
  
  [image: ]




  
  
Copyright © 2025 by Beverly L. Anderson 

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact Phoenix Voices Publishing, 7901 4th St. N, St. Petersburg, FL, 33702, 727-222-0090.

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

Beverly L. Anderson asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

Beverly L. Anderson has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks, and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.









  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Trigger Warnings
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About Bev
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Beverly L. Anderson
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
This story is dedicated to all the queer fairy tale lovers who saw the darkness in them and wanted to be a part of it.










  
  
Trigger Warnings




I don't want anyone walking into something they're not prepared for, and this book is a dark one. While all the scenes are not fully detailed, there is enough detail that might cause some ill effect for the unwary. Please, curate your own experience, and if you feel you cannot handle this type of story, please take a pass. 
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Kidnapping
Confinement
Non-consensual bondage
Blood
Burning alive (vampires)









  
  

Chapter One


The Wolf





The first thing about him that Tracy noticed was the hair. It stuck out as much as his own did, but for different reasons. It was half bright red and half lime green, and Tracy had no idea why anyone would want that color combination. He kind of liked it, though, especially combined with the long leather jacket he wore and the flippant attitude he had. Tracy didn’t know his name at all, but he’d nicknamed him the wolf, and he called his group the pack. He guessed it was because he lived in the woods outside Sapphire City, but he just thought they acted like one. Not that he’d ever actually seen a real wolfpack. 

Either way, it didn’t matter. When Tracy went to Sapphire City to get supplies for his ailing grandmother, he would pass them, hanging out in the park. He had no idea what they were doing there, and he did want to ask, but he was sure they were up to no good. He would generally get a whiff of smoke as he passed them because at least one or two would be smoking.

Tracy ran a hand over his orangish-red hair that he kept in a braid down his back. His grandmother loved his hair, and as she became more and more senile, she sometimes called him her granddaughter. Which, ironically, was more accurate than grandson on most days. Tracy never corrected her when she made that statement, and sometimes it really amused him that she thought he was a girl. He wished he was one, but he kept that to himself. Sometimes he still wanted to be a guy, so he guessed he wanted to be something that didn’t exist. He sighed as he walked past the park again.

“Hey, Red!” someone shouted behind him. 

He turned, curious to see who was shouting and if they were shouting at him. It wouldn’t be the first time someone called him Red, either because of his hair or the red hoodie he wore most of the time.

It was the wolf. He swallowed reflexively and frowned as he strode up to him, oozing confidence from every pore as he stood over him, close to a foot taller. Tracy was only 5’6”, and quite petite, especially for a guy, something he had been teased about endlessly in high school for.

“Yeah?” he answered as it became apparent that the wolf was indeed referring to him.

“The fuck you come by for all the time?” he demanded.

Tracy blinked rapidly for a moment. “Uh… To get supplies.” 

“Why every fucking week? And why walk?” he asked.

Tracy had no idea why it mattered to him, but he wasn’t hiding anything. “Well, my grandmother and I live outside town, and I don’t drive. We don’t have a car anyway, but I take care of her, and I have to get supplies, but I can only get what I can carry. That’s why I have to come each week or more, depending on what we run out of.” 

The wolf narrowed clear blue eyes at him. “Go another fucking way,” he stated. “I’m tired of seeing you.”

Tracy frowned again, curious as to why the wolf would care. “This is the only route I can take.”

“Too fucking bad,” the wolf said. “If I see you again, I’m gonna kick your ass just for being here.” 

Tracy watched as he stalked away, his long jacket swaying as he walked. His eyes focused on the curve of his ass as he walked, and his mouth watered a little. He shook his head and continued on with his business in the city. No reason to think that way about an asshole like that. When he left, they had moved on from the park to wherever else they went during the day. He shook his head. He most definitely would not be changing his route because of him.


      [image: ]The next week, he came into Sapphire City at the same time as always, early in the morning, and the pack stood around the park. Immediately, the wolf spotted him and came storming over and snarled at him.

“The fuck you here for?” 

“I have to come this way, like I told you last week, and that’s the only option.” Tracy didn’t act scared, even though inside he shook a little as he stood over him.

“I said I was gonna kick your ass if you showed up again,” he said, voice low and threatening.

“Go ahead,” Tracy answered, shifting the basket he carried from his right to his left hand.

For a second, the wolf looked confused. Then his brow scrunched and his brows lowered. “What the fuck?” 

