she looked at me. “Stop
avoiding me,” I repeated, knowing she knew exactly what I
meant.

There was defiance in her countenance, but the longer I held her
the more it slipped away. Bottom lip trembling in a rare display of
vulnerability her face fell into a blank mask. Her eyes darkened
even as the first tear welled in her eye and slipped down her
cheek.

 

 


Evangeline

 

I couldn’t breathe. “How do you stand it? The constant hunger
and … fear,” I asked quietly, willing my tears to cease.

“I fear nothing.”

I sent Luke a level look through my tear-spiked lashes.
“Everybody fears something. Everybody.”

“What are you frightened of?” There was a significant pause.
“Your father’s cane?”

I snorted and rubbed the back of my hand over my eyes. “No. He
doesn’t scare me.”

“Are you frightened of us and what we mean to each other?”

Sighing, I twiddled the end of my hair then pulled it all over
my shoulder to run my fingers through it. Didn’t he see that we
were wraiths? Twisted, evil things bolstering the foundations of
waking nightmares. We couldn’t truly love another. It wasn’t in our
nature. But every time I looked into his eyes something inside me
started screaming in joy. Bliss trilled through my limbs and my
heart took flight. The longer I was with him the worse it got. I
wanted to protect him, above all others.

Was this normal? Was the Wendiga somehow taking over my human
form as well? The thought was enough to terrorise me into complete
stillness.

Luke’s grip on my arm tightened, he pulled me forward and tipped
my chin up with his other hand.

His glacial eyes bored into mine and swept me away. “Listen to
me carefully, sweetheart. I was born this way. So were you. There
is nothing that can take away what we are.” He lowered his lips to
mine and whispered against my lips. “So stop bitching and enjoy
it.”

He kissed me and the whole world fell away. There was nothing
remotely submissive or accepting in this kiss. It was a bold-faced
challenge. Pushing him back with my body, I accepted him and dared
him to take more. His tongue battled with mine and he clutched my
face. I let his hands trail down my neck and over my shoulders
before wrapping around my upper arms. I gasped loudly when his
mouth wrenched from mine and he fell to his knees. He kissed my
navel and touched me in just the right spot. I shuddered and would
have buckled but he hooked one of my legs over his shoulder and
clamped his hands on my hips.

His tongue swirled around my wetness before darting inside me
and I whimpered, grasped handfuls of his hair, and pulled him away.
Pushing him over, I straddled him and he let me hold onto his
wrists as I lowered myself onto his rigid shaft, keeping eye
contact the entire journey down. The sting was there, but I barely
felt it. I wanted more, needed more, and no small thing
like never having been this intimate with a man before was going to
stop me from taking my pleasure. I’d waited too long, and Luke was
simply the perfect choice. I could lie and say his flesh
penetrating mine was the most heart wrenching experience of my
life, and that I gazed into his eyes lovingly, but then I’d have to
go to confession because the truth was I could barely form a
coherent thought other than the loud chanting of, “Yes, yes, fuck,
yes!” And that was probably best because the need was so acute it
bordered on pain. I doubted anything I said would have been at all
ladylike. The only cure for my madness was him, him deep
inside me. His expression was fierce, focused, as I sank down onto
him. Sheathing him completely I rocked so I was impaled to the
hilt. Pausing mid grind, I shuddered then finished the roll of my
hips in one slow stroke. I bit my lip as his head fell back and he
groaned. I threw my head back and rode him, gradually picking up
speed. I liked this, the sense of control and dominance. My thighs
clenched and with every grind I increased the pace, feeling my body
dragging on him as he slipped in and out of my flesh.

It felt so good I slammed myself down and stopped again, keeping
myself pressed into him so my nub was rubbing against him. I
clenched, feeling him swell even bigger inside me I squeezed my
inner muscles even tighter. Making a half choked sound, he swore
and rolled us over so he loomed over me. Still inside me, he pulled
my leg up and hooked it over his shoulder. He kissed my calf then
thrust forward, sinking further into me, and I arched off the
floor. There was something sinful and decadent in laying sprawled
in the snow in the daylight being pounded into by a man who knew
how to respond to every gasp from my lips, every shift of my
pelvis.

I leaned up and licked his jaw. The wild taste of him had my
stomach contracting painfully. Suddenly, I battled the carnal and
almost irresistible urge to sink my teeth into him. Shame cut into
the passion and I felt my face and heart sink at my own
wickedness.

“Yes,” he rasped and mashed his lips against mine, sucked my
tongue into his mouth. “Bite me. Shift with me.”

He pulled back to grind deeper and sank his teeth into swell of
my breast. Pleasure radiated from the bite and he closed his entire
mouth around my nipple and sucked. My eyes pressed closed at the
sensation that rolled across my chest from the spot and I squirmed.
His hand cupped the nape of my neck and pulled my head up to his
chest, pressing gently, urging.

This was okay? I could do this and not hurt him? The realisation
he could take what I dished out had a new intensity surging through
me and lighting every pore of my being with need and hope.

A brief rub with my lips at his collarbone, the lightest of
touches with the tip of my tongue … then I opened my mouth wide and
sank my teeth into him. My eyes flew open as his blood gushed down
my throat.

Shuddering and growling, Luke thrust forward one last time and I
broke, back arching off the floor and nails digging into his lower
back. As I screamed, the first spasms of the shift ripped through
my body and my spines slammed out. The pain was glorious,
amplifying every sensation to the point of bliss. Luke snarled
above me: pupils dilating, body convulsing, and his canines
descending into twin sabers. He was still hard and inside of me,
hips bucking. I scratched at his back and thrashed my head – the
assault of feeling too much to control. I shifted fully first and
pushed him off me. His own change completed as he sailed through
the air and by the time his paws hit the floor he was the menacing
Wendigo I remembered; except now I was in beast form too.

Luke was huge, at least nine feet tall, and was built. Bands of
muscle bulged across his pectorals and abs. His waist wasn’t as
narrow as mine and was less feminine. Nothing about him was
womanly. He was one long hard slab of muscle. His skin tone was
warmer than mine and a beautiful blend of deep blue and mottled
indigo. His hair seemed even darker and his eyes were inky puddles
of curiosity. His paws were huge, even with his heels lifted off
the floor. Two of my prints could fit into his. He paced forward,
the sharp black claws on his hands flexing. He circled me and
rubbed himself into my back. His tongue snaked out to slide over
the pulse point on my neck. His Wendigo was coming forward making
his movements wilder and more intuitive. I pushed him away, my nose
stuck up in the air. He tried to touch me and I snarled and batted
his hand away. He bristled, but backed away. Satisfied he got the
message, I sniffed then breathed in and my head snapped round.

Blood. I smelt blood and fear. My stomach rumbled like thunder
and my mouth watered. Hungry.

The Wendigo waited for me to take the lead – years of Clan life
guiding his actions. What really irked me was that even now I could
see and sense Luke behind this Wendigo in the way he looked at me,
cocked his head, and leaned back on his heel. Even his facial
expressions were Luke’s. He was still there, present even
though his Wendigo was free.

I got irritated with my own beast that screamed at me to let her
out. I shook my head. Not yet. The Wendiga couldn’t take over yet.
I wasn’t ready.

I picked up the trail in moments. My nostrils flared and the
smell of sweat and fear saturated the air and was like an arrow to
our quarry. My heart started to pound and my mouth dried. My
stomach contracted painfully and I shifted on the spot,
short-tempered. I clung on mentally, clutching onto my human
thoughts by proverbial fingernails.

My Wendiga growled in disapproval and repeatedly slammed at the
door, demanding to be let free.

Luke brushed up against me again and his claws raked across my
hip, drawing blood, but my skin healed over instantly. He sniffed
at my neck and his tongue lapped at my shoulder. It seemed he liked
licking me.

I snarled and snapped at him again warning him to take it easy.
He rumbled and it was almost a laugh.

My nostrils flared as I scented the fear again and I slinked
forward, no longer caring that I was falling into that hazy place
where I had no control. We needed to deal with this threat, and I
needed to feed.

Luke bolted in front of me, hot on the trail, and for a moment I
stood stunned as he blazed passed, flowing across the land as if he
owned it. I waited for the rage and possession to flood over me
from this invading Wendigo thinking he could lead the chase on my
land, my territory. But there was nothing but excitement and the
urge to play. My Wendiga was happy he was here and wanted to follow
after him. Obliging her, I started after him. I’d been running less
than a mile – following the scent of death and storms – before
I came across Luke already on our prey, holding him down by the
throat.

With a low growl I cocked my head at him, wondering why he had
stopped. He beckoned to me with a jerk of his head and a low
purr.

The man on the floor writhed and cried out pitifully – acting
just like the wounded victim he was – and it shredded the last of
my control.

Blood pounded through my veins and my vision blinkered. I was
sucked backward and pulled under even as something wild and
ferocious pushed past and clambered up. My Wendiga ripped down the
door that I was no longer holding closed and flooded my senses.

My world became chaos. Screams. Blood. Terror. It was
intoxicating. It was always this way and I only got a vague sense
of satisfaction as my Wendiga prowled around playing her sick and
twisted games. I was trapped in my own body, a slave to her beastly
nature. Forced to endure her cruelty and malice, to feel the after
effects of her bloody sport, in the hidden corner of my mind I was
bound to.

Something shifted suddenly as I saw a glint of light in the
darkness. Someone called my name, firm and commanding. Luke? There!
My name was called again, but fainter this time. I lurched forward
into the light, panicked that it would be smothered and I would be
alone in the dark. Already it flickered as the Wendiga tried to
snuff it out so she could rein more terror upon the world.

Anger zinged through me. Luke was mine and he was
calling to me. I would answer and she would not stop me.

I reached the light and clasped it in both hands. I brought it
to cover my heart and blinked slowly as it warmed me and a sense of
inner peace washed over me.

The darkness melted away to leave the failing daylight and the
forest – my forest. My mountain. Home. The only home I’d ever
known. Safety. I opened my hands and looked down on my claws, my
pale blue palms.

