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About Pedator

The New Jersey Devil. Yeti. Fascinating legends. But
when Riley faces tragedy in the remote North West and winds up in
the arms of such a beast, is he her captor or her rescuer? Should
she escape or use her feminine wiles? Will she live to tell her
tale?

 


This e-book file contains
violence, sexually explicit scenes, and adult language which some
may find offensive and which is not appropriate for a young
audience. This e-book is for sale to adults, only, as defined by
the laws of the country in which you made your purchase. Please
store your files wisely, where they cannot be accessed by
under-aged readers.


 


Dear Reader,

 


I must acknowledge no book gets written in a
vacuum. It takes a team of people to write and produce a book. I’m
grateful to have such a support group around me.

 


Predator isn’t dedicated to anyone in
particular. It was my first attempt at horror and probably won’t be
my last. My muse takes me into many genres.

 


And most importantly, thank you—dear
readers—for completing the writing process by allowing my
characters to live for you.

 


All the best,

`Mel


 


Predator

 


“Bear!” Hmmm… Riley stirred in her
sleep. “Bear.” Bear? Bear? The big, brown, ravenous beast
lumbered toward her… No, it couldn’t be real. Of course not…

The rippling of the rolling river soothed
her from the dream. She stretched her legs out. Her fingers ran
across the thick grass where she’d been napping.

Growls rumbled in the surrounding forest.
Manly grunts and soft moans caused Riley to stir awake.

Geez, Bella. Rob’s always humping you.
I’m napping here. Go screw somewhere else.

Groans. Grunts. Body slapping body… Arousal
kindled and she brought her thighs together. Yes, her bestie was
getting her some. Mmm… maybe Riley should watch. She hadn’t had any
cock in a while. A long while. She could be such a slut at times.
But it was sometimes best to realize sex was sex -- a physical
activity. Less heartache that way.

She’d noticed the way Rob’s two cousins
checked her out. Jacob was far too old for relationship material,
but Hank? Hank was only a few years older than she was. Hell,
either of the men would do for a quickie. Yeah, she needed to get
her some.

Arousal heated her blood as her sensitive
clit swelled. A threesome. Hank and Jacob battling it out to claim
a hole. Her hand slipped down into her shorts and panties. Her
pussy was wet as she tweaked her clit. Yeah, a threesome would be
an experience of a lifetime, but masturbation would do just fine
for now. She cradled her sensitive bundle of nerves between two
fingertips.

Mean, fierce growls vibrated throughout her
body.

What? Disoriented, she blinked and
left off the sensual self-play.

The sun warmed her skin. Slowly, she
stretched out her limbs and flexed her feet. Sighing, she blinked
to get her bearings and shifted her head to the side to watch the
flowing river. Beautiful.

She sighed. Vacations always made work
worthwhile. And camping outdoors was her favorite way to spend a
week. The Cascade Mountains never ceased to amaze.

“Riley!” A rough voice came from the west.
The sun had already started its descent, casting shadows.
“Riley!”

Not sure exactly what she’d heard or what
was going on, she lifted her head. “Huh?” She sat up from where
she’d been resting.

“Run! It’s a bear!”

Jesus, had she heard right?

She saw him then. Hank was already running
full out. “Fucking run!” He went down screaming.

“Oh, Jesus.” Her breath caught in her
throat, and she launched herself to her feet. She strained to see a
bear, to see anything in the tall grass.

Nothing.

Trees, foliage, blue sky, with the
magnificent Cascade mountain range above. She saw nothing
dangerous. Her heart pounded. Had her friends screwing awakened
her? What had she heard? Think, damn it! Something had
awakened her.

She moved then, ran toward where Hank had
fallen. “Hank? Hank?”

Breathing heavily, she stopped, looked down.
No bear had him on the ground. He wasn’t being torn apart. “Oh,
Hank…” A metal trap had snapped on his right foot. Blood. Bone.
Gore. Nausea churned in her stomach. The steel claws hadn’t just
mangled his leg; they’d nearly severed his foot. “Oh, God, Hank.”
She hadn’t known people still hunted in such a manner. The
torturous jaws capturing Hank were used to kill. Any animal, even a
six-hundred-pound bear, would eventually bleed to death.

“Help me.” He didn’t open his eyes, only
groaned from behind his teeth. “Help me.”

“I will.” Trembling, she dropped to her
knees to examine the contraption. Could she help him? She just
didn’t see how with the metal embedded so deeply. Her hands shook
so badly she held them up in hopes of stopping the quivering. She
didn’t think she was strong enough to open it. “I will.” Jesus, she
had to find a way to save him.

“Help me.” Hank struggled in agony. “Get my
foot loose. A bear -- a bear got Rob and Bella.” He let out a moan.
“Come on!”

“Bella and Rob?” Jesus, could this be
happening? “A bear?”

“They’re gone.” His head rolled from side to
side. “Fucking gone. Torn apart.”

“Bella?” Her throat tightened as a wave of
grief clouded her vision. “The bear got Bella?”

“Riley! Please.” Hank reached out for her.
“I’m not dead.”

