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CHAPTER ONE




Somewhere, around the seventeenth century,
in an unknown part of Russia...

“Cutter, I cannot bear this pain any
longer!” cried the woman in labor for over twenty hours.

“Cutter held his mate, himself in agony
seeing the love of his life suffer so. They lived in the deepest
part of the woods and had taken a stroll away from their wooden
abode late yesterday spending the night under a Weeping Willow. It
was Jenna’s favorite tree, the only one that mysteriously grew in
the forest.

“Jenna my love, I must go and get her.”

Jenna grabbed his hand and scream, “No! You
know that I never want to see that woman again. Pleeease, not her!”
she begged and then she passed out.

He hated to go against her wishes but he had
no other choice. Cutter kissed her pale face and ran like the wind.
Upon reaching the cave he called out, “Helga!”

“Who’s there,” cried a high pitched
voice.

“It is Cutter, I need your help.”

“Ha, is that so,” the voice crackled sending
a chill up his spine. He hated that he had to beg for this woman’s
help but he did. “Janna is in labor and I fear she’ll not survive
the birthing. Please, you must help her,” he pleaded.

Within minutes an old hag, bent over and
leaning on a curved tree limb, came to the cave’s entrance. “Show
me where she is,” was all she said and she followed him.

Janna was still unconscious, her legs
covered in blood. Helga quickly knelt on the ground and ordered,
“Slap her, I need her awake to push.”

Cutter gathered his mate into his arms and
tapped her cheek, “Honey, wakeup,” he pleaded.

“Slap her hard you fool!” cried Helga. He
winced but did and Jenna moaned and opened her eyes.

“Darling you have to push,” he said tears
running down his sweaty face.

Jenna squeezed his hand so hard a few
fingers cracked as she pushed with all her strength.

“Again!” she was ordered.

After a few more painful pushes the old lady
cried, “It’s a girl, but she’s not breathing. I have to take her to
the stream and placed her in the cold water. Hopefully the shock
will save her.”

“Jenna we have a daughter,” Cutter said but
Jenna was again unconscious. He shook her and there was no
response, not even a moan. Fearing the worst, he placed his ear on
her cheat and there was no heartbeat. She was dead. Cutter let out
a pitiful cry that spooked the birds out of the trees and caused a
wolf in the distance to howl. After many minutes of weeping, he
heard a faint cry getting his attention. He hated to leave Jenna
but he reluctantly kissed her cheek and promised to return. Cutter
ran to the stream seeing the old lady walking back to her cave.

“Stop!” he yelled but she kept walking.
Leaning on her cane, she nearly stumbled but Cutter grabbed her.
“Where are you going with my daughter?” he barked.

She clutched the baby she had wrapped in her
shawl and sneered, “She is my granddaughter; you cannot raise a
baby on your own.”

“You witch; do you think that Jenna would
want you to care for her? You raised your daughter with a cruel
heart, the reason she ran away from you when she was fourteen. No,
you are not fit to even hold my daughter,” he snapped back.

She gripped the baby tighter to her bosom.
“You stole my Jenna from me four years ago and mated with her.”

Jenna was not your daughter; you abducted
her when you helped a woman in town give birth. My father told me
that when he went to town that there were rumors that a mid-wife
stole a baby girl. I have to believe that you lied and told the
mother that the child was still born, but we know the truth, you’re
a wicked old bitch.”

The baby began to cry and when he reached for the infant
Helga stumbled backwards. He grabbed the child a moment before she fell down the hill and into
the raging stream.

Cutter took the infant back to Jenna and
spoke softly to her. “My love, I will name our daughter Willow and
I will burry you under the Weeping Willow that will cry with me for
you in your endless sleep.”

 



CHAPTER TWO




Sixteen years later.

“Steady now daughter,” he whispered.

“Yes father, I know, this is not my first kill,”
Willow whispered back. She pulled the string of her bow and let the
arrow fly. The deer flipped into the air and
then lay dead on the
forest’s earth.

“Excellent my child,” praised her father as
she wiped her sweaty palm against her buckskin pants.

After gutting the deer her father hung the meat in the shed
as she scrapped the fur hide for him to take to town to trade for
things they needed. He sat by
her side and said, “Don’t you think it is time that I buy you a
dress, Willow?”

“Father, I will not wear a dress, now we have had
this discussion ever since I began to bleed. There is no reason to
wear such a feminine garment when I do not intend to leave the
woods. Now, please I don’t want to hear you mention a
dress again! I am happy with a shirt
and buckskins and moccasins on my feet.”

Cutter sighed and changed the subject. “Did
you visit your mother today?”

She nodded, “Yes father and I also placed
wild flowers at her grave. Tell me again, what my mother was
like?”