The man beneath my taloned feet cried out, face terrified, and
the manic glee that trilled through me was enough to have me
howling at the sky. Christ, she’d made a mess of him. Enough, he’d
had enough. I leaned my weight down and his spine snapped, his body
going limp. He gurgled, blood sputtering from his gaping mouth. He
shuddered and was still.

Luke hovered nearby, not intruding upon my blood bath since I
paced the space, feral and twitching. He recognized a superior
predator when he saw one. I felt invincible, untouchable in Wendiga
form. A force of nature none could withstand. I would have been
happy to remain in this form forever, but the beast was sated.

My skin rippled, tightening around my limbs as my spines
retracted. My feet, hands, and waist melted into normal human
proportions rather than the elongated perversion of the Wendiga. My
mouth plumped, flesh spreading across lean bones to leave me
feeling pudgy and heavy. Quivering from the pain, I twitched and
stared at the carcass beneath me, bewildered. In Wendiga form it
had been food. Now it was a disemboweled man missing various
organs, patches of skin, and chunks of flesh. I retched but forced
myself to hold it down. If I vomited I would become too hungry to
keep the beast at bay.

I could taste the dead man in my mouth. I wiped aware the gore,
heaving when it smeared thickly over the back of my hand, pushing
the salty scent deep into my nose that even now smelt glorious.

There was the sound of my raspy breath and the rushing river. I
stumbled over to the water’s edge and thrust my hands into the
clear liquid: watching streaks of red lighten to pink as it washed
away a life. I scooped up the water and flung it at my face,
gasping as the coldness shrunk my pores and ran down my chest,
freezing me. Leaning over I wiped my chin and lips and swilled the
water in my mouth until I could only taste myself. But my
hands. They were still dirty – covered with a bright
splash of colour – haunting me with what I had done. Fingers back
in the water and spread into a fan so the cold could seep into the
edges, I waved them about madly not understanding why I could not
get rid of the disgusting reminder.

There was a soft footfall, a crunch, and shift of hard packed
snow behind me. I sprang up, heart beating fast, eyes wide with
guilt.

Luke stood naked as the day he was born, human again. He too was
drenched in blood, but rather than half mad with guilt, he looked
strong, healthy, and at peace.

“What are you doing?” His voice was even but I heard the strain
of concern.

The fear receded to leave an echo of self-loathing. At
least he was not going to beat me or burn a cross into my
arm.

At this selfish thought I crouched back down and scrubbed at my
hands, already burning and red raw. “It won’t come off,” I babbled.
“All this cleansing water and it won’t come off. Maybe I need….” I
grabbed a handful of icy snow and rubbed my palms together, feeling
better with each skin-tearing scrape. I embraced the pain. I should
be hurt for I was evil, you see. I needed to be cleansed of the
darkness that tainted me.

My hands were scarlet, dripping. Blood. Always was I covered in
blood and wallowing in death.

Luke came up behind me and knelt down to place his hands on my
wrists to stop my furious scrubbing. “Calm, now.” He slid his hands
over mine, helping me wash away the guilt and shame.

And then there was the first pang of hunger. Scrunching my eyes
shut I sent up a quick prayer that it would stop. Another deeper
pang ripped across my middle. Never did the hunger rest and never
did it allow peace.

He rubbed his cheek on my shoulder. “There, isn’t that better,
sweetheart?”

I was a monster. A flesh-eating demon possessed by an evil
spirit. What a ridiculous question.

I jerked up, wiped my icy hands on my bare hips and walked away
back toward my cabin.

It was sad. The man had made it so far only to be taken down at
the last hurdle.

The trees towered above, dark and waxy branches rigid. They
seemed to condemn me, lean over as if to spear me on pointed
boughs. The snow crunched underfoot and unsteady breaths gushed
from my wet lips in plumes of warm vapor, visible even in the fog
creeping through the forest below the sunset. It was beautiful, the
honey gold sky, white hills, and green forest. Why did a beast like
me get to live in such splendor? Should I not be in a dank cave
somewhere, in rags, gnawing on long dry bones? Why did I get to
stay here in this snowy heaven? Monsters should not walk the
daylight. We should cower in the dark.

Luke walked quietly a step behind me sensing words would not
comfort me. Touch would not comfort me.

As I stalked back I saw my own paw prints, lightly dusted over
with fallen snowflakes. Luke’s larger paws were close beside mine,
weaving in and out lazily. Even our scents were entwined in the
crisp air.

Sometime later, inside my cabin I walked over to the radiator
and shackled my ankle. The key was already in the lock so I turned
and hurled it out the wide flung window. I didn’t bother to turn on
the lights or close the door. I ignored the blankets on the bed and
curled into a ball on my side, my chain clinking as I did. I wanted
no comfort. Everything had to be cold, stark, and uncomfortable to
the point of pain. When I was shivering, my teeth chattering, and
the air I dragged into my lungs cold enough to burn, only then did
I close my eyes tightly, praying to God that the Devil would claim
me and I wouldn’t wake up.










Chapter 9

 


Luke

 

What the fuck did I do? How did I make her feel better when I
didn’t understand what was truly wrong? Damn. No wonder she was so
weird about her Wendiga. I had no idea it was that bad. The two
were almost completely separate; two consciousnesses fighting over
the same body. Evangeline literally lost herself when she shifted.
She was forced into a corner of her own mind, and worse, her beast
was allowed to roam free, unchecked, unfettered, and totally
feral.

What she had done to that man was … brutal. Yes, the
Wendigo race was violent and predatory, but what I had just
witnessed….

Did she know it didn’t have to be like this?

Her chest rose and fell in a steady rhythm, but I knew she was
awake. Her body was curled too tightly, her face too strained to be
in the relaxing embrace of sleep.

Crawling to stretch out on the bed beside her, I refrained from
touching her since she scooted away from me.

After a long uncomfortable silence I asked, “That is why you
limit your shift?” I cleared my throat, still unable to fully
comprehend the monster that had been unleashed from within this
gentle woman – who in one look had ripped out my heart and was
carrying it strapped to her heel. She said nothing. I tried again.
“Why have you not embraced your Wendiga? It looked as if she was
fully in control out there … no one to guide her and to force her
to show mercy to the prey. If you did, the hunt wouldn’t be that,
err, vicious.”

She buried her head deeper into the crook of her arm. I took a
deep breath. Maybe I was doing this wrong. Possibly she felt
ashamed for revealing this side of herself?

Once again, everything I felt was swamped in awe. She had held
her Wendiga at bay when she had first met me. I had no doubt had
she not I would be dead, as would Cartwright’s entire assemblage.
When she had broken into the clearing and I’d glimpsed the hazy,
glazed look in her eye, I’d been excited. My scent still clung to
her powerful body and I could see her attraction to me, even in
beast form. She looked fucking incredible. Tall, strong, and
glorious as her hair tossed in the wind and wrapped around her
svelte shape. Then her face had clouded over and her eyes had
deadened before lighting with a mad heat that had me checking
myself. She’d sniffed me out then bounded over. Immediately I’d
released the prey and backed off, knowing I was no longer dealing
with my woodland goddess but a feral creature that would see no
issue in ripping my head off. She’d all but ignored me and
proceeded to gleefully tear the man limb from limb. He was already
wounded and bloodied from my own chase, but she eviscerated
him yet managed to keep him alive. That alone was enough to
boggle the mind and suggested she had done this before, and
frequently. Unable to help myself I had called to her, to
Evangeline, needing her to take control again. When the Wendiga was
done she would turn to me and it would not be for comfort, more
like pudding.

Now, she was shrouded in guilt and despair. She trembled but
quickly brought it under control. Her emotions had to be tearing
her to pieces for the cold to affect her. I reached to touch her
but my hand dropped knowing the feeble gesture was likely to just
piss her off. I needed to be careful, measure how far I pushed her.
Would she ever be able to trust me enough to explain why she and
the Wendiga were so detached? If my sharing would help her share in
turn then I would without question. Would that help her open up to
me?

Bracing myself for what was to come, I did touch her this time,
a gentle stroke that traced the smooth groove of her waist. “You
haven’t asked me why those men are hunting me.” No response. I
rested my hand on her shoulder and pulled it until she fell onto
her back, hair spilling across the pillow like a glistening wave.
“Why? Why did you save me? You could have killed me or left my body
for the hunters. You could have brought me back here and
interrogated me. Instead you defend me, fight off my attackers, put
a roof over my head, and nurse me back to health. You give me your
body, your affection….”

She tried to roll away but I twisted and pinned her beneath me
so she had to face me. She hesitated before letting her arms wrap
around my back and sliding her legs around my waist, locking onto
me. I growled and rocked my hips against her, feeling her welcome
me. Her fingers played with my spine and I nestled into the crook
of her shoulder, breathing in her addictive lemon scent.

“I don’t know,” she muttered. Her expression was frank and
tired. “There wasn’t even the instinct to kill you. Not like
normal.” Her brows furrowed. “I wanted you and I claimed you.
Simple.”

“Simple?” I chuckled. ‘You think what is happening here is
simple?”

Sensing my aim was to complicate everything she stiffened and
tried to pull away. She even managed to shoot me a brief smile,
knowing I’d caught the flash of panic flitting across her face
before it was ruthlessly crushed by a bland expression. Did she
know her eyes transmitted her every thought? Did she realise when I
said the words her fingers laced around my wrist to anchor me to
her in case I tried to run.

My grip on her tightened as my own panic made my heart beat like
a drum over hers. I didn’t want to run from her, but the past was a
chokehold I would never be free of unless innocent men….

Sliding my hand into one of hers I interlaced our fingers and
slid down her body to rest my torso between her hips. Her breathing
sped up and I ignored my own surge of lust. It was time we moved
past the silly games and defensive tactics. If we only had a little
time with each other I wanted it to be perfect. And it would have
been if she weren’t chained up like a fucking rabid dog. Grumbling,
I lurched up and left the cabin. It didn’t take me long to find the
small, rusty key. After all she’d thrown it out the window and
women more often that not didn’t have the strongest throwing arm.
Back inside I unshackled her, pushed the chain away with a roll of
my eyes, and settled back down, grumbling some more.

