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Author’s Foreword

Writing "The Power Within Club Wendigo" was a journey that pushed me out of my comfort zone and into a world of mystery and intrigue. I wanted to create a story that not only captivated readers with its suspenseful plot but also immersed them in a setting that was both luxurious and enigmatic. Club Wendigo is not just any club; it's a place where secrets are hidden behind opulent facades, and power is wielded with subtlety and finesse.

Throughout "Power Within Club Wendigo," you'll encounter a variety of unique and intriguing drinks that add depth to the story. Here are the descriptions of some of the signature drinks:

Veil of Gold

A drink that feels like wealth in liquid form—smooth, dangerous, and unforgettable.


	
Base: Aged rum & Japanese whisky blend


	
Flavor Profile: Subtle vanilla, black fig, and a hint of burnt orange


	
Finish: Gold leaf-infused honey drizzle


	
Glassware: A sleek, crystal coupe, rimmed with edible gold dust


	
Experience: The first sip is warm, luxurious—the kind that lingers, commanding attention without demanding it.




Blackout Society

A dark cocktail designed for those who know how to disappear—silky, intoxicating, and undeniably powerful.


	
Base: Black vodka & espresso-infused tequila


	
Flavor Profile: A whisper of blackcurrant, a touch of smoked vanilla, and espresso undertones


	
Finish: Activated charcoal & cracked black pepper garnish


	
Glassware: A matte obsidian highball, the drink so dark it vanishes into the glass


	
Experience: Designed to unfold slowly—first bold, then dangerously smooth.




The Wendigo Pact

A cocktail that embodies the essence of the club itself—exclusivity, indulgence, and quiet danger.


	
Base: Barrel-aged gin & absinthe


	
Flavor Profile: Herbaceous with hints of star anise, lavender bitters, and blood orange


	
Finish: A single rosemary sprig ignited before serving—smoky, fleeting


	
Glassware: A heavy-bottomed crystal tumbler, designed to feel weighty in the hand


	
Experience: Sharp, elegant, and lingering with just enough mystery to leave people wondering what’s in it.




No Saints Allowed

A drink for those who walk Wendigo’s halls with intent—a rebellious twist on the classic Old Fashioned.


	
Base: Dark rye whiskey & Italian amaro


	
Flavor Profile: Cherry wood smoke, caramelized fig, and bittersweet dark cocoa


	
Finish: Smoked cinnamon bark resting on the rim


	
Glassware: A deep garnet-cut lowball, crafted for slow indulgence


	
Experience: The kind of drink meant for watching the room, not rushing through it.




The Enigma

She never tells the full story. People talk about her in whispers, but no one really knows her. This cocktail is as layered as she is.


	
Base: Smoked mezcal & elderflower gin


	
Flavor Profile: Velvet-smooth pear, ghost chili heat, and a hint of citrus mist


	
Finish: A black orchid petal, resting on ice that fades into vapor when the drink is poured


	
Glassware: Obsidian-rimmed tumbler, designed to hold its chill longer than normal


	
Experience: The drink unfolds in stages—first floral, then unexpected fire, then haunting smoothness. Just like her.




Blood & Diamonds

She is luxury wrapped in control. Men worship her, women envy her, and she knows it. This is her drink—unapologetic, rare, and unforgettable.


	
Base: Red vermouth & saffron-infused gin


	
Flavor Profile: Dark cherry, caramelized ginger, and a whisper of smoked vanilla


	
Finish: A diamond-shaped ice cube, frozen with edible gold & wild hibiscus


	
Glassware: Crystal cut highball—jewel-toned, heavy-bottomed


	
Experience: Rich without being overwhelming, sharp enough to remind anyone—she’s the one in control.




The Silver Thorn

A drink designed for the woman who never lets herself be predictable—sharp, elegant, and deceptively smooth.


	
Base: White pepper-infused vodka & elderwood-aged gin


	
Flavor Profile: Silvered vanilla, charred citrus peel, and a whisper of blood plum


	
Finish: A single twisted lemon rind, sliced with the precision of a blade


	
Glassware: A sleek, stemless crystal goblet, designed to catch the light just enough to gleam


	
Experience: At first? Light, effortless. But the slow burn of white pepper lingers, a reminder that she is never as simple as she seems.




