

[image: Cover]




Bite of the Queerwolf




Tales of Monsterotica #4




Justin MacCormack




Copyright © 2018 by Justin MacCormack




Cover design copyright © 2018 by Story Perfect Dreamscape




All characters are age 18 and over.




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblances to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.




[image: ]




Visit http://www.deepdesirespress.com for more scorching hot erotica and erotic romance.







WIN FREE BOOKS!


Subscribe to our email newsletter to get notified of all our hot new releases, sales, and giveaways! Visit deepdesirespress.com/newsletter to sign up today!




Chapter One




“Bring in the prisoner!”

I stumbled forward out of the darkness, two sets of rough, meaty hands guiding and pulling me along. As we reached the chair that the speaker reclined upon, feet up over the right armrest, they threw me to the ground.

The man looked at me, his brow heavy, eyes drilling into me from beneath his thick eyebrows, as if I were an evening meal. “So,” he said, his voice reverberatingly deeply, “now you are mine.”

I didn’t reply. Not for the first time, I wished that I could move my hands. But I could not, they were bound behind my back, locked tightly in leather. The bindings were all that I wore — that and a thin pair of crotch-less leather chaps that creaked slightly as I struggled to get used to my kneeling position.

The large man — and he was large, a heavily muscled and domineering figure — let his feet slide to the floor and shifted his weight onto them. Gradually, he stood. “You have nothing to say?” he asked. His beard ruffled slightly as he did so. “Would another thrashing loosen your tongue?”

I inhaled. My heels pressed against my reddened, welted butt cheeks, forcing them to throb once again. “No…” I muttered. “No, sir.”

He stepped closer. A clawed hand reached out, cupped my chin. He guided my eyes up to him. “Master,” he reminded me.

“Yes, master,” I replied.

He snorted, releasing his grip on my cheek. Steadily, his fingers slid further down — down, until I felt his fingertip run along the underside of my shaft. I inhaled, hard. I was solid — had been for hours. My erection jumped lewdly to his examining touch. He brushed over the tip, and I whimpered. He removed his finger, examining it. It was wet. He smiled. Then, very deliberately, he leaned back, his fingers arching to cup his heavy member.

I flushed.

“Pleasure me, whelp,” he commanded.

My eyes could not help but stare at his intimidating size. He cupped his member in his palm, the organ seeming to need the additional support to hold its engorged weight. I felt my mouth start to water. The two who had brought me to the chamber pressed closer, eager to watch the show.

Desperately, I opened my lips, and pushed my mouth down around his cock. He placed a steadying hand on my head. “Welcome to the pack, boy,” he said.

But perhaps I should start at the beginning instead…




• • •




 “End of the line, Mister Woodcock.”

I leaned my head out from the opening in the carriage door, glancing up at the driver. Around us, the moonlit sky illuminated the dark landscape with only the thinnest of light. The horizon was dominated by trees, tall and dark.

“The line?” I asked, leaning my head up to look at the driver. “There’s a line?”

Looking around, the driver hopped down from his seat. “Well, there’s a road,” he answered. “That’s a bit like a line. But this is as far as I go.”

I slid the door open, stepping down onto the muddy ground. There was a definite chill in the air. Steadily, the driver began to gather my hand luggage, sliding it down from the carriage’s roof towards myself. I grabbed it. “Can’t you go further?” I pleaded. “Surely it’s only another few hours to Bucharest.”

“No, my friend,” he said, shaking his head gravely. “Have you ever tried to steer horses through a forest? Nay, you walk the rest of the way. It’s just past the lake.”

“Lake?” I asked, incredulously, and gave a sigh. Glancing around, I peered at the trees, looking as they did like great jagged teeth. The chill returned. I pulled my coat around me. Jonathan Woodcock, I thought to myself, what have you got into this time?

As the carriage rattled back down the road with a whinny from the horses and a clatter from the wheels, I turned and trudged into the forest. I felt a bite of loss as the carriage, which had been my home for almost the last week, disappeared from view. It had carried me from the borders of Alexandria, and I had hoped would deliver me to the city of Bucharest, in the eastern regions of Europe. At first, I had felt a sense of discomfort at drawing so close to the region again — a region neighboring the lands where I had encountered the dread Count Shagula, whose presence had caused a series of events which had changed my life forever.

The mud squelched beneath my feet as I began my trek.




• • •




The moon had reached its apex as I arrived at the lake.

Soft, gentle babbling had sifted through the night wind and drawn me, step by step, closer through the forest. As I pushed my way through the bare tree branches and caught sight of the lake, I marvelled at how pleasing it looked.

Despite the night’s chill, the water looked so soothing and refreshing. It pooled from a small stream, tumbling lightly down a thin, little crevasse in the earth to create a miniature waterfall, which caused the water to cascade in the starlight. I inhaled at the beauty, and wondered for how long I had been walking. Two hours, perhaps more? The soles of my feet were sore, and could certainly use the refreshment. Dropping my suitcase to the side of an old oak tree, I began to pull my feet free from my boots.

As I stepped up to the bank of the lake, a ripple caught my eye. My eyes followed it, and I felt a gasp break from my mouth.

At this time of night, the water must surely have been all but deeply chilled. I had only intended to dip my feet in, and yet my eyes grew wide when I saw a figure swimming across the breadth of the lake. In the dark of the moonlight, the water looked like a thick, black sky, reflecting the pale figure’s movements with soft waves. I peered closer, watching. The swimmer’s taught muscles flexed as he moved through the water with visible ease, his strong arms moving through each breaststroke in an almost luxurious way. That was when I realised that he was entirely nude.

I leaned back, enchanted. The man turned, making another lap of the lake. My breath began to quicken. Slowly, he drew close to the bank nearest to me, and got to his feet. Steadily, he stepped from the water, thin trails of liquid etching across his hard torso. My gaze was drawn to his thighs, slender and athletic. With an almost casual flick of his head (either head — take your pick), his flowing hair snapped wildly through the air, splashing beads of moisture in its wake.

Slowly, his head turned towards me, and I caught sight of his strong cheekbones and powerful brow. He had a thin line of stubble set hard against his rock-hardened chin. With a glint in his dark eyes, he smiled to me. “Do you like what you see, young man?”

I inhaled. He stepped up onto the bank of the lake, the water splashing around his thighs. His voice, I thought, had a coarse texture to it, spiced with a strong Germanic accent. He was older than me, perhaps by a decade or so. I found my words came shakily. “Well, uhrm, yes,” I stuttered. “Yes, I do.”

Slowly, he turned, walking a few steps towards me. “What is your name?” he asked.

“Jonathan,” I said. “Jonathan Woodcock.”

Stepping confidently across the shore, the man stood before me. My eyes slid down to him, noticing his body hair, how tightly it stuck to his wet chest. “Englishman?” he said. “Long way from home.”

“Well,” I stuttered, “Yes. Uhm. I’m heading for Bucharest. To catch the train. The Orient Express, you see. To get home. To England.”
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