“How about we make this easy?” I suggested. “I tell you some of
my history, and you tell me yours and why it’s holding you back?
It’ll make this whole sharing thing easier, agreed?”

She said nothing and I ducked my head to graze my teeth across
her stomach. Jerking, her lips pressed together, and she kept
trying to tug her hand from mine even as she pushed at my head. I
growled at her and she stilled. I went back to nibbling on her
tummy and smiled when she sighed. I looked up her body into her
beautiful face. She honestly looked frightened, but I wouldn’t back
down, not now. Regaining her confidence, her chin lifted stubbornly
and she shifted her legs trying to knock me off but my bulk kept
her firmly pinned to the bed. Knowing she could not escape me,
huffing, she jerked her shoulders and stared at the ceiling. This
was a victory of epic proportions, and I allowed myself a grin,
which quickly fell. We needed to start talking with our mouths
instead of our bodies.

“I was cast out of my Clan for bringing The People to danger,” I
said with a calm I didn’t feel. I swallowed the lump in my throat.
“I am an Outcast, I can never go home despite the fact I was meant
to be Shaman to my Clan.”

My heart thundered in my chest as I came to terms with the words
I had never said aloud before. There was nothing more important to
a Wendiga than her Clan – her family. It was ingrained in their
genetics. And though Evangeline may become furious she had to know.
I braced myself for the anger to come.

Her gaze slid to mine and there was mainly frustration eased by
a trace of sympathy in her expression.

“I’ve heard life in the Clans is hard,” she said. “There are
lots of rules and it has its own dangers to be wary of.” Her eyes
saddened. “Whatever you’ve done, Luke, I’m certain I have done
worse.”

That was it? That was all she had to say to one outcast by his
Clan? My heart gave one final, painful thud before it tripped and
started again, pounding even harder against my ribcage. She must
have felt it because she smiled. It was quickly snuffed when I
squeezed her hand to signal her turn.

I hated to see such a miserable look on her face, and hated it
even more that I was the one putting it there.

Her mouth parted and nothing came out for a full five seconds
before she spluttered, “My mother abandoned her Clan because she
was being forced to sleep with the males.”

The statement was thrown at me like a bowling ball she’d doused
in kerosene and set on fire. She watched me with a glint of steel
in her eye and a smirk of cruel amusement curling one side of her
pink lips.

“She was not becoming pregnant,” I said simply, picking up the
gauntlet of her challenge. “Rape for resistant Wendigas is not
unheard of.”

Her smug expression faltered. Watching me thoughtfully she
nodded. “They needed a female babe to trade with another Clan for
breeding, but my mother … she wanted the curse of our bloodline to
die.”

Finally, she was talking to me. Pushing my luck I asked, “Where
does the man pretending to be your father fit into all of
this?”

Her head snapped up, eyes blazing. “Care to repeat that?” she
asked icily.

Shit, pushed it too far too soon. “No, wait, it’s my turn again
isn’t it? I became infatuated with a woman. She was so pretty and
nice to me. She didn’t know what I was and it was fun to just hang
out like a normal person. The Clans are so boring. Nothing changes
and they hide from everything.”

Hayley had been a joy to be with – carefree, simple. She never
asked questions, never demanded anything of me, and we’d spent a
whole month pleasuring each other. It was flattering to have a
woman all of my own, and I had thought myself in love with her. I
snorted. With Evangeline beneath me I now knew what I’d felt wasn’t
even close. What happened the day she followed me into the woods
after I’d told her to go home still haunted me. She didn’t deserve
to die so young, but at least it had been quick.

“My Wendigo lost control and I killed her.” I couldn’t quite
hide the sadness in my voice. I cleared my throat. “Her death
brought her family, in particular her father Grahame Cartwright,
down on our heads. You know we guard the secret of what we are
fiercely, and the Chieftain cast me out. It didn’t matter I was to
become the Shaman. The Clan expected Cartwright to hunt me down and
end me.” I made a small noise of derision at the idea. The man
was a champion huntsman, but the lack of faith from my own
people was shaming. “I escaped across the water and came here, for
peace. But he tracked me, hunted me, and … then you saved
me.” My voice took on a note of wonder I didn’t try to
hide. “This wild female in the middle of nowhere, thousands of
miles from any Clan. A Wendiga who not only cares for herself, but
who fights her very nature to preserve human life at her own
expense. Impossible. Unheard of. I thought I was dreaming. But you
are real and here with me.” I stretched to nudge her rigid lips
with my own. “Your turn.”

She had gone bone white and trembled. Her eyes closed and she
bit down hard on her bottom lip. She was quiet for so long I
considered backing out of this heart to heart. She was struggling
and I didn’t want to see her in pain.

“My parents met and fell in love at first sight,” she said so
quietly I had to lean down to hear her. “She told him what she was,
showed how monstrous she was, and still he loved her.” Her
eyes opened as she shook her head at the improbability of such a
thing: for a human to look upon a Wendigo form with love. “They ran
away together, came here to his homeland and they were happy living
in the mountains. But then she fell pregnant with me.” Gathering
courage as she spoke she gave a wobbly smile. “Typical, huh? That
for all those Wendigos who forced themselves on my mother my puny
human father is the one that got her knocked up.”

My brows mashed together and I opened my mouth to correct her.
She sucked in a deep breath, her entire body trembling under the
strain of opening up to me. I snapped my jaw shut. It would be best
for her to finish before I dropped the proverbial bomb. I thought
she had understood when I had said the man was pretending to be her
father.

“She could have ripped me out of her,” Evangeline continued,
eyes faraway and unfocused. “But she couldn’t kill me. I was part
of him, my Da, you see. When I was born she swore that I would
never go back to the Clan. Then one winter, when it was so cold
your eyes would freeze shut if you blinked too long. Mother and I
were out on the mountain range and I–”

Her eyes shot to mine then away again. She blinked rapidly. I
rubbed my face into her stomach, offering silent comfort. Her free
hand wound into my hair and gripped it tightly to hold on like she
was about to be swept away. It hurt, in fact I think a few strands
were ripped from the root, but I would never have asked her to let
go.

“I was … overcome with the Hunger,” she whispered, her voice
cracking. “I attacked a small encampment, two small families on
vacation. I ate a young girl as she wandered into the forest with
her dog.” Sadness radiated from her and she let the tears fall this
time. “I didn’t mean to, I just wanted to get closer to her. I
liked her. The way she looked and moved, the way she
dressed. I wanted to be her. Pretty. With normal golden
blonde hair and brown eyes. A body that was a little too pudgy but
would make some man quite happy one day. When she laughed the air
didn’t still, nor did the animals hush with bated breath. She was
just … normal. I didn’t understand why she fascinated me so much at
the time, and afterward I was so confused at how I could kill
someone I so admired.”

No longer able to remain quiet, I smoothed a hand down her arm.
“When the Hunger takes control it has a habit of twisting things.
Often we confuse all other thoughts and emotions with the need to
eat.”

Scrubbing a hand across her cheek she nodded her acceptance. “I
came to that conclusion myself years ago,” she confessed.

“Then why do you let it choke you? There are only so many tears
you can cry for the dead.” I held back from telling her the guilt
of what I’d done to Hayley had nearly driven me mad.  

She looked away at the words, not bothering to explain herself,
and carried on. “What I didn’t know is that there was a man from an
Ojibwe tribe in the camp.” My gaze shot to hers in alarm and her
head tilted in acknowledgement. “The Hunger was gone and I became
human again. But I just couldn’t bring myself to leave her there.
It was so cold and her body was mauled, broken. So I stayed with
her. The men of the family found me with her, and … Christ, Luke,
it was horrible. Her younger brother fell to his knees screaming.
The father trained his gun on me but was unable to do anything
else. He locked up, trembled wildly, his face white and half mad.”
She shivered, coming back to herself from the memory. “The Ojibwe
looked at me and knew what I was. I looked at him and I knew for
the first time that there would never be any redemption for what I
am and what I have done.”

I cupped her face and peered at her in concern. The Ojibwe
people knew of our race and knew how to hunt us. They were rarely
successful, as the Clans ruthlessly protected their own, but
Outcasts were hunted down with alarming efficiency.

“I couldn’t move and so he told them how to kill me.” I winced.
It was near impossible to kill us in Wendigo form, a silver blade
to cut out our heart then to behead us. As human, however, we were
vulnerable. “I was going to let them,” she confessed in a tiny
voice. She shrugged as if her life was of no consequence. I
squashed my anger, not wanting to interrupt her confession, and
satisfied myself by grinding my teeth. This was costing her and I
needed to let her finish. “I was a monster and I deserved to die.
In that moment I wanted nothing more than to no longer be. I’d
given up. But my mother … she attacked and distracted them. It was
then I woke up to what was happening because they would kill her. I
ran home to get my Da. I couldn’t change and I was emotionally
exhausted. We rushed back there as fast as we could to try and save
her but there … there was nothing left. Just ice and
blood.” Her voice was hollow with grief and her nails dug into my
skin. The pain didn’t claw at me nearly as much as the look in her
eyes. “I lost both my parents that day.”

There was nothing for a long time but the sound of her tearless
sobs and my steady breathing. My mind raced as I watched her mourn
the loss of her mother again. How long ago was all this? If the
Ojibwe were still alive he would have come back for her already,
wouldn’t he? Was she truly safe here? No, that old man was danger
enough and the news of the hunter from the Ojibwe tribe just made
it worse.

In a voice that barely concealed my rage, I said, “Your father
hurts you.”

“My Da is grieving. He looks at me and sees her. He looks at me
and sees death, so don’t you dare judge him.”

Biting back a stream of cusses I satisfied myself by channeling
my anger into her care. My thumbs rubbed over her cheeks, soothing
the skin, and soothing me. “Why did he not leave you then? Why does
he stay to torment himself and you?”

“When I was born my mother made my Da promise to protect me and
to keep me here, hidden, no matter what.” Without realizing it she
had turned her head slightly in the direction I knew his cabin was.
“He is a man of his word. He has kept me safe.”

