
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




Like Tooth and Claw

 


Edited by Joy Crelin and Cecilia Tan

 


 


Circlet Press, Inc.

Cambridge, MA


Like Tooth and Claw

edited by Joy Crelin and Cecilia Tan

Copyright © 2009 by Circlet Press, Inc.

 


All Rights Reserved.

 


Published in ebook form by Circlet Press,
Inc.

 


This ebook was prepped in-house at Circlet
Press and then converted to multiple ebook formats through the
Smashwords Meatgrinder.

 


Please report any problems you find with the
ebook to us at "circletintern@gmail.com" or by visiting the Bug
Report section of our web site (www.circlet.com).

 


License Notes

Please do not support online
piracy of copyrighted works. This ebook is licensed for the
personal enjoyment of the purchaser only. This ebook may not be
re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share
this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy
for each person you share it with. If you
sampled or received this ebook copied from a friend or by other
means, please support the writers who made it possible by
purchasing a copy yourself from www.circlet.com, Smashwords, or one
of our other retail partners. Thank you for your
support.

 


Circlet Press, Inc.

39 Hurlbut St.

Cambridge, MA 02138

www.circlet.com

 



 


 Table of
Contents

 


Introduction

Hunter, Prey
by Marie Carlson

Eagle Eyed
by Helen Dring

Tonight We Work in
Silk by Lee
Harrington

Northern Sea
by Alex Monagan

Waylaid by Julie Cox

Lioness by Amanda Ferry

Contributors

 



 


 


 Introduction

 


What is it about shapeshifting that so
entrances us? Folklore is full of those who blur the line between
human and animal, and such shifters continue to capture our
imaginations and desires, even in a time when we no longer believe
such changes to be possible--or do we?

Perhaps shapeshifters hold power over us
because we wish, secretly or not-so, that we too could overcome our
bodies and become something more. The idea of becoming an animal,
of having the power and liberation that comes with it, is a
compelling one. For a person with the wildness of an animal, do
human rules and conventions even apply? Are societal expectations
even relevant? Shapeshifting brings freedom--letting go of our
human selves. There's danger there, of course, but only of the most
enticing sort.

Circlet Press has published
several books about werewolves, but wolves are far from the only
animal with were potential. There is a whole world of animals out
there--those that walk or swim or fly or crawl, those that feature
prominently in folklore and those full of as-of-yet-untapped
possibility. The stories in Like Tooth and
Claw explore just a tiny fraction of these
creatures, but the fantastic and erotic potential of such
less-common shifters is made abundantly clear.

The shifts inspire fear and hope, lust and
wonder and loss. They raise questions--freedom is found, but at
what price? When we give up our humanity to make the change, are we
still ourselves? What do we have to lose? What do we have to gain?
In the end, the transformation isn't solely physical; it is a
metamorphosis of self.

So why are we so entranced by the crossing
of boundaries, by the shifts and changes that make one both human
and so much more? Perhaps the answer is that in these
humans-turned-animals, we see aspects of our own natures that had
never before been guessed at. Perhaps, in the shapeshift, we find
something we desperately need, something--strength, companionship,
a sense of self--we hadn't known we were looking for.
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 Hunter,
Prey

Marie Carlson

 


The last native wild mountain lion in
Missouri was killed in 1927. Hunters have been telling stories of
mountain lion sightings ever since.

 


One

 


I met him at the sixth stop on a Halloween
bar crawl. My friends and I had a list of ten bars, but at six, we
were almost done. It was my favorite, and I felt good enough to
stay put.

Better than good. I was sobering up, but
still riding a delicious buzz. I noticed him because he was still
and silent when everyone else moved around the room, their voices
loud and bright.

I twisted my glass of water against the top
of the bar and shifted my weight so I could bounce my right heel. I
had too much energy to sit.

"We could go dancing," Shelley offered.
She'd been my best friend since birth, when our dads took us to
play dates together, and knew my moods better than anyone else.

I shrugged and cast another quick glance in
his direction. She followed my gaze, then raised her eyebrows.
Didn't say anything, just took a drink of beer and carefully wiped
her mouth after.

The understanding between us went both ways.
I knew what she was thinking, and she was absolutely right. I
didn't hook up with strangers. I didn't have much time to date.
Anytime I wanted uncomplicated sex--which I frequently did--one of
my friends was up for it, too. We were a casual, open bunch.

Shelley glanced at him again and nudged me.
I stepped to the side, sure she wanted me to make room for
Erica--one of her partners. Trace, the other one, was at work--to
join us, but she only nudged me again, harder.

Oh. It was a
go get him, tiger nudge.

"He's hot, Aisha. Go for it."

I drained my water and looked over again.
This time he looked at me, too, and our eyes locked. His corner was
so shadowed I couldn't tell what color his were.

