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Part Seven

CJ groaned in her sleep. Her arm moved up, sliding between her bare breasts and nudged the wolf's paw amulet aside. She itched where it had been resting, adding fresh red marks to the spot already on her sternum.

Evan frowned. After learning what the price was for what he'd agreed to, he'd sat down at watched CJ. Hours had passed while she slept, twitching and mumbling occasionally. This was the most awake she'd seemed since she passed out. "What's wrong with her?" Evan demanded. He pointed at the spot and turned to the two witches. "Why's her skin red? Is it hurting her?"

"It is an irritation," Clover, the elder witch said. "The Hunter doesn't like silver, it binds the spirit."

"Binds the spirit? What the hell does that mean?" he snapped.

"Evan, calm down," the younger blond woman cautioned. "There is so much to the world you don't understand. I don't either, but I'm learning."

"Well, why don't you tell me a little then? She's going to be really confused when she wakes up and even if you girls have the sisterhood of the no pants going on, I'm the one she trusts."

Stephanie smirked and glanced down at her skimpy white bikini bottoms. CJ and Ember, the redheaded young woman that had led them through the swamp and then casually turned into a wolf and back in front of their eyes, were both naked. Stephanie nodded at Evan and pointed out, "You're not wearing anything either."

"Don't change the subject," Evan said. "This Hunter spirit thing is what turns you guys in werewolves, I figured that much out. Werewolves, damn. That's right, isn't it?"

"Yes," Ember said. "But not the kind that are bloodthirsty and vicious. We don't eat strangers lost in the woods. In fact, the last person I ate—"

"Anyhow..." The blond's face was bright red as she interrupted the slender woman. Ember grinned and licked her lips while looking straight at the young witch. "The point is that there are many spirits and forces in this world most people don't understand or even know exist. Most have confined themselves to some medium or other to survive through the ages. The Hunter, the Beast, and doubtless many others."

"More than that," Clover agreed. "There are beings that have long perfected the arts of avoiding the clumsy attempts of men to find them."

Evan blinked and shook his head. "Okay... and is silver bad for all of these things?"

Stephanie opened her mouth and hesitated. She looked to Clover instead of answering.

"Most," Clover said. "The spirit inside fights it, causing damage to the body that hosts it. In some cases it can be little more than an irritation, for others it is far more destructive."

Evan's voice took on a sharp pitch. "Wait, you mean that's hurting her?"

Clover stared at the sleeping teenager. "The way that she acquired the blood made her body accept it. She has become stronger, faster, and stands a good chance to survive the change with her mind and will intact. Until that change, the Hunter is not strong enough within her to overpower the amulet."

"So, as long as she wears it..."

"She won't complete the change," Stephanie finished.

Evan took in a deep breath and let it out. The weight that had been building on his shoulders eased, letting him smile for the first time since— 

"Shit," he muttered as the weight slammed back onto him. CJ would be safe and free, but the cost he had to bear meant he might not be able to spend the rest of his life with her.

"Cheer up," Ember said. "Remember, the world's not what you've been led to believe. Well it is, but there's a lot more to it your parents don't even know about."

"That's not it," Evan said. "It's what I have to do now. If I survive I'll spend the rest of my life locked up."

Ember winked at him and shook her head. "Like I said, the world's a lot more than what you think. But hey, if things don't work out for you, don't worry, I'll take care of your girlfriend for you."

Evan gasped. "What? No! She's... I..."

Stephanie laid a hand on his arm, cooling and calming him with her touch. Evan looked down at her hand on his arm and then up at her. Any other time he might have been tongue-tied being this close to a woman that looked like she stepped out of the centerfold of a girly magazine. Especially one wearing an open robe with a bikini with less fabric than one of his dad's handkerchiefs.
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