“When did she die?” I asked softly.

She pulled my hand from her face. “Please stop that. I don’t
want to feel soothed when I speak of her.” She nibbled her lip.
“She died eleven years ago this August.”

I tilted my head, nodded once. “A Clan without a female is a sad
thing.” There was an accusation in my tone I could not help but
voice.

She snorted. “My life is my own. There are other Clans. Our kind
will survive my choice.”

“But not the Clan born of your bloodline. Your
Clan name will die.” It seemed a travesty to me that her beauty
would not be passed on to future generations.

Her shoulders slumped and the legs clamped down on my waist
relaxed. I resisted the urge to sigh in relief. Had she squeezed
any harder there was a chance she would have snapped me in
half.

“You have no right to judge me, Luke. I didn’t want to know
about you and I didn’t want to bring up all this shit about me.”
She pressed her eyes closed. “I just wanted us to be for a
while. No pain, no fear, no shadows of the past sucking the life
from everything. Just us. Why couldn’t you have given me that?”

Letting her legs and arms fall away she slid from beneath me and
I let her. Sitting up she crossed her legs, Asian-style, and
dragged her hair over her shoulder. She worked her hands through it
manically and her grey eyes focused on a spot in the middle
distance. She raked her bottom lip with her top teeth then sucked
one half into her mouth. If she didn’t stop chewing on that sexy
lip soon it would be too sore to kiss. I swept my thumb across it
briefly and a warning flared in my eyes. The lip popped out of her
mouth and she blushed prettily.

She swatted my hand away. “Your emotional problems threaten to
become mine. I can barely cope with my own burdens and now I’m
seriously sitting here considering being overwhelmed with yours. I
can fight, take a silver blade or two to the flesh when the
occasion calls for it, but all of this talk of connection and
sharing our feelings instead of….”

“Fucking,” I offered bluntly.

She flushed a deeper pink right up to her hairline, a waxy rose,
but sent me a defiant look. “Our kind doesn’t forge relationships
that last. You must know this. Why ruin what we have with dreams of
what we never will? Why are you making a big deal about why these
hunters want you? I don’t care, I’ve already decided to help
you.”

“You had to know. You value life and you had to know how I came
to be here.” I reached out to grab her chin. She fought me the
whole way, tugging her head, but I held firm until she stubbornly
met my eyes. “I am predator.” I enunciated the words slowly and
carefully. “And I am not ashamed of it.”

But she was ashamed, and that was the real problem. Evangeline
would never be able to live in the real human world simply because
she had denied her Wendiga and her nature entirely. She would never
be able to live anywhere but in isolation, never be close to
anybody but the old fool who she clung to like a lifeline. Her
beast was too vicious to let loose anywhere other than in the
wilderness. Yet Clan life was not for her. The males would go crazy
for her and they would never give her a moment’s rest.

More than that, I would likely lose my life, if Cartwright
hadn’t yet claimed my head, because hell would freeze over before I
let other males lay hands on her … speaking of which….

“That man … the one who beats you and calls himself family–” My
jaw clenched involuntarily and I had to force it open. “He is not
your biological father.”

She stared at me before her pale face flushed bright red. “No,”
she mumbled as she tried to lurch forward suddenly to launch
herself off the bed.

I grabbed her ankle and dragged her back. “Biologically it isn’t
possible,” I continued, ignoring her struggles. “The Wendigo gene
travels down the male bloodline, not the female. Are you hearing
me, sweetheart? That drunk, mean, old man is not blood.”

Stilling, she absorbed this information calmly now. I felt pride
at her ability to understand and accept this. Her trembling stopped
and there was a glazed look in her eyes. As much as I hated it I
carried on, needing her to hear me. I shifted so my bare feet hit
the hardwood floor and leaned forward to rest my forearms on my
knees. I scrubbed my hands through my hair. She had to know the
truth and accept the danger. It killed me to have to say it, but I
wouldn’t have her in the dark.

“I wish I could stay here and comfort you and show you all the
amazing things we could… Argh! It doesn’t matter. What does matter
is that Cartwright will not stop hunting me,” I admitted
forcefully. “No matter how many of his men we throw from cliff
faces or disembowel. More will come. I took his daughter from
him.”

That was it for me. Running, hiding, and waiting for a man
driven by revenge and anger to finally catch and kill me. But
Evangeline had a chance to live her life away from the backwards
thinking of the Clan, and away from her abusive father. If I was
free to, I would dedicate my life to showing her this, but my fate
was already decided. I couldn’t ask her to leave this place with me
for an uncertain and dangerous future.

A small, cool hand rested on my shoulder. Sighing I flexed under
her touch then hissed when she pressed her body into mine from
behind. Her legs and arms came around me and she kissed the nape of
my neck. Her breasts pushed against my back as she snuggled closer.
I stroked a hand up her calf and sent her a questioning look over
my shoulder.

Her grey eyes were intense and her face troubled. “No matter
what you have done, Luke, you will not die by Cartwright’s hand. I
will not allow it. My whole life I’ve known so few people and
lost–”

“You don’t understand,” I said frustrated, struggling to make
her see how much she meant to me. “You asked me if I felt fear and
I told you I feared nothing. I lied. The thought of you in any form
of pain … sweetheart, I wouldn’t survive it if you were torn from
me. I’d lose my fucking mind.” My jaw clenched with my fists at the
thought of her in harm.

Her breathing hitched and her body pressed harder on mine, silky
white hair slinked over her shoulders to brush across my back. She
clasped my chin in her hand to turn my head but I resisted.
Clasping a hunk of my hair in her fist she yanked my head around
and shook it. Her expression was fierce. “Let him come.”










Chapter 10

 



Evangeline

 

Exhausted from the barrage of truths, I let myself curl up on
Luke’s lap. My eyes drooped but slammed open wide when his hand
slipped between my legs. I jerked and tried to shift out the way,
but before I could blink Luke was standing and yanking me back
until my legs slid off the bed and my bare feet hit the floor.

Okay, maybe pulling his hair had taken it a step too far. I
grunted and took a wobbly step back.

He kicked both my feet part and pushed down on my lower back so
I leaned over the bed. Gritting my teeth even as I continued to
wake, I tried to straighten out, but he held me down. One of those
big hands of his went between my legs again and skimmed across my
lips, which were already swelling with need. I breathed in deeply
and decided the best way to play this was to ignore him. A finger
slipped over my folds stroking firmly. I swallowed hard but stayed
still. Don’t react … males could smell fear. Was I scared of
him? No. But I was terrified of how much I didn’t want him to stop.
If he figured out I desperately wanted him to mess around
with me it would spur him on. Then we’d be in real trouble, because
my control had a habit of slipping away when it came to Luke.

His thick and long finger slipped inside my outer lips to slide
around in the wetness it found. Oh yeah, me creaming myself might
be a dead giveaway to just how lusty I found this situation. A
tremble wracked my frame when the finger slid up and flicked
against my clit. My knees buckled and had I not been sprawled over
the bed, I would have hit the floor. As it was, my face buried in
the blankets.

Luke leaned over me and his breath tickled my ear. “You liked
that didn’t you?” There was a mischievous triumph in his voice
buoyed by a fierce male pride.

My head hung at my pitiful failure to hide my reaction. Still
trying to retain the upper hand I kept my muscles locked into
place. He would not get to me. I controlled the sex in
this relationship. Me. I was Alpha. Luke kept his hand on my back
and I could almost hear the cogs in his brain turning, wondering
why I was not all over him yet. I smirked. He shifted behind me,
but before I could tell him a blowjob was off the cards my
attention was drawn to the window. I frowned and squinted. I
thought I saw….

Luke’s thighs pressed against the back of mine. I glowered,
about to tell him to let me up so I could investigate what had
looked like a figure bolting into the tree line, when one of his
hands grabbed my hips. He slammed his cock into me and my heels
lifted off the floor. For a long delicious second I choked on
nothing but air before I stuttered a curse. His other hand left my
back to tangle in my hair and pull my head back, arching my back,
refusing to pull out from inside me.

“I think the last few days may have given you the wrong
impression about me.” He moved his hips against my ass and I
gasped, my body failing to move until his teeth dragged across my
bottom lip and he said, “Rock back, sweetheart.”

I did as he ordered and the hand in my hair unclenched to move
down my neck and stroke my collarbone. Clever fingers played over
the curve of my breast. His fingers teased my hardened nipple
before impatiently gripping the tightened bud between his
forefinger and thumb, tugging on it cheekily.

“As I was saying, I think by letting you set the pace these last
few days that I may have given you the wrong impression about
exactly the kind of man I am.” He nuzzled my ear and his tongue
swirled over the curve. My eyelids fluttered. “See I appreciate
that you’re a strong, independent female, and hey, I dig it, Eva. I
really do. Watching you put the hurt on someone turns me on.” His
hips rocked again and I bucked, rubbing my ass against his groin.
“But let me be clear when I say I don’t appreciate you thinking you
can walk all over me.” His hand palmed my breast and even as I
arced forward I pushed my hips back, silently begging him to start
moving his lower body. “You need to remember who is really in
control.” His hand on my hip reached between us to grab my ass.
“This ass is mine.” The hand moved forward to slide between my legs
and press down on my heat. “This pussy is mine.” I whimpered some
form of agreement and moved on him, wanting nothing more than to
scream at him to take me. He bit my neck then licked it. “You’re
mine, sweetheart, and each time you talk down to me, or wiggle
those pretty hips at me with that dirty little smirk thinking you
got your way at my expense, you need to remember one crucial
detail. I’m in control here. I just like to let you think
you are because I get a kick out of it. Are we clear?”

My fingers curled into claws and raked at the bed sheet in front
of me, wringing together and imagining it was his
thick-stupid-cunt-teasing-Wendigo neck. Oh, I was one word away
from turning around and… .

His cock slipped out of me only to slam home again, filling me,
stretching me until I was sure I would come if he moved forward
another millimeter.