It gave me an excuse to take a closer
look.

I took my time crossing the room. I thought
it was clear I was headed his way, and I wanted to give him time to
give me a signal he didn't want company. Plus, people kept stopping
me to talk.

He was still in place when I got away from
the others. A hopeful sign, but there was no guarantee he knew I'd
been giving him an out.

"Want some company?" I put my hand on the
back of an empty chair, but didn't pull it away from the table.

He stared at me for a second. I didn't mind.
It gave me a chance to look at him. Up close, he was golden--the
long hair in varying shades of blond, the beard and the scruff
across his cheeks, and the way the dim light played off his
skin--as if he'd been dipped in honey. Most striking of all were
his eyes, golden-brown but strangely lit from within, like a candle
behind stained glass.

He breathed in through his nose, then nudged
the chair toward me. I pushed it closer to the wall and sat
sideways in it, one arm looped over the back.

"Werewolf?" he asked. It took me a second,
frowning, before I got it, and heat rushed to my cheeks. Probably
he wouldn't be able to tell in the low light. I touched the pointed
ears sticking up from my twists. Shelley had made them out of soft
black fur only slightly darker than my skin. It didn't look like
wolf, but most people couldn't tell.

"The Big Bad Wolf." I grinned and pointed
out Shelley. "My best friend is Little Red Riding Hood. There's a
woodcutter around somewhere, too." I half rose and angled my body
so I could shake my ass at him. "Even got the tail. Sexy, huh?"

He chuckled and grinned. It flashed a deep
dimple on the right side of his face and teeth that were crooked
and sharp. "Very." I wanted him to speak more. His voice was deep
and slightly growly, but it had a hint of an accent, and I couldn't
yet place it.

"What's your name?"

"Finn. Yours?"

Didn't he ever use more than one-word
sentences? "Aisha. You're new around here."

"That obvious?"

Okay. Two words. His reticence wasn't
horrible, though. I didn't want that lush mouth of his for
conversation.

"It's a local bar. There are plenty closer
to the highway. That's where people stop if they're passing through
and where the college kids go."

"I noticed. Too crowded for me."

"So you made it all the way out to this
little hole in the wall. Lucky me."

He scratched the stubble on his cheek. "Want
something to drink?"

"Water with lemon. I want to be sober for
this." I flashed him another smile and was inordinately pleased
when he grinned back. I bit the inside of my lower lip to keep my
joy from bubbling up. It was just a smile. I hadn't caught him
yet.

I made sure to watch him carefully. He might
have been hot, and his jeans fit close to nice thighs and a firm
butt, but he was still a stranger. Better safe than sorry when it
came to drugged drinks. Shelley was watching us, and she stood next
to him when he ordered. I trusted her to keep an eye on my
drink.

She stopped him when he turned away from the
bar, all bouncy blonde ex-cheerleader, grinning and tossing her
curls and ruffling her skirt at him. I looked good as a modern Big
Bad Wolf, leather pants and boots and a distressed gray wrap shirt
with a forest of pine trees trailing down the side--another of
Shelley's handmade items, she was so artistic it sometimes made me
sick--but she was absolutely gorgeous in her black leather skirt
and her tiny red hooded T-shirt. It showed off the shiny jewel in
her belly button.

I tapped my tongue stud against my teeth. We
didn't act like we were in our late thirties, or at least not how I
always assumed we'd act when we got older. Sometimes I wondered if
we'd ever grow up. Sometimes I thought we'd grown up well.

By the time he made it back to the table, I
was faking calm confidence well, my feet propped up on an empty
chair. He handed me my water before he sat down and I took a quick
drink.

I could make small talk, ask him why he was
in town, or I could get down to business. I drew a wavy line in the
condensation on my glass, took a deep breath, and let it out
slow.

"Want to come home with me?" I ran my thumb
along the side of my jaw, idly rubbing at an itch.

He eyed me for a minute, then swallowed his
entire beer in one long drink and placed the bottle in the exact
center of the table. "Yes," he said and stood.

"Okay, good." I took another drink before I
got up. "I need to get my coat."

I swore I could feel his
eyes on my ass as we crossed the room. I definitely felt him when I stopped at
the coat hooks on the wall. He put his hands on my hips and leaned
against my back, warm and delightfully solid. I leaned into him,
rested my head on his shoulder, and pressed one palm against his
thigh.

"You smell good," he murmured and nuzzled
his face into my hair, nudging closer to the side of my throat. One
of his hands trailed around the curve of my stomach and he pulled
me tighter against him.

"We should go."

He took one hand off my hip and tugged my
shirt out of the way so he could press his mouth to the top of my
collar bone. I shuddered and shoved my free hand into his hair,
holding him in place. He laved the spot with the flat of his tongue
and I couldn't breathe. Fire raced down my body, tightening my
nipples as it went. He'd hit one of my most sensitive spots without
knowing it.

