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They were a very old tribe with strict rules and a
harsh way of life. To trespass on their land was the equivalent of
murder to these people, and Summer had unfortunately, unknowingly,
done just that. She was paying for that mistake now by her aching
muscles which were screaming in protest from being bound for so
long and her parched throat which yearned for a drop of water.

Summer was new to the small town of RiverCreek which
was surrounded by deep dense forests and mountains on all sides.
She had thought that moving to a small town would do her some good.
Unfortunately, the townspeople garnered a hate towards "outsiders"
and someone had yet to say hello to her.

Feeling in low spirits, Summer had decided to go on a
wild hike through the mountains in the forest so that she could
breathe in some fresh air and view the wonders of breathtaking
nature. How was she supposed to know that some damn old
scary-looking tribe was going to catch her, tie her up and throw
her in a small little dark hut for the transgression of
trespassing!

She had tried to explain that she'd had no idea but,
none of them spoke English. Yes, none of them spoke English besides
the one word "trespasser" which they had muttered at her while
staring poison-ended daggers at her and roughly binding her hands
and feet while she struggled and yelled and went into panic-mode.
Fat lot of good that had done her.

Now here she was with aching, sleeping legs and feet
and a dry throat wishing she had never decided to foolishly go
hiking in the first place without doing her research. How long were
they going to keep her here? Till she died? If only there was
someone here who spoke English, then she could explain and her
situation would hopefully take a turn for the better.

Just as she had that thought, a quiet and deep voice
broke through the dark, “What is your name?" She flashed her eyes
to the door of the hut and saw the silhouette of a man...and man
was that silhouette large. He seemed to fill the whole doorway with
his body blocking out the meager light from the soft fire burning
outside. Then she registered his words and her heart gave a painful
leap-it seemed that her prayers had been heard!

"My...my n-name is Summer." Damn
it, she hadn't meant for that to come out like that. Oh well, after
all she was scared!

"I can explain everything! I...I hadn't known that
this was private property and your l-land. I'm new to the town and
nobody told me. I'm so sor-"

Before she could finish the word,
he moved towards her with the agility and speed of a panther and
covered her mouth with the palm of his hand. A bolt of electricity
pounded through her...she could feel the heat and roughness of the
palm of his hand on her lips and the heat and electricity emanating
from his hand felt good...really good…too good.

Up close she could see the panes of his
shadow-covered face. She could see that his eyes were a deep
green-the color of the beautiful leaves that surrounded this tribe.
They sparkled in the darkness and invited her to play hide and go
seek with their light.

"...have trespassed on our sacred land and this is
something that we do not tolerate from anyone. Your fate shall be
decided soon during the moon ceremony tonight. You will have a
chance to explain yourself then. Until then, save your apologies
Summer, as they are as worthless as the promises of your kin."

As Summer snapped out of her reverie and heard these
words, her terror vanished and a deep anger started raging through
her. She wanted to scream and yell at him but his hand was still
covering her mouth. But then she thought better of that...yelling
wasn't going to get her anywhere. She was going to have to escape
somehow. She wasn't just going to sit here like a lame duck while
these crazy people "decided her fate". So, she nodded like an
obedient puppy while he stared into her eyes deeply as if
conducting a major soul-search. But then he broke the moment by
lifting his hand from her mouth and she quickly rasped out, "Can I
at least have some water?" before he left the tiny hut.

She didn't WANT to ask these
barbarians for anything but her throat came first and her ego came
later. He once again turned that piercing green gaze on her and
then vanished out of the hut without a word. Damn him to
hell! They couldn't even
provide her with a glass of water and they were going to hold some
kind of a trial for her in a couple hours and meanwhile they just
expected her to sit tight?

Then she saw the man enter the hut again, this time
with a bowl of some sort. Well, guess they were going to provide
her with water after all. But then as he came closer, and got down
on his knees right beside her, she slowly started to regret putting
her request forth. One of his hands came to rest at the back of her
head and the other held the bowl to her mouth. Just the touch of
his hand on her head and that electricity started shooting through
her again.

Summer didn't even know this strange man, yet she
could feel a traitorous heat unfurling within her. She tipped her
head back pressing it into his rough palm which surprisingly held
her head very gently and the water trickled into her mouth as he
tipped the bowl against her mouth. She drank deeply, relieving her
dry throat. The cool of the water seeped into her while the heat
from his hand and the desire curling within her, intensified. She
wondered if he felt it too.