“Are. We. Clear?”  His hips pumped hard on each word
pushing me higher with every thrust.

The air thickened with something untouchable and settled over me
like a second skin. I focused on Luke’s hard flesh inside me. He
was big, hard, throbbing. Clenching my pussy around him I revelled
in how good he felt, how right he felt. I tried to move but he held
firm. Okay, the whole dominance/subservience thing was beginning to
lose its novelty. Snarling slightly I tried again, but he
readjusted his hold on me, and both his hands gripped my hips as he
thrust himself into me over and over again. All thought of moving
fled as I gripped the sheets for dear life as he fucked me like he
was trying to drill a hole to the other side.

“Say it,’ he rasped. “Say it, Eva.” 

I shook my head and panted, no longer afraid of him hearing how
hot I was for him. He drove me crazy, but I wouldn’t give in and
admit how much in words. I would not say a stupid four
letter word that tried to convey so much and yet meant so little to
so many. How many people declared love without really
feeling it? Love was about showing commitment, dealing
with pain, and having bone-deep respect for your other half. It was
about dancing the line between wanting to wrap yourself around
someone and wanting to smash their face in. It was about giving a
body everything – your soul. No. Relinquishing control to Luke was
not an option I could afford. If I gave in to him I would never be
able to tear myself away. I would belong to him wholly, and I’d
already lost half myself to my beast.

I was a Wendiga and I belonged to nobody.

“Say it,” he gasped and pumped harder, faster. “Tell me you’re
mine.”

I tightened my hold on the blankets and groaned, taking each
pound and wishing he could reach even deeper.

Luke released me and his cock disappeared.

Furious, I spun round only to be crushed by boulders
masquerading as arms. He lifted me up; quarter turned, and slammed
me into the wall. The cabin groaned and dust drifted down from the
ceiling. He reached down to take himself in hand, relying on me to
hold myself up. I was dimly aware of my sense of self fleeing,
disappearing under the promise of pleasure greater than I had ever
known or would ever know again.

Luke buried his head in my breasts and his mouth found a nipple.
He sucked hard, drawing half my breast into his mouth. My hands
found their way into that glorious mane of dark hair. I treasured
his locks – wild, thick, and soft. The way it felt against my skin
was indescribable. When he moved, the scent of evergreen trees
mixed with the smell of spicy male. He guided himself to my
entrance and everything became urgent. With a sigh of relief I
snaked a leg around to rub it against the back of his thigh,
opening myself to him. I felt heavy in his arms and weighty with
need. He stopped. His swollen head nudged my entrance but went no
further than teasing the sensitive flesh. I shoved my hips forward
to complete the circuit, but he held himself taut and me against
the wall.

His lips unclamped from their delicious torture on my nipple,
and he raised his head to look in my eye. “Say it,” he growled.

I curled my lip at him and jerked my hips. He didn’t budge.
Instead he eased back a fraction to rub the head of his penis
against my clit.

“Damn, you’re sexy when you snarl. You make being mean a
lifestyle choice.” He looked me up and down and his eyes closed
briefly, rocking his pelvis into mine. “God, you make me hard.”

I whimpered and bashed my head back against the wall. “Why are
you still talking?”

“You want me, sweetheart? You’re soaking wet for me, and it’s
the sexiest damn thing I’ve ever seen and I’ll probably kill
somebody if I don’t get to sink into you –” He sucked in a bracing
breath, quivered, turned on by his own words. “But you’re going to
have to say it.”

My head thrashed from side to side – in denial. “I can’t,” I
sobbed.

He was torturing me and this kind of blackmail was illegal.
Wasn’t it? It bloody well should be. Was this yet another warning I
should not be this undone by a man? Honorable men didn’t get a
woman all riled up, addicted to their cock, and pining for it like
a junkie just leave her hanging. Good God, when would the waiting
end?

“I’ll make you come,” he murmured and dipped the tip of his
length into my hole and rubbed gently.

My legs trembled and my heart tripped at the sensation. My
entire focus zeroed in on that point and I willed with every fiber
of my being that he would trip over his own two feet and slide
home.

It was like sleep deprivation only worse. You know that feeling
when you’re just exhausted, on the edge of sleep, and something
wakes you up just as your mind slips into oblivion and you feel
physically sick? Like the whole world is melting? Right. My cunt
felt like that times ten.

Luke flicked the tip of his tongue across the seam of my lips.
“I’ll have you screaming my name if you tell me you’re mine.”

I tightened my hold on his hair, oh so ready to rip a hunk out
with the desperate intention to get him to move. What did he want
from me? A declaration signed in blood? If bloodletting meant I
would get this man inside me then break out the blades.

His fingers dug into my skin and he trembled with the effort of
holding back. “Please, let me fuck you. I’ve decided I can’t unless
you say it.”  His head swung from side to side once. “I need
this from you. I need you tell me. I can’t be the only one that’s
fallen so hard here. I know you feel the same about me, that you’re
mine. Sweetheart. Evangeline. Tell me….” He was becoming incoherent
and sweating bullets. “Why can’t you fucking say it!”

There’s only so much a woman with an orgasm in her periphery
vision can take.

“Alright, fine,” I yelled. He jerked back and stared at me. With
a wordless scream of rage I grabbed his head in both my hands and
locked eyes with him. “You know what I want? A promise, no, an oath
that you will never leave me here all alone again. I want you to
swear that you’ll stay and be with me like this forever. Does it
please you to know the thought of you with another has me imagining
hunting you down, tearing your heart out, and to dragging your
useless carcass around until I’m satisfied you’d not just suffered
in this life, but the next?” I thumped his chest. “You’re not
allowed to leave me. Ever. You’re stuck. If any she-bitch comes
sniffing around you, I swear her remains won’t be found this side
of the millennium. I will even let you think you make the
decisions. Happy now? There, I said it and then some.” My chest
heaved and my eyes flashed anger. “I’m yours and it terrifies me
because what happens to me when you leave?”

This was what he wanted, wasn’t it? My confession of devotion
and hopeless need. He wanted me and now he had me.

His hand came up to cradle my cheek and his thumb grazed over my
bottom lip in a move that started out gentle, but swiftly became
possessive. Distracted and overcome with want, I sucked it into my
mouth and groaned as I weighed up the pros and cons of dropping to
my knees and doing the same thing to that delightful dick of his.
Another long and slow suck on his thumb, using my tongue to swirl
over the tip and I couldn’t help but notice he’d gone completely
still.

I opened my eyes then scowled, biting him in punishment for
making a blush bloom in my cheeks.

His face had a look of pure adoration and his eyes shone with
devotion. A smirk kicked back one side of his mouth and his chest
rumbled with a chuckle. He took my breath away and had my heart
doing cartwheels. Christ, the man could make me weak in the knees
with a single look. He was so … stunning. I always knew he was
too alluring for a male, but right now his raw masculinity was
beyond my understanding. My mouth dried up as he smiled at me,
flashing me that wicked grin and those pearly teeth. I was boggled,
breathless, and in awe of him.

In a rush of panic and elated acceptance I realized I
wanted him to dominate me. I wanted him to take
control and tell me what to do. To be the looming shadow behind me
when I faced off my enemies. I wanted That Look to come into his
eyes when he saw me bend over accidently-on-purpose in front of
him. I wanted him to love me.

As if he’d picked up on my thoughts Luke started to slow down
and grind into me nice and slow, rocking his pelvis in such a way
each time we came together he hit my clit just right. He’d stopped
screwing my brains out and was making love to me. He stared deep
into my eyes and dared me to look away, dared me to break the
connection.

He leaned in to breath me in and licked my lips before grazing
his teeth along my bottom lip. “Let go, Eva. Let me love you. Just
let it all go. I’ve got you.” He murmured words of comfort in my
ear as he drove himself into me.

My heart swelled until I thought it would burst and the
rightness of the moment settled over me and had had my arms coming
round him to cling to him tightly. I leaned forward, pushing my
breasts into his chest and rubbing myself against him. Feeling the
friction, his solid length rubbing me in the most intimate way
possible had a deep pulse of pleasure forcing my hips to grind.

“Fuck me, Luke,” I said bluntly in his ear. “Fuck me until I
can’t see straight then fuck me until you see stars.”

He choked on his own air and didn’t need any further
encouragement. He slammed into me hard, throwing his entire weight
behind it.

I could have started singing the halleluiah chorus had I not
been panting. If the entire world could have heard me screaming I
wouldn’t have cared. But as it was, my cries of passion were for
his ears alone, just like his shallow breaths were for mine
alone.

Two more thrusts and he had me hovering on that golden edge.
Sliding out, feeling his steely length stroke against me, he
shifted his hips, adjusted position and powered forward. I
shattered into a million pieces so small they became a river that
flowed gleefully off that damn edge and exploded into even smaller
pieces at the bottom. My body seized up, for a second my heart
stopped, and my lungs gave up trying to work past my jarred
breathing pattern. I came hard, my entire body spasming, and had he
been a lesser man I would have probably knocked him on his ass. As
it was, his well timed thrusts turned into mindless pumping;
thump, thump, thump, like a fist pounding a table, until
his hips bucked and he roared his orgasm. He reared back so his
lower body was pressed into mine and his hair streamed down his
back, eyes scrunched shut. The sight of him completely out of
control and the feel of his cock spurting his warm come inside me
had a black hole appearing beneath me and sent me hurtling over
that edge again. I trembled, my body shuddering under ripples of
pleasure no less pleasurable than the first explosion.

Luke collapsed to the floor, his knees giving out, and refusing
to let go of me, took me down with him. I felt boneless. Sated.
Well and truly fucked.

“Evangeline,” he murmured and rubbed his nose into my neck. I
shivered. The way he said my name made it sound dark and dirty. “I
love you too, sweetheart.”

Ignoring my startled look, smiling, he pressed a warm kiss to my
lips. He pulled me close and wrapped his arms around me. Helpless,
I clung on with a sense of dread. If anything happened to him there
would be nothing left to hold my world together. Burying my head in
his chest I dug my fingers into his back and held him closer.