Finn slipped his hand under my shirt. His
palm was warm and fanned the fire hotter. I wanted him to reach
lower, wanted his fingers in my cunt, against my clit, thrusting up
inside me.

I knotted my fingers in his hair and pulled
him away from me.

"Really, we should go." I didn't sound
nearly as decisive as I wanted. "My truck's outside."

I wasn't quite sober enough to drive, but
that wasn't my plan anyway.

He chuckled and it rumbled through his body.
I grabbed my coat and lead him out of the bar. At the door, I
caught Shelley's eye and she flashed me a bright smile and a quick
thumbs up.

I'd left my truck a couple blocks away at
the start of the night, pretty close to the last few bars on our
list. There were streetlights, but all my windows were tinted, the
back doors limo dark. I hit the unlock button on my keychain, but
before I could open the door, Finn pushed me against it and put his
mouth on my throat.

He ran his hands up my sides, under my
shirt, until his thumbs brushed the bottom of my bra. My nipples
tightened still further from the mix of his touch and the cold air.
I hooked a leg around his calf and urged him closer, up between my
thighs.

His hair was rough and thick around my hand.
I palmed the back of his head and forced his face up. His mouth was
open, his breath heavy, and I brushed my lips against his once,
twice, before kissing him deeply.

He tasted like lime and beer. He shoved my
bra up and strummed his thumbs across my nipples, catching my moan
and swallowing it. Swallowing me. I rocked my hips forward, rubbing
against his thigh. My bra was tight against the top of my chest,
constricting the blood flow, and my breasts tingled.

Finn kissed the corner of my mouth, the edge
of my jaw, the curve of my shoulder, and then licked the hollow of
my throat. His tongue traced designs on my skin. I tilted my head
back, gasping for air, and my breath hung in a white cloud
overhead, melting away slowly.

I tugged hard on his hair. He groaned and
pulled against my grip, but I knew that sound, that movement. He
wasn't trying to get away. I fisted my hand and twisted it in his
hair, giving myself a much better grip, then pulled again, hard and
steady, moving him where I wanted him to go.

"I want to see you naked," I ordered and
reached behind me to open the door. I shoved him inside, scrambled
in after him, and locked the doors behind me, trapping us. My keys
went into the front seat so they wouldn't get lost and I dropped my
coat into the floorboard, then tossed my shirt and bra after
it.

He leaned against the door, watching me
undress. My breasts swung heavy and free as I crawled on top of
him. My truck was large, but I was two-fifty and over six feet
tall, and he was taller still.

When he brushed his hands
up my sides, his fingers were light. That's not what I wanted. I
settled in his lap and returned my hand to his hair, guiding his
head down to my breasts. He ran his tongue along the curve of one,
then the other, and finally, finally, put his mouth to my nipple,
tweaking the other between his fingers.

Finn closed his teeth on my nipple, worrying
at it until I groaned and fell backward, pulling him with me until
his body was strangely angled. He didn't complain, only circled his
tongue around my nipple again and again.

I jerked his head away from me and forced
him to meet my eyes. He was gorgeous, his pupils dilated, his lips
pressed tightly together when I pulled his hair. I did it again
just watch the pain flit across his face.

"Take off your shirt."

He eased off the flannel shirt and
half-heartedly folded it before placing it on top of my clothes,
then tugged the black T-shirt over his head. I grabbed it before he
could waste time being neat and tossed it away.

Fuck, he was gorgeous. A trail of golden
hair ran from his belly button into his jeans. I wanted to lick
down his stomach and take him into my mouth, but held myself in
check. We had plenty of time.

I put my hand flat against his chest and
shoved him against the door. He lay back, opening himself to me. I
stretched along the length of his body and pressed a kiss to his
right shoulder, then his left. His chest had a thick stretch of
golden-brown hair and his nipples were small and hard. I scraped my
nail across one and bit the other, not bothering to be gentle.

He groaned and grabbed my shoulders. I could
feel him beneath me, dick hard, and he thrust up when I bit
again.

That he liked pain was a nice surprise.

It was a difficult, but I managed to bend my
legs and press my knees against the door, leaving me room to settle
between his thighs. I bit my way down his body, hard enough to
leave bruises. Under the salty taste of his skin was something I
couldn't place, something feral and musky that made my cunt
throb.

I pressed a kiss to the front of his jeans.
He shifted his weight, lifted his hips, and I set about opening his
fly and easing the zipper past his dick. He helped me shove down
his pants and underwear, but I didn't want to get off him long
enough for him to remove them completely.

His dick jutted out at a crooked angle from
a patch of dark blond hair. I cupped his balls and kept my touch
light. He rested his head against the window and tucked his hands
behind his back.
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