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I was a gargoyle with strong goddess tendencies.

Bree had given me the pitiful smile version of a pat on the head. Bandia Na Teasa, or Goddess of Fire, slumbered most times, unless I got agitated. When she awoke inside me, I became a super fast and lethal killer. However, her aid was nothing I could count on. During the last four months, I’d been kidnapped, beaten nearly to death—twice—almost drowned, and been tortured by having two of my fingers snapped as I watched. The goddess hadn’t done much to earn my trust. Although, she’d saved my infant life when my parents were killed in a car accident. I would have bled out on the asphalt that night if she’d not come along and jumped in here with me. The price for my rescue was sharing my existence with hers. Sometimes

BUTTERY AROMAS WAFTED up the stairs, meeting me halfway down. “We need to beef up security around the store,” I announced. I’d decided to ignore my inner turmoil at not being able to

“Maybe the rest is BS,” she tossed over her shoulder.


PRAISE FOR MARIE WHITTAKER


“Marie Whittaker proves that there’s still room for invention in urban fantasy. Leave it to a Texas Gargoyle in London to teach us what it means to be human.” 


— D.J. BUTLER, AUTHOR OF WITCHY EYE 


“Marie Whittaker’s novels will hold you spellbound from the first page to the last. Wise and witty, Marie proves that she is a talent to watch!” 


— DAVID FARLAND, NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

PHANTOM LIMB

BOOK 2 OF THE FATE AND FIRE SERIES 

[image: image]


MARIE WHITTAKER

[image: image]

Copyright © 2018 by Amity Green 

All rights reserved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. This book is a work of fiction. Characters, names, places, and incidents are either a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictionally. Any resemblance to any people, either living or deceased, is coincidence. 

Cover art and design: Consuelo Parra 

www.facebook.com/C.PBookCoverdesigns 

Model: Saphiriacat.deviantart 

Photographer: Martin Erker 

ISBN 978-1-949906-00-4 

Edited by Mia Kleve 

Created with Vellum

For Ronin. Thank you for making the wait worth every second. #levelup

INTRODUCTION 

A small piece of Fate was mine. I hacked it off when her guard was down, feeling it twitch and wriggle in my bloodied claws, brutally taken just like parts of me. Fate can’t complain. Comeuppance is a bitch. She took from me, so I took from her. 

Weeks ago, the world as I knew it—as everyone knew it—became a whole different planet. Other things live here, too. And I am one of them; no longer human. Ancient souls breathed right alongside me. Gargoyles, ethe real water beings, creatures thought only to live in dreams, nightmares, and Fairy tales, fought to hold their ground. 

So much was gone, sent away in vaporous wisps like dew in the hot, southern sun. I mourned youthful simplicity and mortality like the loss of my right hand. That emptiness—the line of demarcation where I ended and my new life began—created phantom-limb-itch, a memory from being whole and owned by no one but me. Being a hybrid, half gargoyle and half Celtic goddess, topped teen angst, any day. 

So much remained. Something in my soul needed out, was scratching and clawing at the pit deep in my chest, the place that swells with love and pride and aches like shattered bone when my heart hurts. I begged for Change to find me, sinking deeper, hitting my knees on an altar in denial

and grief. Fate and Change owned me equally, but I wouldn’t stay down long. I would dance a circle, burning them both to the ground in a flame kissed night when the thing in my soul was freed. And damn anyone— winged or not—who might stand in my way.

W 

1 

hether it was morbid fascination or my own desire to understand the changes of my body, I had to watch the transformation from human to gargoyle with my own 

two eyes to get a better understanding of what I’d become. What happened to my shoulder blades when I had wings? Did my tail sprout like a new leg? Where did my breasts retreat to? Would scales replace my skin, no matter what, at sundown? 