He turned to let his gaze drift over my face lazily then jerked
away and stared out the window.

I stroked his jaw in question, starting to lift my own head from
his smooth chest to look at what startled him.

Luke’s hand came down around my neck and held me down. Laughing,
I pushed at his hand but he held firm. There was a sudden and
frightening hardness in his eyes. I pushed at him again to get him
to release me, but he closed his eyes and increased the pressure on
my throat. My hand came up to push at his face but he slapped my
attempts away with his other hand. With a wave of panic I clawed at
his sides and back, bucking my hips, but he held firm, keeping the
heavy pressure on my throat constant, halting my ability to
breathe.

eyelashes fluttered and my limbs drained of energy – getting too
heavy to lift and use. My mind shut down and my vision blinkered
completely. My head felt like it had been smashed into the side of
a mountain ten times and black spots clouded my vision. I managed
to see flashes before I was able to focus enough to piece what was
going on around me together. Luke shifted me on the bed, hovered
above, muttered to himself, and rocked the bed with his jerky
movement. The pressure at my wrists and ankles is what woke me
fully. Brows pulled together in anger, I peeked one eye open. There
was harsh, panicked breathing above me and I shook off the
remaining veil of sleep and opened my eyes fully to see Luke
standing over me with a look of fear mingled with regret. Still
muddled, instinctively I reached to soothe him but when both my
hands moved up I looked down to see them lashed together with
ripped fabric, my feet too. I opened my mouth to yell at him when a
rag was stuffed into my mouth and another tied over the top.

Eyes wide I glared at him. What the hell did he think
he was doing? Picking up a glass from the side of the bed he
smashed it beneath a piece of the blanket then disappeared from my
sight under the bed, taking the blanket with him. Moments later he
was back up and yanking me toward him.

Was he going to kill me? Had this all been some sick twisted
little game to him?  Possibly a plan to win my confidence and
get me to feel for him then torture me as I begged him to let me
go?  Hell no, that would never happen. I would never beg, I’d
rather die.

I struggled, jerking and kicking my bound legs. Luke slapped my
ass once hard and I was so shocked I stopped. He lifted me off the
bed with ease then knelt down and placed me carefully on the floor,
on the blanket. Jerking up he looked to the right, where the window
was and swore. He ducked back down, his face apologetic and sad. He
pulled my head up and pressed a kiss to my forehead.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered into my ear. “But I couldn’t risk you.
My heart is yours, you know me, so never doubt that. Let our love
set you free of this place … of the past.”

He didn’t look into my face again. He pushed me deep under the
bed.

Luke stood and the moment he’d turned around the door crashed
open. Heavy boots stomped into my small cabin and I heard the
clicking of guns and harsh shouts to fire.

Luke roared.

There was an explosion of gunfire in the small cabin and a
flickering of bright lights in the dark.

 I screamed, but it was muffled by my gag and swallowed by
the sound of bullets slamming into a body.

The firing stopped and shell casings tinkled to the floor. A
gruff voice squealed over a two-way radio breaking the deafening
silence.

Luke keeled over and hit the floor hard. He didn’t move and
rivers of blood started to pool beneath him, running across the
floor and under the bed toward me. I bit the inside of my mouth to
silence another scream and pressed my head into my shoulder, my
legs kicking out as I fought the need to bang my body on something
to relieve the pain tearing through me.

The radio squealed again but this time a muffled voice barked
something. “Beta Unit to Base,” a male voice spoke. “The old man
was right. We’ve got him. Target is down and we’re bringing him in.
Over.” The owner of the voice paced forward and nudged Luke’s head
with the tip of his boot. “Yeah, he’s finished.”

Another set of boots came in through the open door. “What about
Evangeline? I can’t find her.”

I knew that voice. Bobby Cartwright. He sounded concerned,
worried for me, and if my heart hadn’t been breaking I would have
noted how warm that made me feel.

“We don’t have the time, lad. We have your sister’s killer and
my orders are to bring the body to your dad immediately. We don’t
have time to search such a wide area. There was no blood, so we can
hope she escaped him and will figure it’s safe to come home before
she freezes to death out there. Take him and bind him just in
case.”

The men descended on Luke, shackling him roughly. His face was
slack and his eyes glazed over. I tried to transmit a message
through my eyes to his, but there was not a flicker of life. He
stared straight through me.

They hauled his body up and filed out at speed leaving nothing
behind but melting snow and blood.

Keening, I struggled with my bonds, needing to be free, to get
to him, but I couldn’t move. The reality of what had happened
crashed down on me, and I couldn’t understand, or fully accept what
my ears had heard or my eyes had seen.

Luke had saved me, given his life for mine. They would leave the
mountain now they had what they had come for and I would be safe
again. Alone. Again. Rather than running away he had stood and
faced his problem head on. He had proven his love with a selfless
sacrifice I could never thank him for. My heart couldn’t take it:
the swift change from the hope and joy of caring about someone to
the sudden and cruel absence of him. Breathing heavily, I felt
anger swell in my chest and choke me until I felt nothing. I was
empty. A void. With an eerie sense of calm, I felt around with my
hands until I felt glass slice open my palm. Even in the face of
death he had thought about my needs first. Maneuvering myself so I
could grip the glass, I angled it so I could rub it against the
fabric and after a few scrapes felt the material give.

I would not cry, or sob, or lie there and grieve. Those men had
stolen my hope, had taken something that was mine. They were in
my territory and they would suffer for it.

Luke’s blood ran from the puddle at the foot of the bed to
trickle through a wider gap in the floorboards. Leaning over I
darted my tongue into the salty thickness and swallowed, calling to
my Wendiga and wallowing with her in the pain of the loss of our
mate.

My skin rippled even as my binds tore and my spine ripped
through the flesh of my back. I screamed my rage, heaving the bed
off me and hurling it across the room. It smashed through the wall
leaving a gaping hole so I could see the stars and moon.

They were dead – all of them. Dead.










Chapter 11

 


There are some things in life, which no matter how bad things
get, you assume are sacred. I would never betray my Da, even though
Luke had explained that it was impossible for him to have conceived
me with my mother. Yet he had betrayed me. It would have been
kinder for him to put a knife through my heart as I slept.

I smashed through the door of his cabin and it crashed to the
floor, shattering the wood to splinters. My chest heaved; my eyes
glowing with malice. I could feel the electricity from the
gathering storm crackle around me, zipping across the strands of my
hair. I bared my teeth, fisted my hands, and roared, dragging in
the winds from behind me to amplify my rage and might.

My Da teetered on his toes and was knocked over – back onto the
tattered couch he’d jumped up from as I had entered.

“Where?” Voice deep and elemental, I sounded like I’d been
unleashed by mother nature herself.

He stood back up, clutched his rosary, and raised a shaking
hand, pointing a crooked finger to the distance in condemnation.
“Who is that devil to me? No one.” He lifted his chin, eyes
radiating distain. “Woe unto them that call evil good, and good
evil; that put darkness for light, and light for darkness.”

Stalking over to him as he stumbled back, eyes flashing in
panic, in two strides I towered over him and wrapped my claws
around his throat. The fury I felt broiled beneath a veneer of calm
–fixed in place by the notion that this pious fool was my only way
to find Luke. The only reason I was here was because I had run to
the curvature in the mountains I had told Luke I was certain
Cartwright’s assembly camped in and had found … nothing. I had been
wrong. I needed to find them before they passed beyond my reach.
One handed, I picked him up in a dead lift and brought his wrinkled
face to mine, a quick snap away from my jaws.

There was a slap of liquid dripping onto a hard surface and I
glanced down to see a yellowish stain spreading out from his
crotch. It stank. I felt no sympathy, no pity. This wasn’t about
him or me or our dysfunctional relationship.

“Lissss … en … old … man,” I rasped. “You … tell …me … where!” I
shook him roughly and paused to let my words sink in to his alcohol
laced and age addled brain. It was frustrating because it was
difficult to talk in this form. I could only manage one or two
short words. With finality I hissed, “De … ccccide.”

He soiled himself. Sniffing the stench from my nostrils, I gave
him a moment to come to terms with his situation. He knew I meant
it. He’d seen me before, peeling the flesh off a man’s back as I
fed. Before today the horror of it may have made me stammer to
apologize for what I was, plead for his forgiveness and love. I was
beyond that now. He had betrayed me, his own daughter. Regardless
if we were blood or not, surely he should still love me since I am
my mother’s child?

Silent, deadly seconds passed before he nodded once. Who said
this level of communication couldn’t work? Sealing myself as the
dominant party in our arrangement, I exerted a little pressure and
squeezed his throat.

I dropped him and he landed on his face, trembling. Fear
saturated the air around him. Good. Keeping him terrified of me
would ensure he wouldn’t try to lie or do something foolish I would
have to tear him apart for.

“Where?” I repeated with emphasis.

He swallowed, his prominent Adam’s apple bobbing nervously. He
peered at me through his greasy grey hair. “He knew things, about
your kind. He knew you could call to the storms and that you were
bound to the cold. He said you avoid the heat, and cannot see the
heat, so the heat was where he would hide.”

I hissed in his face my eyes going wild and frenzied. The hot
springs. I never went there since the warmth from the
naturally boiled water was dangerous for me. The same went for
fire; it was fatally dangerous for Wendigos to go near open flame.
Our skin caught light like kindling. And they had taken Luke’s body
there.

In the midst of the mountains and isolated freshwater basins
there was a relatively small, but deadly, pool of bubbling warmer
water. The one place I feared to go. It didn’t matter. Luke’s body
was there, his killers were there, and so there I would go. The
heat could never compare to the scalding ache that came when I
watched Luke fall to the floor and lie motionless as I lay bound,
unable to help him.

My Da nodded at the dismayed expression on my face. “He’s taking
the body back with him to where he came from. Did they manage to
kill him in beast form? He’d wanted to mount the head on his wall.”
My Da rubbed his throat thoughtfully. “Like a trophy.”

