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I am a rock Literally.

Although I was once God.

He had it all. Fame Power. Money.

He was one of the richest millionaires in the world.

There was nothing he couldn't get.

Except the cure for my doom.

I am a lycanthrope. - A werewolf?

He gave me everything I needed.

Courage Strength. Aggressiveness

He was a true Alpha.

Only then could I build an empire.

But it got worse over the years.

BDSM became a way of life.

On nights with a full moon I had to chain myself.

Literally. And now, not even that can hold me back.

Nothing can stop me when I convert.

Two meters twenty. 100 kilos of pure muscle.

I decided to get away from it all. Hide the world from me.

Name CEOs for all my companies.

I bought a desert island. And I hid there.

Until his plane crashed on the island.

and she was the sole survivor.

Now she is locked in a metal cage.

And the bars are the only thing that separates her from me.

The only thing preventing me from smashing it.

I should walk away. Keep her safe.

But I can't resist the wolf inside me.

I haven't been with a woman in a long time.

Especially an attractive one.

She is mine now. You know it.

However, their lives depend on her.

I need to control myself. Again.

And for that I need your help.
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It was the twentieth day of the seventh month of the year. The full moon lit the sky with an intense reddish glow. The villagers shut themselves up in their houses. The doors and any openings were blocked so that no intruder occurred to him to appear. 

The mist descended from the mountains and slipped through the alleys. It was so thick that the animals cornered each other for protection. Dogs were barking and no insects dared to make a sound. The atmosphere was dense. from the kids’ department. 

Although everyone took steps to protect themselves from supernatural danger, one young man ignored the warnings. He left his warm home to walk around, out of sheer rebellion. I wanted to show people that vampire and werewolf tales were just that, tales. 

He was surprised by the cold even though it was a hot summer. He was surprised by the closed silence and the beating of his heart. The animal side of his body told him through the bristling skin that something bad was about to happen. However, his feet continued a scattered and vague route, the stubbornness of the human mind insisted on challenging what people knew. 

After a while, the young man was satisfied. He was happy that he had proved an important point. The townspeople were simply a mass of ignorant people who bowed to the gossip. 

Just as he was picking a couple of strawberries on the side of the road, the glare of a pair of red eyes caught his eye. He lowered his gaze as if to convince himself that it was a forest animal. 

"Sure he's lost," he told himself, feeling the thread of fear that pierced his spine. 

He got up and his eyes were revealed little by little. The body emerged from the bushes and trees, out of the thick darkness. It was a huge wolf. Larger than I have ever seen. He leaned back and unconsciously dropped the sweet strawberries he was hoping to taste. 

The young man, like the good hunter that he was, stepped back and every now and then he glanced to find a space wide enough to face the beast. While the animal advanced in his direction showing the white and gleaming fangs, the drool fell to the ground, the growls were slow and threatening. 

He took out a small razor that was tucked into his leg. He felt confident but his instincts told him what he feared: this would not be enough. 

As he drew the weapon, he could hardly believe what he saw. The wolf gave him an almost mocking gesture. He tried to rub his eyes to make sure he had seen well but obviously what he knew would happen happened. 

The wolf came at him with a force and speed that knocked him to the ground like a rag doll. His breath was on his neck, the claws of his paws on his chest and torso. The weight made him feel like he would lose his breath at any moment. 

They frolicked for a few minutes. The young man noticed that his torn clothes also had a little blood on them. He had hit the animal. 

She gained confidence in her technique and went to him with determination. However, the adversary received him with a direct bite to the neck. He squeezed so hard that he lost consciousness for a few seconds. 

When he opened his eyes, he still had it on his body. The sharp pain reminded him that he would die if he did not defend himself promptly. The metallic smell of his blood was a sign that death was watching him among the trees. Waiting for him. 

No. 

He screamed and they rolled again through the dirt and undergrowth. They fought for a long time. They were exhausted. The young man did not explain the strength of the animal but there it was. Willing to fight to die like him. 

The hunter's survival instinct made him look at a deep wound from the wolf. Large amounts of blood flowed from it. The animal was breathing heavily. 

She narrowed her eyes and took a great leap toward him. The gleam of the razor's edge landed on the beast's neck, causing it to scream. 

He fell to the ground tired and if you force yourself. The body of the wolf was in front of him. Before dying, their gazes met. The young man felt something particularly strange. Although he wanted to find more explanations for what happened. He passed out. 