Cutter gathered his daughter into his arms
and sighed. “Young lady, you just have to gaze into the mirror I
purchased for your last birthday and see how much more you are
looking like her every day.”

She sighed. “Mother was beautiful.”

He squeezed her tighter. “Yes, she was and
so are you. You have her forest green eyes and your hair is the
color of the yellow wild flowers that grow here. She’d be so proud
of you,” he said a bit choked up.

“Father there was times when I wish I could
have known her. Sometimes, I wish that we had family. I know I had
a grandmother but you told me she had died and even if she were
living you’d never let me know her after the way she treated
mother. I cannot believe that people in town say that she was a
witch. I am glad that we’re not blood related.”

He rested his chin of her head. “I know that
you’re lonely sweetheart. But the world outside of this forest is a
cruel place. I too had wished for friends growing up here with my
father. After he told me that I was left in the woods when I was
three, I have to agree with him. What kind of a mother deserts a
child to the wilderness to die? If he had not gone out to cut trees
that day to sell in town, I might not have lived.”

He kissed the top of her head. “Now, enough
of this sad reminiscing; I am going into town to trade and will be
back in time for your delicious venison stew and vegetables from
the garden.”

“Okay, but no dresses!” she called after him
as he entered the lodge.

 


Before dark, her father returned with a
package wrapped in brown paper. She frowned and he promised her
that it was not a dress but new shirts since she is developing
rapidly in a well-endowed female and her buttons on the old shirts
are beginning to pop. At that honest comment Willow felt her face
heat even though her father had no problems in discussing her
monthly when she first discovered the blood on her inner thighs. He
also told her that when she turned seventeen he’d discus the mating
ritual between a man and woman. Of course, she was not naive seeing
animals mate in the woods. She kept that knowledge to herself not
wanting to disappoint him.

“I also brought these for you. I thought you
might like a pair of kid boots. It’s an early birthday
present.”

He handed her the gift and she gasped. “Oh
father, they are lovely but my birthday is not for another
month.”

“I didn’t want to take a chance that they’d
be gone. Try them on; I got them a little bigger in case your feet
grow as fast as your brea… err…” He scratched the back of his neck
and quickly added, “I got you thick socks to wear until they fit
properly.”

She hugged him. “Thank you father; you’re
the best father a girl could ask for.”

He laughed, “You had no choice.”

A month later she celebrated her seventeenth
birthday, wearing her new boots.

The next day her father never returned from
his hunting. She would have gone with him but she got her monthly
and had server cramps. It was unusual because she never suffered
that bad before. Willow always said that it was a curse, which made
her father chuckle saying it was nature. She did agree but this
time she felt as if she actually had been cursed. It kept her from
hunting with her father, something she loved to do.

Willow searched the woods calling his name
until it was too dark to see past her hand. An owl hooted making
her skin crawl. Her father believed that an owl’s hoot was an omen,
something bad happened or it would. Her stomached clenched, she
feared the worse; something happened to her father; something
terrible.

A
week passed and Willow was distraught she couldn’t eat or sleep.
She had spent endless hours searching the woods, going deeper and deeper every day, camping
at night, eating anything she could trap or kill with her
arrow.

She was about to give-up and return to the cabin. Walking
back a growl behind her made the hairs on her neck rise; she didn’t
have to turn to know what was behind her. She cursed her
carelessness for letting her guard down. She had not been thinking
clearly and it might have cost her, her life.

 



CHAPTER THREE


Willow swallowed the bile and took a deep breath. Slowly,
she reached for an arrow and when she turned the bear stood only a
few feet from her. Now, she was tall, but she had to crane her neck
to look into his black eye; eyes, that looked mighty hungry.
Trembling with fright, she grabbed an arrow from her quiver and
pulled back the bow as the grizzly bear rose on his hind legs. He
was drooling and growling forcefully, showing off his razor sharp
teeth. She had only one shot and it had better be good because if
she only wounded him, she’d not have a second chance. Bravely, she
pulled tighter on the bow string, her muscles aching. But, before
she let the arrow fly, something jumped from a high boulder and
tackled the bear. It came out of nowhere so fast that it was a
blur at first. Rubbing her
eyes, she saw that it was a wolf.

It had clamped his mouth around the bear’s throat, his
fangs deep into the jugular. The bear tried to release his captor’s hold as blood ran
down his brown fur. He released a skin crawling growl as he
struggled. Mucus was snorted from his nostrils and his black eyes
were now crazed with pain and anger. Weakened from loss of blood,
the bear collapsed on the ground. Panicky, he rolled around still
fighting for his life as he clawed at the wolf with his
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