I had already been stalking across the room for the door, but at
the callous words my stride faltered. A growl erupted from my chest
and I slanted him a look of malevolence over my bare, blue
shoulder. He made a strangling noise and limped back.

 Pausing, I decided it was now I had to get this off my
chest. I may never get another chance. I couldn’t voice the
thoughts out loud so instead I pinned him with my stare. All I
wanted was your love. But always did I have to beg and plead for
it. He gave it to me unconditionally and without reluctance. I will
never forgive you for this. Ducking under the frame, I bounded
out the door, not bothering to latch it behind me or spare a
thought for the man inside. I had no time. The springs were at
least an hour away with me running flat out, and I could not risk
going that fast. I would run out of energy and become human, and I
needed to remain in beast form long enough to avenge Luke.

Mentally, I was strained, and holding my beast back by
visualizing her in a silver cage, but I knew I couldn’t last long.
Luke had said the day I embraced my Wendiga self was the day I
would be able to exert control over her. Could I risk it? No. What
if she ran off to find food instead of going to avenge Luke? The
hot springs was a place she never went, that she avoided at all
costs. I needed this. If it meant I died, so be it.

Nothing mattered anymore. He was gone and nothing mattered.

The land sank down into a bowl and the air gradually became
warmer. I sped up, my hair whipping behind me, branches glancing
off my skin as I powered forward. I spotted lights in the near
distance and snarled when the smell of human flesh curled into my
nostrils.

I didn’t sneak into Cartwright’s camp. I blazed past a man
taking a walk at the border of the camp, slashing my claws across
his face before he could even think about crying out.

I came to a dead stop in the centre and twitched at the most
unexpected and beautiful sound I’d ever heard. My eyes immediately
located Luke’s still body on the far side of the camp.

The men surrounding me fell silent and froze. The falcon from
before was perched on a tent nearest to the centre and flapped it
wings, crying once shrilly. One man was relieving himself against a
tree trunk and turned to face me until he was peeing over his own
boots, mouth wide-open and flaccid penis in hand. Another was bent
over a small cooking fire, stirring a pot of soup. Another was
shaving his beard, his face half foamed and half smooth, eyes
blinking dopily. None were armed and all expressions went from
baffled to horrified in ten long seconds as they realised a vicious
predator had caught them unawares.

There was the sound of a gun cocking in the silence.

“Stop!”

A small, stocky man dressed in black combats and a cable knit
jumper came walking out from the tent the falcon rested on and
stopped a few paces from me when I shifted my paws apart. He
regarded me silently then his gaze went over his shoulder to where
Luke’s body lay.

He looked back at me, his furrowed brow smoothing. “You have
come for him,” he muttered.

I took a step forward and a big bald man who had the gun sighted
on me cocked it and aimed it at my face again. “Don’t get any
ideas, bitch. My silver bullets will take you down.”

“Chill the fuck out, Monty,” Cartwright said. “She’s not
attacked nor done any real damage yet, has she?”

“Tell that to Stevens.” Bald guy jerked his head to somewhere
over my shoulder. “Half his fucking head is missing where she
slashed him.”

There was a pitiful groan from behind me and I assumed that was
Stevens mourning the loss of an eye and the ability to move one
side of his face.

“She’s here to see her dead mate. The Wendigos are animals but
seem to be in tune with nature and highly ritualistic. She probably
wants to bury him in a ceremony. I’ve read about them.
Fascinating.”

What a fool. I wanted to kill him not partake in some glorified
funeral. Ignoring him and the bald guy’s silly weapon, my gaze
drifted back to Luke. I inhaled deeply then looked back at
Cartwright. I tilted my head at him, inquisitive, and astounded by
the depth of his ineptitude. Did he honestly not know? Was one of
his goons nudging Luke in the head then declaring him ‘finished’
really how they determined death? Everything about him and this
operation screamed amateur.

A young boy came running into the camp. “What’s going–” Bobby
Cartwright screeched to a halt and stared at me slack jawed. Unlike
the others whose faces where glued to my naked body, he met my
eyes. The shock on his face and utter disbelief startled me. He
recognized me. “Evangeline?” he stuttered.

His father’s head whipped around to him. “You know her?” he
barked and Bobby jumped.

“Ah, well, yeah. This is the woman we met in the woods
earlier.”

After an astonished pause, Cartwright doubled over in laughter.
“Of course it is. How could we be so blind?”

“What shall we do with her?” Monty asked, his finger flexing on
the trigger of his gun.

I curled my lip back at him, baring my fangs and he paled, his
hand shook, but never did he take his eyes off me.

“It seems a shame to kill her,” Cartwright murmured. “What are
the chances we’d ever get to find a female again? The first one was
for vengeance, but this one … this one might be useful.”

I tossed my head and the entire camp flinched. My anger had
dimmed to a steady simmer beneath the surface. Only half my
attention was on Cartwright droning on. The other half was focused
on the faint and erratic heartbeat that was thumping from the other
side of the encampment.

Luke was alive.

As a human I hadn’t heard his heart beat, but as a Wendiga I
could smell he was still alive and hear his blood pulsing through
his body. He was strong, my Luke, and held on. A drop of blood that
was not his own would revive him. He would shift and heal. There
was a chance we could still be together, but I had to play it safe.
If I moved him would he bleed out and die? I cursed inwardly. When
I had stormed into the camp I had been ready to tear every living
thing in a mile radius apart but then the squelching sound of his
heartbeat had stopped me cold. That, and I fought my Wendiga for
body control. She pounded on the inside of my skull, demanding to
be set free so she could show these men what pain and terror truly
felt like. She railed at me for bringing us this close to the heat
and stomped around when I ignored her animalistic tirade. I did not
wish to set her free entirely, but I knew I could not do this
alone. I needed to be remorseless and I didn’t have the level of
violence in me. But my Wendiga did. Together, we could so this, we
could save our mate.

Opening myself up, I reached out with mental fingers and clasped
them around the beast that dominated half my psyche. She rumbled
but gave into me, seeing that this was the way it had to be, the
way it always should have been. The moment we melded together it
was done. A link had been forged, two pieces joined together.
Click. Everything snapped into place and I felt a sense of
wonder and contentment I’d never dreamed I could experience outside
Luke’s arms.

Reaching out as far as possible with my senses, I called on the
weather and pulled it towards us in this little camp.

Bobby’s eyes darted up to the rapidly growing clouds overhead
and his mouth opened … then closed as an oddly defiant
expression passed across his face. He turned to watch his father
blathering on about what a gift to science I would be. “But we did
what we came for,” he blurted. “We punished the one responsible for
Hayley’s death. We can let her go then go home and get on with real
life. I want to go home.”

His dad snorted. “Real life? Nothing will ever be the same, son.
This is our life now and I won’t be happy until I’ve
hunted every one of these animals down.”

I scoffed inwardly. Holding up my palm out in front of me, long
fingers extended, I used the motion to help me channel my
influence. I curled my fingers inward slowly, imagining it was the
cloud cover above.

Cartwright’s tamed falcon took off into the sky in a frantic
flapping of feathers.

The wind picked up and the cooking fire died out in a whirl of
smoke that spiraled upward. Darkness fell over the camp and there
was a frightened manly cry. Torches flickered on and trained on me
– still standing still in the centre of the tents. Snow started to
fall – a gentle dusting that gave way to thicker flakes until it
became difficult to see. The temperature plummeted and I squirmed
on the spot as my skin adjusted.

Bobby wrapped his arms around himself and knelt down, the only
one beside me in the camp knowing that the end was coming. I took
note of where he knelt and eased the storm back, so that when the
wind blew and the snow fell it glided past him, like water in a
river, parting in the wake of a boulder, flowing around it.

My Wendiga grumbled at my choice to spare him, but was otherwise
quiet.

There was a general fearful shouting and wailing around the
camp. A few guns went off as a few of the men, mindless with panic,
aimed blind. The bullets whistled past, but were nowhere near close
enough to worry me. The only immediate danger to me was the springs
at the far end of the camp where Luke lay.

 I closed my fist tighter and the blizzard intensified.

Moving slowly, careful to scent where the men stood so I could
avoid them, I walked through the whiteout over to Luke. Falling to
my knees, covering his body with mine, I reached out to take hold
of his hand. There was a bolt of energy up my arm and his sooty
lashes, speckled with snow, fluttered open. We locked eyes and the
sky went quiet. The snow died down to a gentle dusting. The men
rallied together and spoke in confused shouts, demanding to know
where I was. One of them yelled that I was over with Luke’s body,
not that I was worried, it was the end for them now.

A streak of lightning flashed across the sky and thunder
followed an instant behind. Another bolt hit the ground a split
second later in the middle of the camp where I had stood, boiling
the snow and leaving a bubbling puddle.

I lifted my gaze from Luke’s long enough to meet Bobby’s eyes
and shook my head, telling him not to move. He curled up on himself
and put his hands over his ears, tucking his head into his
shoulder.

Cartwright caught this exchange and paced toward him, gun now in
hand. My Wendiga howled, I howled, a long and low sound that
reverberated through the night. I was furious Cartwright was still
alive, still walking, and my Wendiga demanded blood.

For once, I agreed with her completely.

The sky exploded and a dozen forks of lightning smashed down
around us catching Cartwright’s men unaware, scorching them into
nothing. Still my anger swelled and grew. It broiled beneath my
skin and exploded in a potent wave of elemental force. The clouds
swept down, twisted to become a coiling rush of wind that touched
the ground, and sucked up everything in its path. Three more
slender fingers of wind snaked through the camp. Lightning struck
again and again, the wind howled, and hail began to pelt down.

Even as he ran toward his son for safety, Cartwright was struck
in the back by a pulsating bolt of electricity. His body lurched
forward and was momentarily suspended in the air, convulsing wildly
before the lightning gave out with a sharp crack, and he crumpled
to the ground.

The heart before me stuttered and the energy shooting up my arm
waned.