A sob broke from her chest but she fought
back the tears. She didn’t have time to mourn. Now wasn’t the time
to grieve for such a great loss. “Jesus, Hank.” He was alive and so
was she. Scrambling over to get the best hold possible, she grasped
the trap.

With his teeth clenched, he groaned at each
of her movements.

The metal was heavy and slippery from his
blood. She used her fingers to get a hold but it was useless. She
tried to be gentle but her attempt to set him free only caused him
more pain.

With an emotional lump clogging her throat
she looked around. “I need something to pry this apart.” A sob tore
past her lips. “Oh, Hank…” She couldn’t speak for a moment as she
stared at the gore. It looked as if it’d be easier to sever what
remained of his foot. First things first. Such severe bleeding
needed to be stopped.

His breathing turned raspy.

“You have to stay awake.” With her heart
racing frantically, she touched his shoulder. “Hank, what about
Jacob?” Knowing what she had to do, she removed the belt he wore.
“I’ve got to tie your injury off. “ She had to stop the bleeding.
That much first aid she knew. Wrapping the length of leather around
his leg, she tightened and clinched it a few inches above the
wound.

He groaned but stayed conscious. “Don’t
know.” His head lolled to the ride. “I think he was playing dead. I
just ran. You’ve got to get me free.”

“I will. I will.” She stilled the trembling
in her lips and did the same to the fear in her mind. She had to be
calm. “Bella and Rob? Hank?” One thing at a time. She touched his
shoulder. “Are you sure? They’re dead?” She needed to be sure. Her
best friend gone? It just couldn’t be so… It couldn’t. Bella was
more than a friend; she was Riley’s chosen sister. Her chest
constricted painfully. They had such a wonderful shared history.
The drama. The emergencies. All the many fun times. “Please, Hank.
Say she’s all right.” Attempting to hold back the sadness, she
compressed her lips.

His throat worked. “That fucker decapitated
Rob with a single swipe of his claws. It got Bella first. Rob tried
to be a hero.” He moaned. “Has to be rogue.”

Stomach knotted and twisting with fear, she
nodded. It happened from time to time -- a bear just went
ballistic. She’d heard stories. Hikers attacked by a bear or a
wildcat. People were mauled. Others killed. Oh, Jesus. Why here?
Why now? Focus. You’ve got to focus. She didn’t want to be
among the statistics. She gulped back the nerves. While staying
crouched, Riley looked around quickly before slowly standing
straight up.

It was then she saw the predator, a bear on
all fours. There was no mistaking the distinctive hump on his
shoulders. Grizzly. She sucked in a breath and did her best
to be completely still. She’d read a grizzly had a better sense of
smell than a hound dog.

“Oh, Hank.” She whimpered as the beast
turned its giant head her way. The killer had spotted her. “Oh,
Jesus.” She shook her head and spared Hank a quick glance.

“Riley!” Hank screamed and began to flail
wildly about. “Riley.”

 

“Shh… It’ll hear you.” Maybe he’d be safe on
the ground. Maybe she could lead the monster away…

Growling, the bear charged their way, and
she stumbled back farther.

“Shh…” The hair along her arms and on the
back of her neck stood on end as she backed away. She glanced
around. There was nothing she could use as a weapon. All she had
was herself. “I’m going to try to get its attention.” Maybe Jacob
was hiding nearby. If so, the man could help Hank. She’d stopped
the bleeding, so maybe there was hope…

“Riley! Don’t you dare leave me!” His voice
broke. “Don’t you dare!”

“Shh…” There was no time left to explain she
was doing her best to help. Taking three quick steps away, she
jumped up and down. “Hey, ugly!” She screamed, flailing her arms
about as she moved away from Hank. “Come get me!” As the grizzly
turned in her direction, she kept backing up. “Hank, I’m sorry.
I’ll come back, okay. I’ll come back.” She waved her arms over her
head. “Over here, you fucker!” Anger mingling with the terror, she
screamed so loud her throat hurt. “Come get me!” She had to draw
the rogue away. It was Hank’s only chance. “I’m tasty! Come on!”
Jesus, she’d just offered up herself for dinner. Terror shook her
wildly from head to toe, and the instinct to flee or fight took
hold and she bolted, only to hit a solid tree.

I don’t want to die.

She moaned. Stunned and in shadows, she
blinked. Before she could gain her bearings, something grabbed her
and swung her up through the air once again, knocking the wind from
her straining lungs. Her face landed in hair. Half conscious and
swamped by fear, she succumbed to the threatening darkness.

Best to play dead.

* * *

Riley grunted when she was dumped
unceremoniously to the ground. She rolled around, trying to get her
breathing under control. She hadn’t hit a tree. She’d run smack-dab
into a Bigfoot.

A Wildman.

She looked up and kept looking up. A real
life Wildman stood before her, shadowed by the towering trees. He
was tall, straight, and proud. He was hairy, ape-like, and
human-like… Alien? Or the missing link that bridged Neanderthals to
humans? Her chest heaved as she worked to steady her breathing.
Brown, intelligent eyes stared right back at her with curiosity.
No, the name Bigfoot didn’t suit him. He was neither plain nor
stupid. He was as mysterious and magnificent as his cold-weather
brother, the Yeti.

Taking into
















* * *
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