Every drink at Club Wendigo holds more than just flavor—it carries intent, a presence, an unspoken expectation. Here, a glass isn’t simply filled; it’s chosen. The bartenders don’t just take orders; they deliver what they believe you need. They listen, they watch, and they decide. Because in Club Wendigo, the drink is never just about the pour—it’s about the person holding it. And the bartenders? They are the silent keepers of every whispered confession, every exchanged glance, every story left unfinished. They hear everything. They remember.

Step into the enigmatic world of Club Wendigo, where every sip holds a secret and every flavor tells a tale. Thank you for embarking on this journey with me—one filled with mystery, allure, and a taste of the unknown. May each drink whisper its story as you uncover the depths of the experience.

Cheers to the adventure ahead.
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The weight of silence pressed against Anastasia Aldridge before she was even fully awake. A golden haze of sunlight bled into the room, spilling across marble floors polished to a mirror-like sheen, refracting off crystal fixtures that dripped from the ceiling like frozen raindrops. High above the city, encased in walls of glass, the world seemed distant—beautiful but indifferent.

The sheets crumpled beneath her fingers, impossibly crisp—untouched, save for the faint imprint of her body. Her pulse surged, rising fast as her thoughts sharpened around the realization. Where was she? And—what was she wearing?

The familiar weight of the dress she had worn at Club Wendigo was gone. In its place, a man’s oversized shirt draped loosely around her frame, the fabric foreign, carrying the faintest scent of someone unknown. Her breath hitched.

She swung her legs over the edge of the bed, the air thick with warmth, yet unable to erase the deep chill that curled in her spine. The marble kissed her bare feet with its cool touch, a stark contrast to the opulence surrounding her—the kind of space where power whispered rather than announced itself. Every surface gleamed, pristine yet intimate, as if carefully curated for someone who required perfection but never lingered to truly live within it.

Beyond the towering windows, the skyline stretched endlessly, a sea of steel and glass flickering in the morning light. The city pulsed below, alive, unconcerned with the quiet mystery unraveling above its streets.

She took measured steps forward, the echo of her movement swallowed by the vastness. Her fingers brushed the edge of a polished console table, its surface untouched except for the presence of a single object—a key, deliberately placed, as if waiting.

Then she saw it.

A door, slightly ajar.

The sight sent a ripple through her chest. Someone had left it that way. Not forgotten—deliberately positioned. An invitation. Or a warning.

Her breath hitched as she pushed it open, the hinges sighing softly. A scent spilled into the space—rich, dark, unmistakable. Coffee. Freshly brewed.

Warmth enveloped her as she stepped into the adjoining room. Here, the space shifted—less pristine, more lived-in. Art leaned against the walls rather than stood in calculated placement, an open book rested face-down beside a leather armchair. The air carried traces of something familiar—a presence.

The penthouse exuded luxury, but it wasn’t abandoned.

Someone had been here.

Maybe they still were.

The faint clang of metal against metal reached her ears—subtle, rhythmic, deliberate. Not the chaotic rattling of a stranger rifling through unfamiliar cabinets. No. This was different. Someone knew their way around the kitchen.

Instead of recoiling, her curiosity sharpened. Fear would have been reasonable, expected even. But in this moment, it wasn’t fear that propelled her forward. It was something else. Something deeper. A silent pull toward the unknown. Curiosity. 

The soft pads of her bare feet barely made a sound against the marble as she moved, each step measured. The warmth of the penthouse wrapped around her now—the scent of coffee, the muted notes of something savory lingering in the air.

She rounded the corner.

The kitchen—sleek, expansive, unapologetically expensive—was alive in a way the rest of the space hadn’t been. Steam curled from a porcelain mug on the counter, and a skillet hissed low over an induction cooktop. And at the center of it all—

A figure.

Their back was turned to her, broad shoulders relaxed, movements effortless.

They weren’t just passing through.

They belonged here.

And for reasons she couldn’t explain, she wasn’t sure if that terrified her—or intrigued her.

As if sensing her presence, the man paused. A moment stretched—silent, charged—before he turned.

The shift was effortless, slow, and controlled. First, the faint glint of a watch at his wrist, then the sharp lines of a tailored shirt against his frame. His movements carried an ease that spoke of familiarity—of someone who didn’t just exist in this space but commanded it.

And then—

Their eyes met.