“I said, go ahead. You said you were going to kick my ass, so why don’t you?” Tracy shrugged. “Because if you do, you’re going to be attacking a defenseless person who has done nothing to you. And I won’t fight back, so you’re going to have nothing to tell anyone, just that you beat up a weaker and smaller opponent that didn’t do anything. You going back to your pack after that? After you do something that makes you look like nothing but a bully?”

His face contorted into something between confusion and anger, and he made a snorting noise. He turned and headed back to the others without another word, and Tracy could hear them laughing at him as he came back. Tracy shrugged and went his way, heading to pick up the vegetables for the week and hopefully finding some deals, since he had limited funds. He ended up finding everything he needed, loading the basket to the brim and covering it with the red gingham cloth.

He took the path back to the little cottage he lived in with his grandmother, stopping at the door and unlocking it with the keys from his hoodie pouch. He had to keep the house locked so she didn’t wander out when she didn’t know where she was. He came in and set the basket down while he locked the one on the inside with the key. When she’d wandered away the first time, he’d called a locksmith and had a special lock system put in that required a key. It was the only way to keep her safe. 

Picking up the basket, he went into the kitchen and put away everything, finding that the breakfast he’d left for his grandmother had been eaten. He smiled, hoping that meant the day would be a good one for her. When he finished, he headed into the living room and found his grandmother on the couch.

Her small frame seemed so fragile now that she had reached eighty-three years of age. Her gray hair was cut short, so it didn’t require much care, and she wore wire framed glasses over eyes that used to be bright green, but now the color had faded in them. Sometimes, they still held a spark, but others, they were just flat and almost lifeless. She wore a dress with flowers on it and watched a game show.

“Morning, Grandma,” Tracy said as he came and sat down in the chair adjacent to the couch.

She turned toward him, eyes sparkling a little, which meant it would be a pretty good day for her. 

“Hi, Tracy, did everything go all right in Sapphire City?” she asked.

Tracy nodded. “Yeah, it did. Got plenty of vegetables, the seller I normally go to wasn’t there, so I went to a different one, and his prices were a little better, so I got more for the money. I didn’t have enough space to get any milk, so we’ll have to have eggs this week for breakfast instead of oatmeal.”

Smiling, she nodded. “That’s fine, honey,” she said. “I know you do your best. I’m glad you’re here when I need you. I don’t think I’d make it without you.”

His grandmother knew she had times when she didn’t see the real world. She hated that it happened and that it was such a burden, as she put it. Tracy tried to tell her it didn’t bother him, but she still felt terrible for the times she suffered the bouts of dementia. Tracy didn’t know why it happened, and the doctors were useless with it, saying it was just old age, and there was no real solution to the problem. Tracy had tried so many times, but they didn’t have the money coming in to keep taking taxis into the city, as they charged a lot for a trip to their place.

His grandmother sighed. “I miss your mother sometimes so much,” she said, a sad look crossing her face.

Tracy nodded. His mother had been her daughter, and when Tracy was about six, they both died in a car crash with a drunk driver. The driver also died, and Tracy had always felt angry about that; he got away with what he’d done, in a way, and would never pay for the crime. Ever since then, he’d lived with his grandmother, who took over his care. Luckily, Tracy had been with his grandmother when the crash happened. His grandfather had died three years ago, and it had been about that time that his grandmother’s illness started. He had to wonder if there happened to be a connection between the two events.

He sighed and for a while, just watched the game show in silence with his grandmother. Sitting next to her and watching her favorite shows was the way he spent most of his spare time with her, unless, of course, she was having her problems and wandering the house aimlessly. He always got sad, because she’d ask where his grandfather had gone, and he didn’t have the heart to remind her he had died. Instead, he said he’d gone to town, and then she’d wander away, maybe watching static on television, or just staring into the distance.

Tracy sighed, standing up after a couple of hours. Time for lunch, he knew. His grandmother still watched her game shows, but they’d be on for the next few hours. He didn’t understand the allure of them, but he supposed it didn’t matter. She enjoyed them, and that was all that mattered.


      [image: ]The next week, he headed into town as usual, steeling himself for another confrontation with the wolf. As he came past the park, he realized the pack wasn’t there. He frowned, stopping and staring. Why would they not be there? He had always wondered why they were out there so early every day for, but it seemed to be their schedule for whatever reason to be there on Saturdays. He shrugged and went to buy what he needed.

He walked through the market square, inspecting the goods and comparing prices as he went. The berries had a good price today, so he got a variety of them for morning oatmeal. His grandmother really loved it when he put fresh berries and fruit in it. He then went over to the enclosed store nearby. He picked up two quarts of milk, some butter, and a small block of cheese. Unfortunately, he couldn’t afford the larger block of cheese, so the smaller one would have to be okay. He checked out, using the last of his money and pocketing the coins. Hefting the basket after he’d tucked the cloth around everything, he headed back the way he’d come.