A true friend is precisely what I needed to stand by and witness me whittle flesh from my forearm, and Bree was that girl. My squea mish friend handled it well. Neither of us were biology majors by a long shot, but we agreed, both of us wanting to get a better understanding of the transformation. The question: Did my flesh have to be attached to my body to experience the change? Would it get scales if the skin was removed? I was concerned, and Bree got that about me. Maybe she was just as curious. Perhaps she was blatant in her musings, like me. We could do that—be morbid together. Whatever the case, she had my blessing when I carved out a hunk of skin the size of a twenty pence piece and she slapped a palmful of gauze over the pool of blood that filled the hole. I winced but barely flinched. I couldn’t be all that proud of holding still. It wasn’t my doing. We’d
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cinched my arm to the ironing board with one of Bree’s long, braided leather belts. I set my dirk down and took a breath to chill out. “Tee minus two minutes and counting,” she said, with her spare hand tapping the screen of her iPhone. “How ya doing?” Voice calm, she caressed and patted my strapped down hand. 

I did everything I could to avoid fidgeting. “You could so be a nurse.” I grinned and chewed my cheek, looking from her to the ceil ing, to the walls, keeping myself occupied. 


“Ha ha,” she deadpanned. “So really, you okay?” 


“I’m okay,” I lied. After all the wounds I’d suffered, some of which would have been fatal to a human, a self-inflicted-by-proxy biopsy had me rattled worse than facing down another gargoyle bent on murder. “This’ll heal up when I Garg Out.” 

Bree tipped the tea saucer that was her make-shift Petri dish, examining my flayed-off skin in the light. The good news was the flesh just lay there like a good little severed hunk rather than doing something freaky like sprout wings of its own. She looked back to her phone while keeping pressure on the wound so I didn’t lose a lot of blood. It was her idea to run the test so close to sundown so I didn’t bleed a lot. I could only hope to develop her forethought. I’d save myself a lot of pain and grief. And blood. 

“Crap,” I moaned and rubbed my forehead with my free hand. True to form, I hadn’t thought it out thoroughly. Not only would Bree witness what happened to the specimen in the dish, she’d see me transform right next to her. 

“What’s crap?” She looked worried, tucking a strand of spiral curled hair behind an ear. 

I loosened the belt and stood. We were downstairs in the living quarters part of the building that housed The Bochord, the bookstore where we worked. We’d planned it that way because of the sink and proximity to the first aid kit Peter kept in the cabinet. There wasn’t even a closet in the room. I’d be in plain view. She released my arm and stood, too.  

“What’s wrong, Tessa?” Lacking a better place to put it, Bree fastened her belt around the waist of her Big Bird pajamas. I wore my 
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old cream-colored camisole and lavender skirt, stained and tattered from months of being my go-to outfit for the transformation. Once my favorite, the lace hung free in places on the top’s hem and the shape of the skirt was distorted and stretched with worn out elastic barely doing the job of holding it to my hips. 


“Promise me something?” 


She nodded, agreeing blindly to my request. “Of course.” “I haven’t even watched in the mirror when I change yet and you’re right here with me. I haven’t been able to bring myself to see it take over my face. I mean, it’s the most personal thing I lose when I change—” 


“I won’t look.” 


I sighed. “Thank you.” The backs of my arms began to tingle. “Here we go.” I turned toward the wall, entirely self-conscious of becoming a monstrosity in plain view of my best friend. I took note of the smallest detail, doing my best to commit each feeling to memory, to log every single sensation. 

The overhead light in the room built to a new level of brightness, losing the slight yellow tint I’d paid no attention to before. The color of the tiled floor sparked with glinting bits of mica mixed in the sand stone. Bree’s heart thumped in a tale-tell rhythm with her excitement, speeding up nearly as fast as my own. A clock tick-tocked in the kitchen, and there was a cat happily rummaging through the garbage bin outside, smacking his little kitty lips. 

I held my hands at eye level as the ceiling grew a little nearer. I’d be darned, but I did actually get a little taller, although I was still a runt of a gargoyle next to Peter’s sister, Petra, when she Garged Out. My guts roiled like a loose egg flipping in a frying pan or the first, tensing part of a menstrual cramp, but went away painlessly. The tips of my shoulder blades burned like Icy Hot meeting a cold wind, becoming heavy at my back, but balancing at the sides as hard, leathery wings unfurled with a tugging sensation that was rooted in my spine. Each vertebra seemed to pop just beneath the skin, my tail bone burned as my spiky tail slithered down my leg and wrapped around my left ankle. Cool air swirled at my feet in little gusts, 
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disturbed by the slow beat of my wings. The sensitive fork of my tongue slid along smooth molars and pointed canines. Pinpricks ran down my extremities. Scales
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