Dark, searching—something about him pulled at memory’s frayed edges. A familiarity lingered, just out of reach, like the ghost of a name she should know but couldn’t place.

The skillet hissed behind him, filling the air with the scent of something rich, decadent. The warmth of the penthouse, the city’s glow against the glass—none of it registered. Not yet.

She had questions.

And he had answers.

“Sit,” he said, his voice smooth, inviting. “Coffee?”

She stiffened. The familiarity snapped into place—not in his face, but in his voice. In its precise, effortless warmth.

“Please,” she said, stepping forward, slow now, easing into the barstool. “Where am I?”

“My penthouse,” he said, pouring a steady stream of coffee into a sleek ceramic mug.

A rush of breath escaped her lips, uneven. She knew him. Not just as a face in a crowded memory—but as something closer. As something real.

“Still taking it black?” he asked.

Her fingers curled against the marble.

“B-black.” The word snagged on her surprise, betraying her.

The ease with which he remembered unsettled her more than it should have.

“Sterling?” she whispered.

The memory of Sterling as a teenager flashed in her mind. She was eight, Sterling sixteen. The late afternoon sun dappled the sprawling estate grounds as she peered through the lattice archway, watching him and Chase spar in the garden. They weren’t supposed to use real swords—practice foils were the rule—but Sterling, ever the confident one, had convinced Chase otherwise.

Their movements were sharp and precise, the clang of steel ringing through the neatly trimmed hedges. Sterling moved with effortless control, his footwork immaculate. Chase, his age but more reckless, lunged too wide, and Sterling caught him with a swift parry, sending his blade clattering to the stone path.

She sucked in a breath, gripping the wooden edge of the gate. Sterling turned, catching sight of her. A slow smile tugged at his lips.

“You should try,” he said.

She blinked. “Try... what?”

He took two steps forward and knelt, his shadow stretching long behind him. “Swordplay. You watch like you want to learn.”

She glanced at Chase, who was rubbing his wrist and muttering under his breath. Then back at Sterling, his expression unreadable but his confidence steady.

Now, here she was, sitting in Sterling Blackwood’s kitchen, watching him cook her breakfast. Yet the nagging feeling persisted—she had missed something crucial. How had she gotten here? Why? The last thing she remembered was being at Club Wendigo, and then... nothing. A blank space where the night should have been.

Sterling placed a steaming cup of coffee in front of her before turning back to the stove. "You're thinking too much, Ana," he said with a knowing smile.

She shook her head. "Just trying to piece things together."

Sliding into the chair next to her, Sterling handed over a plate. "Eat first. Talk second. I promise."

She smiled. "How did you do it?"

Sterling tilted his head. "Do what?" His curiosity flickered in his eyes.

"Know what I was thinking."

He chuckled. "You always had a certain look when you were trying to figure things out. I saw it too many times when you watched Chase and I do something you wanted to try."

She blushed. "I—I didn’t know you noticed."

His hand brushed against hers. "I noticed. But I didn’t want Chase to, not always. He’d get upset if he knew you were watching when you shouldn’t. He thought you were annoying. Me? I saw something even then."

"What was that?" she asked, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

Sterling leaned back, studying her with that familiar, unreadable gaze. "You’ve always had a talent for seeing things other people miss. The gaps, the flaws—the moments before something turns into a full-blown disaster. It’s no surprise you made a career out of it."

Ana raised an eyebrow, fingers tracing the edge of her coffee cup. "A career out of what, exactly?"

He smirked. "Keeping people out of trouble before they even realize they’re in it. Cleaning up messes. Making problems disappear." He paused, eyes flickering with something almost amused. "Though I suspect your methods have evolved since watching Chase and I get into trouble as kids."

She chuckled, shaking her head. "A little. Now I prefer to be ahead of the chaos instead of scrambling behind it."

His hand brushed the rim of his plate absently, gaze steady on hers. "And the art? That part of your world always felt more like a secret than a job."

Ana stilled. Her fingers froze against the ceramic, her breath hitching for just a fraction of a second—but enough.

Sterling saw it. His gaze sharpened, just slightly.

She set down her mug, eyes narrowing. "What are you getting at, Sterling?"

He tilted his head, considering her. "Just making an observation."

Ana leaned forward, her voice quiet but firm. "No. You’re fishing."