The bowl finally emptied but a drop
of water slid down to the corner of her mouth before she could
catch it with her tongue. She saw his eyes flicker to that drop and
gaze at it with that burning intensity and her desire went up a
notch. She suddenly had this wild urge and wanted
him to lick that drop
from the corner of her mouth.

She wanted him to slowly drag his tongue from the
corner of her mouth, catching that drop along the way, to across
her lips, slowly...God, what the hell was wrong with her! She
needed to stop this right now! Saying so in her mind, Summer
snapped her hungry eyes from his which were still gazing at her
lips and she jerked against him. His eyes flashed to her and this
time they burned with an even brighter light...of anger. He jerked
his hand away from her head, got up and walked away, anger igniting
ever step. What had she done now? Confusing barbarians!

Suddenly, she felt tired all over. It had been such a
difficult and trying day and it seemed as if it was only going to
get worse. She tried very hard to keep her eyes open and think
about her escape plan, but when they finally closed of their own
accord, all she could do was fall into a deep tired sleep…

 


When Summer opened her eyes, she was met with
complete and utter darkness. As she became more alert, she noticed
that her hands and feet were no longer bound and she tentatively
wiggled her fingers and toes. Her eyes slowly adjusted to the
darkness and she realized she was no longer in the same hut.
Instead, Summer seemed to be in some sort of tent. She lowered her
hands to the floor and was meet with the softest bulkiest blanket
she’d ever felt. Slowly getting up, Summer surveyed her
surroundings and saw the outline of a clay pot in the corner of the
tent which probably held a small supply of water. Next to the pot
sat a medium sized bag.

What was she doing? As her memories came crashing
back, she remembered that the crazy barbarians would be back any
moment now and she had to escape. Quickly making up her mind,
Summer started crawling towards the tent opening with the intent to
escape, when she heard footsteps outside the tent. Oh no, it was
already too late! The footsteps got closer to her tent and then the
flap of the tent swung back to reveal the impressive form of the
sexy barbarian from before.

He raised the lantern he was carrying to his face and
Summer’s eyes met his stormy green eyes in the soft glow emanating
from the lantern. A muscle in his jaw moved interestingly when he
saw she was awake and then he forced his huge self into the small
tent closing the flap behind him. Quickly skittering back to put
some distance from the strange man and herself- in vain she might
add- Summer pushed herself into a corner of the tent. The barbarian
sat down Indian style with his back pressed against the opposite
end of the tent and set the lantern down by the water pot, bathing
the whole tent in a soft light.

Summer couldn’t help but stare at this strange man.
He wore no shirt and he seemed to be made of hard rock all over.
His muscles bulged out and his chest was covered with a layer of
sparse fine black hair. The hair continued in a straight line down
his stomach before disappearing inside a pair of worn out faded
black pants making her think of trailing her fingers down that path
to discover for herself where the trail ended. Strapped to the
right side of his pants, there was a wicked looking dagger.
Dragging her face away from his impressive body while trying to
reign in the arousal that was slowly starting to take a hold of
her, Summer directed her gaze to his face where shoulder-length
straight hair fell around his visage somehow adding further to his
hard-edged panes. The scar on his cheek glowed an eerie silver
making her wonder once again how he got it. Her eyes moved up to
stare into his glittering dark green eyes which regarded her with a
combination of amusement, anger and resignation

“Are you done looking your fill?”

The dark timbre of his voice jerked her back to
reality and she felt a blush work its way up her cheeks. What the
hell was wrong with her today? Every time she looked at him, her
mind took a plunge straight for the gutter. Trying to distract him
and getting down to business, Summer asked “What’s your name and
where are we?”

Summer couldn’t help the first question from
escaping her lips. For some unknown reason, she felt this deep need
inside her to know this man’s name.

Her considered her for a long moment before finally
turning away to stare into space and saying, “The elders’ decision
for you was cruel and unjust. The only choice remaining was for me
to escape with you.”

Wow, things were worse than she’d first thought!
Apparently now she was on the run from the tribe. "You didn’t tell
me your name.”

Turning his head back to look into her eyes, he
said, “Elan.”

Elan…what a beautiful name. She liked the way his
name sounded on her tongue and it suited him just perfectly. “So
now what? Aren’t they going to follow us or something?” Summer
asked.

Elan took a deep breath before saying, “A storm is
coming soon and we’re deep in the woods. They won’t be able to
follow us until the storm has passed.” As if on cue, Summer heard a
loud bolt of thunder, jerking her
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