I straddled Luke, still clutching his hand in mine. My other
claw gripped the silver knife that had been embedded in his chest.
The fools had even failed to disable him properly; the blade had
missed his heart. He jerked beneath me when I tugged on it gently,
his body trembled and his eyes pressed closed. With a care and
delicacy I never knew I possessed in this form I pulled. With
gut-wrenching shudders the dagger slowly lifted, and slid from its
sheath in his body. The pointed tip came free and with it a spurt
of blood that caught me by surprise. A few drops landed on my mouth
and slid across my tongue, exploding in my taste buds. I stiffened
and my Wendiga quivered in pleasure. The smell of him, of his
blood, was wondrous. Leaning over my tongue flicked out and lapped
up the rivulets of crimson that ran from his chest and stained the
snow in a bright splash of colour. The salty taste set my senses
tingling and I moaned, my own blood pumping hard and fast. Settling
myself more heavily over him I sank my teeth into his neck ignoring
his feeble jerks.

There was a slight pressure at my back, a hand rhythmically
rubbing up and down. I realized with confusion and horror he was
stroking me. Comforting me. The shock of it was enough for
me to pull back and gaze at him. His lips were red with blood, my
blood. Faintly, the side of my neck throbbed. Recoiling, I pushed
my Wendiga away and almost immediately I started to shift human,
just as he started to turn beast. There was a split second where we
both writhed in pain, but being together like this, our bodies
synchronized and spoke to each other on a primordial level that to
this day I do not understand. His shift halted, far gone enough so
that his wounds healed. His fangs were descended and his claws dug
into my hips as he reverted back, and started to become human once
more.

There was more screaming in the camp and a fork of white
lightning hit the earth nearby. The springs bubbled and popped,
sending hot water splashing to the ground beside us. The heat
making me break out in a cold sweat. Luke cursed and rolled us
away, once, twice then I was on top again, my arms tight around
him. Just as we were clear, a huge evergreen tree groaned and
snapped at the base. It loomed forward before the colossal trunk
crashed down over the springs, heavy branches slamming to the
ground where we had lain.

My body trembled in relief and from the aftershocks of my shift.
Needing to be reassured he was okay, that he was safe beneath me, I
lifted my head and gasped at his eyes which glowed with a feral
yearning.

Without breaking eye contact and without saying a single word he
dead lifted my hips, shifted me back, and impaled me on his rigid
length. At the sudden and sweet invasion, my entire body clenched.
I hissed, my head flying back as he thrust into me. His fingers dug
harder into my hips and I screamed into the storm. He thrust into
me hard and deep once more before he bucked, neck muscles
straining, eyes scrunched tight. He roared, the sound primal and
fierce, and I came again; riding the crest of his pleasure and
smashing it with my own.

The storm intensified, feeding off more power and aggression
from our quivering bodies than anything I’d ever managed to conjure
and channel alone before.

The world around us was a pure white screaming chaos. Suddenly
the wind stilled and the twisters dissipated into nothing. Thunder
rumbled long and loud but the lightning ceased. The snow stopped
completely and the land became still and silent.

Breathing hard, Luke and I clung onto each other in the midst of
the devastation.

“You came for me,” he mumbled, sounding awed, as he nuzzled my
neck. “Stubborn woman.”

I laughed and crushed my mouth to his before pulling away and
flushing at the joy on his face. Then I drew back my fist and
slammed it as hard as I could into his jaw. His head snapped back
and his eyes crossed. Arms slipping off me, they thumped to the
ground either side of him before he fell back, out cold.

“How dare you,” I yelled at his unconscious form.
“Nearly strangling me then tying me up and making me watch you get
shot. My whole world came crumbling down around me! I thought you
were dead.” I thumped him on the chest. “What part of never
leave me don’t you have a handle on?”










Chapter 12
EPILOGUE


Of course I went I back to say goodbye. I had to. Despite what
had passed between us my father had cared for me in his own way. I
wouldn’t see him again – that I knew for certain – and I wanted to
say goodbye.

He opened the door before I could knock and his body blocked the
doorway, barring me entry. We took each other in slowly, not sure
what to say or do.

Dressed only in stained sweats, he clutched a whiskey bottle in
his hand and immediately I went to pry it from his grip. I stopped,
my fingers curling around the air. Frowning, I dropped my hand. My
entreaties had never worked before so why would they now? Some
habits just die hard I guess.

He took a swig from the lip of the bottle and some of the liquor
trickled down his chin to stain his threadbare sweatshirt. The
smell of it was so strong it made my eyes water. His attention
moved past me to fall on the truck that came trundling to a stop in
the snow a few paces away. I sighed heavily even as I felt
bolstered by this silent and bold display of support.

I’d asked the boys to wait back at my cabin so the sight of Luke
didn’t put my Da’s back up. What did they think? That I’d come here
for a farewell whipping?

Turning, I flicked my hand at my mate crossly. His eyes sparked
angrily before he looked away, expression supremely pissed.

Bobby kind of bobbed his head at me then slammed closed the door
he’d opened to get out and leaned forward to talk to Luke, still
shooting concerned glances my way. The one thing they seemed in
complete agreement on was that my father was an ass who deserved a
beat down.

Overprotective fools. Just who had saved whom last night?

“Do you love him?” My Da asked in a gruff voice bordering on
sarcasm.

I hesitated then offered him a small smile, my mind nastily
borrowing some of Luke’s language, “Oh, Da. You don’t have to love
someone to enjoy fucking them.” The moment the words were out of my
mouth I regretted them. This parting should not be done in anger,
or spite, and my childish behavior would only aggravate him. I
looked away, shrugging. “Does it really matter to you that I would
give everything to ensure his safety? That I would walk into flames
to keep him from harm? I know little of love, but I know what I
feel for Luke can’t be wrapped up into a tidy four letter word. My
feelings for him transcend this world.” My eyes drifted closed.
“Physically, emotionally and spiritually I am bound to him and will
battle storms with him.” My eyes opened and I turned to face the
man who had never really tried to be my father. I was ever so ready
for his abuse to be over. Ready for my future with my new
family.

He trembled, his wrinkled and cold-burnt skin wobbling about his
throat as he did. “Away with you, Satan worshiping she-Devil.” His
head turned from me, scraggly grey hair flying about his weathered
face in the wind. “You will burn in the pits of hell and your
man-whore will burn with you. Praise be to God and his angels.”

I sucked in a breath and released it in a hollow chuckle.
Really, what had I expected? His blessing? I wrapped my arms around
his stiff body and clutched him tightly; fighting the tears I swore
to myself I would never cry over him again. He smelled like stale
sweat and I sighed.

“I’ll miss you, Da. Take care, alright?”

He said nothing. Rheumy eyes filled with bitterness stared
beyond me, pious and defiant. His arms remained stiff at his sides.
He didn’t want to say goodbye, and it was sad, but it didn’t bother
me. Not anymore. I left him there on his doorstep and silently
wished him long life.

Opening the door of the truck waiting for me, I jumped in, eased
myself into the worn fabric, and breathed in the smell of rubber
and smoke. I sniffed. Whoever had owned this boat-like vehicle
before us was a slob. I guessed it was one of Cartwright’s
knuckle-headed goons. I kicked empty and crushed coke cans, crisp
packets, and old food wrappers under my chair before giving up,
sighing again, and resting my feet up on the dash.

Half turning, I smiled at Bobby. The car was more for his
benefit since Luke and I could run as Wendigos in the cold for
hours quite happily, but the young boy would freeze to death. All
things considered he seemed to be holding up okay. You’d never
think he’d watched his father’s skin be burnt and blistered off by
a spike of lightning, or that he was riding in a car with the man
who’d killed his sister. He had a story to tell, and when we had
time, we would hear it and help him through it – just like a real
family.

We’d all had a long and revealing talk throughout the previous
night, and Luke gradually came to accept that I would be taking
Bobby with us. He didn’t oppose me, simply crushed my lips beneath
his and gave me an exasperated look before glaring at the boy and
warning him that if he ever laid a hand on me he’d rip it off.
Bobby had countered that if ever he hurt me, Luke would be digging
silver out of  his skull. Then he’d thrown clothes at us and
demanded we get dressed and stop walking around naked. Considering
how badly it could have gone between the two males, I think the
forming of our odd little Clan was a success.

I can’t say why Bobby appealed to me so much. I don’t think it
was the Hunger – it was something much more real and alluring than
that. Hope, perhaps? Hope that I could have a human who would like
me for me? Bobby had seen the worst of me and he’d not run
screaming or tried to kill me. He’d accepted me in a heartbeat, and
so I, and the Wendiga, had accepted him into our Clan.

He gave me a tentative smile back, and his eyes twitched to the
back of Luke’s head. He sneered slightly, but when I scowled at him
he rolled his eyes and settled back to pull his woolly hat down
over his face. Crossing his hands over his chest, he let his chin
fall forward and smacked his lips, preparing for sleep.

I chuckled at my concern for him. Who knew I could feel anything
for one not of my blood? Who knew the monster in me could care?
Well, one person had known.

I slanted a look at the darkly handsome and primal man beside
me. His hand, the one that should be hugging the tarnished chrome
shift, wandered over my thigh, lust already burning through
him.

“Ready, sweetheart?” he asked in that lazy drawl, eyes
twinkling. He looked good in the jeans and jumper Bobby had found
for him. I preferred the kilt though.

Another man would have touched my cheek or stroked my hair.
Another man would have held me and told me my Da loved me. But this
was no other man, and he knew I was stronger than that. We were
moving into a new future together and demons of the past had no
business following us there.

Leaving didn’t hurt, not as much as I thought it would. I was
growing, you see, becoming something new. Reborn as a being I
should have embraced from birth. I was a monster and I had come to
accept it.

Luke was a monster too. My monster with hair the colour of spilt
ink and a face of shadows.

My stomach rumbled loudly and I sighed. Never did it let me
rest. It was the last day of the shifting cycle and some of
Cartwright’s men had escaped the electrical storm and the blizzard.
It was time to hunt, time to feed, with my chosen mate by my
side.

Luke leaned over and pressed his lips to mine. “Ready?” he
repeated.

I smiled, even as my canines lengthened to sharp points and
pierced my bottom lip. “I’m ready.”
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