
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




NOTHING SACRED

BY

MADELAINE
MONTAGUE

( c ) copyright by Madris
DePasture writing as Madelaine Montague, February 2023

Cover art by Jenny Dixon,
2022

ISBN 978-1-60394-

Smashwords
Edition

New Concepts
Publishing

Lake Park, GA
31636

www.newconceptspublishing.com

This is a work of fiction. All characters,
events, and places are of the author’s imagination and not to be
confused with fact. Any resemblance to living persons or events is
merely coincidence.


Chapter One

Ahntu had come to middle Earth to lead
‘the people’. He was a warrior. He taught them how to make weapons,
how to fight, how to strategize battles. And he led them to win
many battles so that they were able to focus on
prosperity.

He was a hunter. He taught them to
hunt more successfully, how to capture and domesticate animals, how
to cull their herds to leave food for later.

He was a teacher. He taught them how
to grow and process food, taught them the collective knowledge his
own kind had accumulated—as much as they were capable of
learning.

In time, he took for himself a woman
of the people that he desired. And, because she pleased him, he
favored her above all the others. She was his consolation for the
isolation from his people that he had accepted in order to lead
them. He protected her from aging because she was his only joy of
life.

But the people grew jealous of her and
her influence. And they killed her. For that, he had abandoned them
to their fate.

They had called him Skin walker before
they had aroused his wrath and discovered he was capable of far
more than they had had any notion of.

Afterward, they had called him a god
and they had feared him far more than before—worshipped him with a
great deal more fervor—begged him for his favor once
more.

Their prayers meant less than nothing
to him.

It did not appease him for his loss,
did not soften his heart towards them.

For abandoning them, his own kind had
exiled him from their realm and he sought solace in ‘sleep’,
arousing only when the humans intruded to a degree that brought him
to awareness. He watched them for a time until he became bored with
their doings and began to consider seeking nothingness
again.

But then he saw
her.

He was not certain what it was about
her that captured his interest, but of a certainty she
did.

Perhaps it was only that she aroused
desire when he had felt none in so long he had almost forgotten
what it felt like to experience the hungers of the
flesh?

She was nothing like his
joy—physically, in mind, or spirit—and yet he felt desire for
her—at least as much—perhaps more. And that was part of what drew
him—curiosity, carnal desire without the remembrance of
pain.

Perhaps, after all, he would discover
that it was nothing, but he was intrigued enough to take a closer
look, perhaps to sample?

* * * *

Abigail Winslow squinted through the
dusty windshield of her car at the ‘ghost town’ sprawled across the
plain in front of and slightly below her. Backed by a peak of the
southern tip of the Rockies and a brilliant red and gold sunset, it
was a breathtaking view.

Shoving the car into park after a long
moment’s debate without switching off the engine, she got out of
the car with her camera to snap a couple of pictures.

From out of nowhere, a shiver skated
down her back for no apparent reason.

Not nowhere, she decided fairly
quickly. It was the sense of being watched.

Frowning, she lowered the camera and
glanced around and finally got back into the car.

And locked the doors.

She didn’t see a living soul, but she
still felt like she was being watched, she decided, trying to
determine whether to take that ‘instinct’ seriously or
not.

Creeps from the ghost town?

She hadn’t seen any movement—anything,
actually, to provoke the creeps.

She shook her head at
herself.

She just wasn’t used to being
out—alone—in unfamiliar territory, she decided.

No one was supposed to be in the area
except the owners, and she couldn’t imagine them hiding to watch
her.

That was a creepy thought, though—that
they might.

She’d been told it was the ‘off
season’ and she would be the sole tenant for the period of her
stay.

Putting the car into drive again, she
pulled down the road to the front of the house that overlooked the
ghost town, parked, and got out.

The owners were supposed to be
expecting her, but the house looked as empty and unwelcoming as the
ghost town.

Shaking the strange sense of
desolation that washed over her, Abby moved to the steps that led
up to the porch, crossed it to the door, and rapped her knuckles
against the molding since the door was half glass. Then she waited,
listening for some sound of movement from inside, some indication
that she’d been heard—directing her gaze toward the yard since she
didn’t want to be caught peering through the window like a peeping
Tom.

As she turned to knock a second time,
she discovered there was a man standing at the door—actually in the
opening. She hadn’t heard an approach or heard the door
open.

Her heart tried to leap out of her
chest. She sucked in a harsh, frightened breath and then chuckled
self-consciously.

The chuckle, more the product of
hysterical terror than amusement, died when she looked up and met
his gaze.

He was Native American.

But it wasn’t that that threw her into
a state of shock so profound that she was suspended as if she’d
been abruptly frozen.

He was … well handsome barely
described it. Nice didn’t come close.