As he walked past an alley, he heard someone groaning as if they were in pain. He blinked and listened, hearing the sounds again. He glanced around, and he seemed to be the only one who noticed, or at least, the only one who cared. He swallowed, shifting the basket to his other arm. What should he do? He couldn’t not help someone in need. That would be wrong and go against everything his grandmother had taught him. He slowly walked over to the alley, still hearing the pained groaning. 

The lump down toward the middle of the alley moved a little here and there, but not a lot. It looked like someone had curled up on themselves. Tracy made his way down the dark alley. The buildings blocked the sun, and the dim light that did filter down made it hard to make out anything. He came closer and saw it was indeed a person, a man, curled up, then he moved, and Tracy’s eyes went wide.

Only one person had that hairstyle… Red and lime green.

Without thinking, he shouted, “Wolf!” 

His head lifted and he stared, his honey colored eyes pinched in pain. Tracy moved closer and kneeled beside him. His face had cuts and bruises rising on his cheeks and jaw. He cradled his ribs or stomach with both arms, and his breath came in ragged gasps. 

“You need to get to the hospital!” Tracy said, staring in disbelief that he would have been beaten this badly.

He shook his head. Not speaking, Tracy guessed. He couldn’t leave him like this. There was no way he could leave anyone like this.

“Come on, then,” Tracy said, standing up and grabbing him by the arm. 

Wolf looked at him, a confused expression on his face, but he stood, grunting as he did so. He wobbled a bit, so Tracy shifted his basket to his other hand and pulled his arm around his shoulder.

“Okay, big guy,” Tracy said. “Let’s take it nice and easy. Sorry, it’s a bit of a walk. I don’t know what happened to you, but there’s a reason you don’t want to go to the hospital, and I wouldn’t know it. So, I’m taking you home with me to help you out.” 

It took a lot longer than usual to make it to the cottage. He managed, somehow, to get the door unlocked and get the basket and Wolf into the house. Leaning him up against the door, he left him long enough to put away the groceries before the milk spoiled. Then, he came back and took him, stumbling up the stairs and to the empty spare room. 

His grandmother couldn’t climb the stairs anymore, so her room had been moved downstairs to what used to be the den, and then the old room upstairs was left empty. Rather than move everything downstairs, they’d gotten some pieces of furniture from a thrift store and set everything up downstairs. So, the upstairs room still looked like an old woman’s room, with a white and blue eyelet bedspread and ruffled blue curtains on the windows. 

Tracy pulled back the covers with one hand while he held Wolf up with the other one. Then he helped him get into the bed.

“Just a minute, gonna get the first aid kit,” Tracy said, getting it from the bathroom. 

He came back and started to clean the cuts on his face and his knuckles. He had no idea what other injuries he had, but his breathing still seemed off. Worried he had a broken rib or something, he wished he’d gone to the hospital. 

As he cleaned his wounds, Wolf made no sound and just stared at Tracy with a blank look on his face. 

“Man, you have some big hands,” Tracy muttered as he finished cleaning the knuckles of his right hand. 

Curiously, he opened his hand, something Wolf didn’t resist, and he turned it palm up. Then, he placed his hand palm to palm against him, seeing his fingers were so much smaller than Wolf’s. Then, as if he just realized what he was doing, he snatched his hand back. 

“Sorry,” he whispered, feeling his face heat up. He swallowed. “Uh, do you want to take off your coat?” 

Wolf nodded and pushed himself up to stand, sliding the coat off his shoulders. Underneath, he wore a plain white muscle shirt. Tracy noticed the splatters of blood all over it, and he wasn’t sure if it was his blood or someone else’s. Tracy picked up the coat and Wolf fell back into the bed with a grunt. 

Tracy carefully laid the leather coat on the nearby chair and looked back at Wolf. Still, he watched Tracy closely. He still didn’t speak, but Tracy didn’t mind. If he didn’t want to talk, he didn’t have to. 

“Uh, I know you don’t like me, so I won’t bother you much, okay?” he said.

Instead of looking angry or upset, Wolf’s face looked curious, as if he didn’t know what to think about the situation. He just turned and headed to the door. Tracy didn’t know what to think about it either. He paused at the door and looked back. Wolf had turned his head to the side, and it looked like he might be going to sleep. Tracy reached up and switched off the light and headed to his room.
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