Sterling’s smirk deepened. "Now, that would ruin the fun, wouldn’t it?"

Ana’s fingers tightened around the mug.

His amusement was unmistakable, but beneath it—something else. Not just satisfaction. Not just knowledge.

Certainty.

"You’re good at what you do, Ana," he continued, his voice smooth, deliberate. "Better than most. You make things disappear, secure things that shouldn’t be touched, and ensure problems never see daylight." He tapped the rim of his plate absently, watching her. "Do you really think a talent like that goes unnoticed?"

Her pulse kicked.

Unnoticed.

No—he wasn’t just talking about her skills. He was talking about him. About how he had noticed. About how he had used her.

"I’d be stupid not to call you when I needed someone like that," he said, the warmth in his voice so easy. Too easy.

Ana forced herself to breathe evenly. "And what exactly did I do for you?"

Sterling leaned forward slightly, resting his arms on the countertop, tilting his head just enough to be unreadable.

"You tell me."

Ana finished the last bite of her breakfast, placing her fork down as Sterling stood and reached for the coffee pot. He poured them both another round, the rich aroma curling through the kitchen.

She accepted the fresh cup without a word, watching as he moved with the same effortless ease he always had—like he was never rushed, never uncertain.

"Come on," he said, nodding toward the living room.

She hesitated, then followed.

Sterling led her to a sleek leather couch, setting his cup down before settling into the cushions. He gestured for her to do the same.

"This feels like an interrogation," she muttered, curling her fingers around the warmth of her drink.

Sterling chuckled, the sound low, knowing.

"If it were," he mused, stretching an arm along the back of the couch, "you’d know."

Ana exhaled slowly, watching him, weighing the space between them—not just the physical distance, but the unspoken history. The gaps in her memory. The things he clearly knew that she didn’t.

She set her cup down, fingers pressing into the smooth ceramic, grounding herself.

"Then what is this?" she asked.

Sterling studied her for a moment, the flicker of amusement never quite leaving his face. "Let’s call it... catching up."

Her jaw tightened.

Catching up. Like they were old friends. Like she wasn’t sitting here piecing together fragments of a past he seemed to have kept tabs on.

"You recognize me," she said carefully. "You remember things about me. And apparently, I’ve worked for you."

"Not just worked," he corrected, his tone light—but the implication wasn’t. "You were useful."

Ana’s stomach turned.

"Useful."

The word settled between them, heavy.

Sterling watched her reaction closely, and for the first time, there was no teasing in his voice when he spoke.

"You don’t remember, do you?"

She held his gaze but didn’t answer.

Because the truth was—she wasn’t sure she wanted to.

She huffed a small laugh but didn’t argue. Instead, she sank into the seat opposite him, setting her coffee on the table.

For a moment, there was only silence—the kind that hummed with unspoken thoughts, edged with questions neither of them had yet voiced.

Ana’s fingers traced the rim of her cup, absently, the warmth pressing into her skin, grounding her. But it wasn’t enough. Not against the growing unease twisting beneath her ribs.

She exhaled sharply, almost like she was shaking something off. A beat. Then, carefully—like she wasn’t sure she wanted to say it—she spoke.

"I remember being at Club Wendigo," she said at last, her voice barely above a whisper. "The music, the lights—it was all so vivid."

Her grip tightened against the fabric of the oversized shirt, as if searching for something familiar. Something solid.

"And then—" She swallowed, eyes flickering with something fragile, something unsettled. "Nothing. Just—black. A void where there should be memories."

Her pulse quickened, an uneasy rhythm beneath her skin.

She looked at Sterling then, the weight of uncertainty pressing into her words.

"Sterling," she said, desperation threading through her voice. "Why is it blank? What happened?"

Her voice cracked, sharp with an edge she couldn't dull. The missing pieces—whatever they were—pressed against her, phantom weight she couldn't shake.

"Anastasia," he began.

She stilled.

He rarely used her full name, instead choosing to call her Ana—quick, familiar, effortless. But hearing it now—low, careful, deliberate—sent heat coursing through her veins. There was something more in the way he said it, something she couldn't quite name.

Sterling leaned forward slightly, his voice quiet but weighted. “Before I tell you what happened,” he murmured, eyes locked onto hers, “I need to know—what made you come to Club Wendigo? You’ve never been there before.”
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