And maybe frozen wasn’t exactly the
right word either, because she didn’t feel cold—at all.

After a moment’s delay between the
signal connection of her eyes to her brain, awareness trickled into
her of other things.

Like—he was the tallest
fucking ‘injun’ she’d ever seen—had
to be somewhere between six feet and six and a
half—unless he was standing on something she couldn’t
see?

Not that she’d ever seen one—a Native
American—in person. That could be average height for all she
knew.

The Stetson he had tilted over his
eyes cast a shadow that hid most of his face, but she was convinced
he was definitely Native American—the dark skin and pitch black
hair seemed a positive indication.

She cleared her throat. “Hi! I’m
Abigail Winslow,” she said shakily. “I rented efficiency for the
month? Whoever I talked to … your wife I guess? … said I should
stop here when I got to town to get the keys?”

It didn’t occur to her until she
stopped babbling that, maybe, he didn’t speak English?

Or maybe her accent had thrown him
since she was from the south?

“Ahntu,” he responded
after a long moment.

Chaos erupted in Abby’s frozen brain.
She gaped up at him. “I’m sorry. I don’t speak … uh … I didn’t get
that.”

His hard, beautiful mouth curled up at
one corner in a smile that made her kegels clap and her knees go
weak. “My name,” he said in a deep, rumbling drawl that reminded
her of that actor Sam something-or-other—whose voice by itself was
almost enough to make her cum.

“Ann …?”

“Ahntu.”

She felt perfectly blank.

She didn’t recall that the owners had
introduced themselves as the Ahntu.

“Nice to meet you Mr.
Ahntu. Do you need identification? I haven’t done this before,” she
added self-consciously, glancing back toward the car—where she’d
left her purse.

He stepped out of the house as she
returned her attention to him, crowding her. She moved back, far
more uncomfortable about her reaction to him and her sluggish
responses than she was that he’d crowded her space.

She thought she might have been happy
with a ‘thrill feel’.

“Just Ahntu.”

“Oh.”

“I will open the
place.”

“Oh. Ok,” Abigail said,
confused but willing enough to follow where he led.

Maybe she’d misunderstood?

She’d thought they were going to give
her the keys.

She looked around when she reached her
car and saw he was walking.

For a few moments, she was totally
mesmerized by his unhurried, cowboy saunter that nevertheless ate
up the ground because of the length of his legs.

What was the old song about wanting a
man with a slow touch?

It warmed her all over just watching
him move.

Amazingly long, completely straight
black hair hung halfway down his back, fluttering in the faint
breeze and glinting deep blue and silver where the sun lit up the
highlights.

And she realized he was just …
massive—tall enough it gave the impression of slender when, in
point of fact, he wasn’t even close to ‘skinny’. He had very well
developed muscles … everywhere that she could see.

Must do a lot of physically demanding
work, she mused.

Eventually, she realized he was
walking and glanced around for a vehicle.

There wasn’t one in sight.

She scrambled into her car and started
it, backed up, and pulled slowly down the track.

He didn’t stop.

She put her window down. “I could give
you a ride …?”

He sent her a speculative look and one
corner of his lips twitched.

That made it leap into her mind that
the offer could be interpreted in a way she certainly hadn’t
intended—even though her mind was currently in the gutter—due
entirely to her stunned surprise to discover the owner was drop
dead gorgeous.

She felt hectic color surge into her
cheeks.

When she emerged from her painful
state of embarrassment, she discovered he’d nearly reached the edge
of ‘the town’.

Determined to pretend she hadn’t
humiliated herself—even though she felt pretty damned mortified—she
pulled past him, stopping in front of the only ‘whole’ building she
could see—which looked like a saloon because it supposedly had been
built as one when the town was inhabited.

By the time she’d parked the car and
gotten out to collect her luggage, she’d decided there was just no
way to ‘fix’ the comment/come hither offer without making things
worse. It would be better not to bring it up—just in case she was
wrong and he hadn’t thought she was offering him a ride … of a
different kind.

She was going to have to hide from his
wife, she reflected uneasily—at least until she recovered well
enough not to instantly give away her discomfort.

Or worse, her lust for the beautiful
man.

The man—Ahntu—had reached the saloon
and opened it by the time she rounded the end of the car. She
jolted, glanced back in the direction he’d come from, trying to
figure out how he’d managed a totally silent approach—in such a
short space of time. They must be a mile from his place, she
thought.

It was downhill.

But it was hard to accept that as an
explanation.

If he’d run—maybe he could have
covered the distance in that length of time. But then she doubted
anybody could run silently. If he’d walked—he probably could do
silent, but even with those legs it just seemed ‘undoable’ in the
time he’d taken to do it.

But then again it was hard to argue
with done.

