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Sam and Delilah

A Dangerously Dark Paranormal Romance

By Giselle Renarde

Chapter One

Sam’s nails scratched the concrete as he paced his cell.  

Every breath was a huff, every agile movement a study in restraint.  

He’d tried so many times to burst through that dark metal door, but it was no use.  If he made another effort to break it down, he’d only wake up the following morning with a dislocated shoulder. He’d been there before.  The blinding pain wasn’t even worth the fleeting attention he might garner from the prison’s female medical staff.  The infirmary’s nurses were cruel, stone-faced monsters—almost as beastly as Sam himself.

For a full thirteen years, this transformation had ceased.  

For thirteen years, he found himself locked in human form.  

And all because of Delilah.

Sam came to prison like a lamb, but he would go out like a lion. Guards didn’t suspect a thing, the brainless dolts.  Every time Sam felt the change coming on, his bloodlust rose to a fever pitch.  Last month, he’d beaten a fellow inmate to a bloody pulp.  This time, same story—but with two men rather than one.  

After that show of power, he was thrown in solitary and left to his own devices.  Nobody checked on him during the night. Most likely, with all the banging that went on as he climbed the walls, broke the bed, and pulled the latrine from the floor, they thought he’d wind up killing himself. 

Wouldn’t that just make their day?

But Sam wasn’t about to give others the satisfaction.  He wouldn’t die until he’d completed the only task that dwelled on his mind these fifteen years of incarceration.

He wouldn’t die without taking Delilah with him.

Just the thought of that woman, that sister of his late wife, set his teeth on edge. The vengeful harridan had maintained her freedom all these years while he’d been locked away.  And had she not committed an equally heinous crime when she came at him with a kitchen knife?  Surely her aim had been to slice open his neck. 

Many a day, he wished she’d done just that: put an end to his misery. 

But in the struggle that ensued, she’d cut off something infinitely more precious.

She’d cut off his hair, the root of his strength. 

For thirteen years, he’d been condemned to a life without transformation. And how could he confess this fact to the courts?  How could they hope to understand?  

Sam was sentenced to life in prison for a crime he didn’t commit. 

Meanwhile, Delilah lived free and clear.

Anger rose through his spine every time he remembered the sneer she’d worn as she sliced through his hair. Each prickle of fur on his neck stood on end as he heaved, naked, in the middle of his small cell.  That door didn’t look so tough.  If he really ran at it, he would certainly snap its hinges.

One final attempt, and unexpected success. The door flew open like a dream.

Look out, Delilah. Sam is on the loose...

Chapter Two

Reports on the radio first declared it a prison break. 

When news outlets got their hands on grainy CCTV footage, they changed their tune. Clearly, the escapee wasn’t human.  A beast of some sort? Broadcasters likened it to bigfoot sightings—the height of unreliability. The prison system’s talking heads spun the story, as talking heads were wont to do. 

“Select long-term inmates train service animals while incarcerated,” prison bigwigs explained. “It’s part of a program that pairs dogs rescued from local pounds with inmates who wish to have a positive impact on the community. The dogs receive training during the day, and then sleep in their inmate-trainers’ cells at night. It would seem, in this instance, that one of the dogs could not be controlled...”

Sam turned the knob on the radio so hard it snapped off in his hand. He tossed it out the open window of his stolen pick-up truck. 

News was no good to him as long as it was reporting misinformation. He’d have to rely on his heightened senses. Even now, though he’d shifted back from beast to human, his sense of smell remained positively canine. There wasn’t a perfume maker or a wine taster on the planet with a nose as expert as his. That’s how he knew the police weren’t on his tail. 

Hell, they hadn’t even found his trail. 

Not yet.

Sam’s pronounced sense of smell also allowed him to locate his wretched sister-in-law. His attacker, more like. 

Delilah, who presented herself as a victim. 

Delilah, who’d convinced his late wife he was a bully, an abuser, when he hadn’t laid a finger on his dear sweet Abigail. 

Not once.

...at least, not that he knew of...

Everything about his life with Abigail had been the sort of perfection he knew he didn’t deserve. What a sweet girl like Abigail saw in a thug like Sam, he’d never know. He’d been in and out of the system before they met. Shifting to his beast form altered Sam in mind as well as body, and most of his crimes were committed on the verge of transformation. He never could control himself with a full moon on the rise. 

Except with Abigail.

Her sweetness melted him. He was honest about his past, honest about everything but the beast. That was and would remain his secret. 

But when he confessed to his run-ins with the law, Abigail petted his hair and told him she saw the good inside. Even if nobody else knew it was there, she knew. She saw the kind and loving man he would be, if only a woman came along who could show him a touch of kindness.

Abigail would play that role in his life. 

Abigail would bring out the best in him. 

Delilah was the only family that remained, for Abigail. When she and Sam announced their impending nuptials, the evil sister objected so wholeheartedly they were forced to marry in secret. 

Sam didn’t mind eloping, but he saw how it pained his young wife.  She’d told him about her dreams of a white wedding—one so celebratory and so ostentatious her parents would descend from on high just to attend. 

Abigail didn’t get to live her dream, and Delilah was solely to blame for that fact. 

Delilah, the destroyer of dreams. 

If Abigail didn’t call her often enough, Delilah would drive out to their little cottage. For a visit, she said. But she was obviously checking up on things, checking up on Sam. Gauging whether Abigail was safe with him.

Every time Sam left the room, he would return to hushed whispers, which ceased the moment he walked in.  

“What’s the big secret?” he would ask.

Delilah would say, “Nothing for you to worry your pretty little head over.”

She was always condescending like that. She spoke slowly, like he was a child, like he couldn’t understand an adult conversation. 

Like brute strength had incapacitated his mental functioning. 

And then she wondered why just the sight of her set his teeth on edge. 

Abigail had told him Delilah would often say, “Your husband doesn’t seem very fond of me.”

Now that was an understatement. 

Every time her car pulled up to his house, his muscles tensed. When she stepped out and her long gypsy skirt swished in the breeze, and her shiny black hair swept over her shoulders, bile rose in his throat. 

How unlike Abigail her sister was. 

Where Abigail tip-toed on dainty feet, Delilah clomped with purpose and distain. 

Where Abigail wore shimmering pink lipstick, Delilah put on dark red gloss. 

Abigail was florals. Delilah was patchwork. So angular, so unnatural.

Sam reserved hatred for so few people in life, but he could say without a doubt that he despised his wife’s sister. 

He truly despised Delilah.
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