The chirping of birds warned him of the arrival of morning. He opened his eyes to realize that the wolf was gone. He rose carefully and examined her body. He was hurt, very badly hurt. 

He looked ahead and noticed that the villa was further away than he expected. The fighting was so intense that he lost his sense of space and time. 

He remembered that he was near a stream, so he went there to wash his wounds before returning. When he saw his reflection on the crystalline surface of the water, something disturbed him. Yes, it was him but at the same time not. The cold returned to the spine, the feeling that something was wrong. He shook off the thoughts and washed. He was eager to go home and get back to his old life. 

As he walked towards the entrance of the village, a group of men and women waited for him with severe and threatening faces. 

"What happened?"

-We know you fought the wolf. You are no longer welcome here. 

-We warned you and you didn't listen to us. 

-LOOK, HE HAS THE BITE OF THE WOLF MAN. WE MUST KILL HIM. 

He backed out. His own people were coming toward him as if he were prey. 

What is wrong with you two?

A man with a prominent belly and a thick beard made a gesture to silence those who were behind him. Then he addressed the boy seriously. 

-Cedric, you better go and don't come back. Now you are a threat to all of us. 

-But I did kill that animal. The threat is not me. 

-Go away, Cedric. 

125. Ibid. His feet were glued to the ground. Disbelief kept him from moving. 

Suddenly, he spotted a stone that shot through the air towards him. It hit him in the chest. After that, there were many more. There were sticks, horse manure and profanity of all kinds. Cedric started running in the opposite direction as fast as he could. As he did so, he realized that something in him certainly changed ... Forever.
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The sound of the waves woke him up. Cedric opened his eyes and looked up at the ceiling as usual. Towards the side. The alarm clock read 7:00 am He got up and stretched. He was hungry but first he checked his cell phone. A few emails from customers requesting an emergency board meeting, a men's store promotion, and a message from their butler. At some point he had to return to the city. 

He evaded the message and concentrated on the rest. Surely a video call would be enough to catch up and do what had to be done. 

At length, he got up and lumbered into the bathroom. The beard was too long and the skin was still dull. The bags under his eyes and the tired look were still there even though he forced himself to sleep every night. 

He was apprehensive because the full moon was a few days away. One of the punishments of immortality was that, having to deal with those moments where the worst of himself came out. 

He went to the shower and turned on the hot water tap. The steam would help to dilate the pores and thus facilitate shaving. He filled part of his face with a thick shaving cream, checked the razor's edge, and after being satisfied, he slid the blade over his skin. With gentle, patient movements, the deep red hairs fell onto the ivory basin. 

A little more water was applied, wiped clean, and I was satisfied with the reflection. Now yes, his green eyes were more intense without those layers of hair on his face. 

He went to the shower and took off his clothes completely. He took one last look in the mirror, noticing the battles that were reflected on the skin. Knives, swords, bullets, blows. Every kind of imaginable injury was on him. Luckily, as time passed, it became stronger and more resistant to pain. It even healed much faster. 

He went in and enjoyed a long shower. Since the silence was overwhelming, he rushed out to turn on the radio. Although he appreciated the space and solitude, it was still difficult to deal with the long hours where he could only listen to himself. Sometimes he thought he would go crazy. 

He dried his solid, exercised body and went to the closet to find some clothes. Since she lived on an island, she opted for jeans, trainers, and a white T-shirt. The day was splendid and I wanted to walk a bit. 

He went downstairs to the kitchen and opened the refrigerator. While deciding what to have for breakfast, the beach that was just a few meters away, looked more beautiful than ever. He smiled and went back to the groceries. It was a good day to enjoy some pancakes. 

He turned on the radio and put on the only station that was picking up the device, luckily, it only broadcast classic rock songs. At that time, Pink Floyd's Time was playing. 

As he beat the eggs with the milk, he thought that the lyrics of the song were speaking directly to him. Time, that which he had to spare for years. He did not know how many. He lost count. 

It seems like yesterday that he was running for his life after his villagers wanted to kill him. He spent days and nights dying of cold, hunger and rage. As much as he thought about it, the real reason why he had become an outcast did not cross his mind. So it was until there was a full moon. 

Sitting on a hill, waiting for hunters to forget the deer they had killed, a sudden pain in his chest shook him. He placed his hands on his heart and tried to seek help. However, he felt the same pain in his back, legs, neck and in his extremities. Even the toes seemed to fracture, decompose, become something else. 
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