“I bet you’re an amazing
hunter,” she said, only half joking as she reached the
steps.

He’d approached her to take the bag.
He shoved his Stetson back, giving her a quizzical look.

He had beautiful everything. His dark
eyes ….

“You move like the wind,”
she murmured.

Something gleamed in his eyes, but she
was way too distracted by the handsome face totally revealed for
the first time to have an inkling of what he might be
thinking.

Or actually saying.

“Ahntu mean
wind.”

Surprise and pleasure wafted through
Abby. “Really? What language?”

“Mine.”

Disconcerted, she stared at his back
as he headed up the steps with the bag he’d taken from her,
wondering whether to pursue the question or not.

Shaking her head after a moment, she
turned and headed to the back of the car for another
bag.

“Leave it. I take them.
Come. I show you the room where you stay.”

Nice! She was so used to always doing
everything herself, she felt uncomfortable about leaving it, but ….
Well, he’d offered. She supposed it was ok to take him up on
it.

If a fire breathing wife showed up,
she could always hide.

He was halfway up the narrow stairs to
the second floor when she stepped inside. She glanced around,
taking in the ‘décor’ of old saloon as she passed through and
started up the stairs.

Ahntu was standing in an open doorway
about halfway down the open hallway when she reached the
top.

She glanced over the railing as she
started down it, feeling a shivery sensation in the pit of her
stomach from the height.

Not that it was a huge drop, but it
felt open enough to trigger her fear of heights.

Ahntu was looking at her a little
strangely when she dragged her gaze from the drop-off. “You are
afraid?”

Abby managed a tight smile. “I’m
fine,” she lied, moving toward him.

He didn’t move.

She looked up at him questioningly and
saw that he was studying her.

“You are like mother
Earth,” he said in a voice that was almost caressing. “Hair of
sunset. Eyes the color of growing things. You make me think of
bright little bird.”

She felt a blush rise—because of her
reaction, even though she was disconcerted about the almost
‘flowery’ way he spoke. “Irish—descent.”

He tilted his head
questioningly.

“The green eyes and red
hair are traits of people from Ireland—some of them.”

She had the sense that he still didn’t
know what she was talking about, but he turned and gestured toward
the room.

They collided when she started past
him. “Excuse me. I am so sorry! I didn’t mean to step all over
you.”

She turned her head to look the room
over without really taking anything in. “This is nice. Thank
you!”

Nodding, he left.

As relieved as she was that it hadn’t
taken a broader hint for him to go, she felt … almost bereft. That
was strange because she also felt almost a knee weakening sense of
relief, as if she’d held herself tense so long it had eaten up
every ounce of her energy.

She shook her head at herself when he
was gone and headed into the adjoining bathroom to bathe her face
and try to collect herself.

God! She hadn’t been around a man
nearly as attractive … like ever, but she was so jittery it was
embarrassing!

When she left the bathroom, she
discovered Ahntu had brought everything else—literally everything.
He was placing the last box of her supplies on top of the other
three—next to her other two suitcases.

A strange sensation washed over her as
her brain grappled with that and deduced it just wasn’t possible.
She hadn’t been in the bathroom, she knew, positively, long enough
for him to make that many trips up and down the stairs. “I … uh … I
guess I’m really tired from the long drive,” she
murmured.

“I leave you rest,” he
said, turning and heading out the door.

He was gone, shutting the door behind
him, before it occurred to her that he hadn’t given her the key to
the room.

Chase him down to get it?

Or just let it go for now?

She moved to the door and checked
it.

It looked to have a pretty sturdy
security latch.

Shrugging inwardly since the effects
of her very long drive were dragging her down, she locked it,
slipped a straight backed chair under the knob and headed over to
check out the bed.


Chapter Two

A short nap later, still feeling
sluggish, Abigail left her rental and headed toward the owners’
place on foot to pick up her key for the B&B she’d rented for
the month. She hadn’t gone far when she felt the sensation of being
watched—again. She didn’t stop, but she slowed and glanced around,
instinctively searching for the source. She didn’t see a sign of
anyone or, in fact, anything—not really a surprise when she was,
according to the proprietors, their one and only patron at the
moment.

Shaking the sensation with an effort,
she started up the hard packed, rutted road toward the house where
the owners lived, studying her surroundings curiously as she
walked.

The town—which never had had a name as
far as anyone knew—had been born of the gold rush and died from the
same disease. In its hay day, though, it had been filled to
overflowing with rowdy cowboys and fanatical prospectors—and
prostitutes had filled most of the rooms above the saloon and
worked their trade.

The whole town had been bought by the
couple that lived down the road. They’d renovated the saloon and
then decided to make it into a B&B since they’d run out of
money renovating the saloon and had to ditch the original intention
of making their town into a tourist attraction.
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