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The Billionaire’s Prey



Joseph

I was pacing through my hallway, last night more of
my friends had gotten caught. This new anti-werewolf policy was
ferocious. We’ve never been completely accepted of course and most
of us either lived on the outskirts of society or like me pretended
to be human, but it has never been this bad before. It was all
Mayor Gunter.

I looked at the news paper for a few seconds.
Nigel and Lucas were now both gone, the article didn’t say their
names, but I knew who they were talking about. Lucas had been my
best friend since high school and he was my lawyer. He had help me
draft numerous contracts to make sure everything I did was legal,
and Nigel I knew even longer when we were in elementary school we
spend countless afternoons roaming about and searching for lady
bugs together. Now they were gone. Poof, wiped out of existence. I
threw the paper on the ground, I kicked my foot against a
Corinthian column and hurt my toe. An animalistic growl escaped my
mouth. Hurting myself wasn’t the right way to deal with anger. I
let out a sigh. Later tonight I would release some tension, I would
go on a hunt, but first I had this meeting with a new girl.

I looked at the big pendulum standing in the
hallway, she wasn’t late, I was just impatient. I’d seen pictures
of this new girl, she was supposed to be a curvy red head. I was
looking forward to a girl with a little bit of flesh on their
bones. Stacey was beautiful and her athletic abilities meant she
was a thrill to chase and catch, but she was skinny and
angular.

I was still pacing around and almost slipped
on the newspaper I had dropped on the ground. I bend over to pick
it up and to throw it out properly. I get it. We were scary. We
might not turn into full blown wolves anymore, but every full moon
our faces transform, we grow fangs and because of the facial
deformation we loose our ability to speak. No matter how many
coconut oil and other ointments I tried the striae on my cheeks
from transforming every month never went away anymore. Everyday I
had to put on make-up to do my day to day business, simply to
pretend to be one of them. One of those pesky humans.

And even when it isn’t a full moon and we
look like humans, those beastly urges never go away. That instinct
to hunt, to run, to eat meat, that intense sense of smell, to howl
and growl.

For now they believe I’m human, so far they’d
all believed me. Maybe because I had billions and billions of
dollars. It’s easy to believe a billionaire. It’s easy to forgive
someone his idiosyncrasies when he has a lot of money, although
Lucas wasn't poor either. They probably just think I’m wearing so
much make-up because I’m insecure or a wannabe rock star or because
it’s my own quirky style.

The doorbell rang. I gave myself a quick
glance in the mirror, my make-up was still solid, my long hair tied
together in a ponytail on the back of my head, my shirt had just
the right amount of nonchalance mixed in with a serious business
vibe.

I opened the door and there she was. My
senses heightened. I felt the breeze of cold air on my skin, I
could smell her sweat, her insecurity, her detergent, her shampoo.
A few trees away I saw a squirrel climbing down a tree and
scurrying away.

‘Come in.’ I said.

I led her into the hallway through a corridor
and into my office. I put some coffee in front of her and then I
sat down on top of my desk. Smelling her. The smell of her was
intoxicating, she didn’t wear any perfume, her musky sweat
penetrated my nostrils.

I just took a deep breath and involuntarily I
started salivating. I swallowed and smiled.

‘I’m Veronique.’ She said. ‘Veronique
Burrows.’

‘I know.’ I said.

She was wearing skinny jeans, and quite a
fancy blazer on top of it, she must think of this meeting as a job
interview. Her hair was twisted into a tight bun on top of her
head, with some loose strands dangling next to her ear.

‘You need money?’ I asked.

‘Badly.’ She said.

I kept quiet, usually if I kept quiet those
girls would start to explain why they needed money badly, but this
one kept her mouth shut. She just stared at me, with those
inquisitive dark eyes. If we weren’t on familiar territory she
might have given me the shivers with that look, but here on my own
estate nothing could hurt me. I knew I had nothing to fear.

‘I heard you had a job opening.’ She said
eventually.

‘I might.’ I said.

She nodded.

‘I need an assistant.’ I said. ‘Basically
it’s your job to make sure, that my basic needs are met, so I’m
free to focus on doing business. I can be quite demanding, so you
need to have a lot of stamina.’

She nodded again. ‘I have.’ She said.

‘It’s a live-in situation, you’re staying
here for three months, during which you will be provided with food,
appropriate clothes, a place to sleep, and after you served up your
three months you’ll get the money.’

‘50 right?’ She asked.

‘Indeed.’ I said.

‘Because I have some bad experiences with
corporate espionage, you won’t be allowed any contact with the
outside world.’

She started to get nervous, she said she
understood, but something inside of me, suspected she was lying. I
squinted my eyes and tried to look her up and down, she was
shifting in her seat, ever so slightly. She was trying to hide her
trembling hands.

‘And off course I expect you to sign a
non-disclosure form.’

‘Naturally.’ She said avoiding eye contact.
Instead she stared at a my collection of boats in bottles. In the
past I had used that as a hobby to distract myself from my urges,
they’d advised me to get a hobby in the support group I went to. It
was the same support group where I’d learned to use coconut oil
against the stretch marks on my face.

‘You like them?’ I asked.

She shrugged. ‘My uncle used to make them
too.’

‘If you want the job you can start today.’ I
said.

‘Great.’ She said.

She didn’t smile, she didn’t drop to her
knees to thank me, she didn’t mention how happy she would be with
the money. It was all a bit atypical. I got the contract out and
put it on the desk in front of her. ‘Here read this and then sign
it.’ I said.

She pulled the papers onto her lap and
actually started reading. Most girls just pretended to read and
then hastily signed, but this one actually read it.

‘Veronique.’ I said, tasting her name,
reveling in the idea that tonight I would be tasting not only the
syllables of her name, but I would be tasting her sweat, her
adrenaline, her saliva, her pussy. I would taste her core. I would
taste her own inner beast.

Distracted she looked up at me. ‘Yeah?’

‘Sorry.’ I said. I got off the desk and
walked around to open the drawers, there was a delightful stash of
syringes and sedatives. I prepared a syringe with a powerful
narcotic agent, the moment she signed and thereby gave me
permission, I would yank it into her leg.

 





Veronique

The contract was terrifying. By signing it I
basically gave away my autonomy. He would be in charge of
everything, literally everything. The way I dressed, the way I did
my hair, how much I slept, what I ate, when I got to go outside, he
would be in charge of my health, my body, my thinking, my... my...
everything.

The contract was probably intended to make me
dress and behave professional and appropriate, but because of how
it was phrased he would also have the legal right to order me to do
my work naked or something outrageous like that. I didn’t know what
to do, my chief didn’t prepare me for this, maybe he didn’t know. I
was told it was just an job as a personal assistant, it was an
relatively safe undercover mission to investigate Joseph’s
administration. I didn’t intend to be his slave and serve his every
whim.

I wasn’t cut out for this. I might have gone
to the police academy, but I predominantly worked apprehending
white collar criminals, although in theory I was cleared to carry a
gun around, in reality I was just a glorified IRS agent. I plucked
on my lips trying to decide what to do, eventually I asked to go to
the bathroom.

There was a look of suspicion on his face, a
small passing, almost unnoticeable.

‘Sure.’ He said. He gave me directions and I
wandered around till I found the bathroom where I tried to call my
chief.

It was a long time before he answered. First
he scolded me for breaking protocol and possibly blowing my cover,
but when I explained the situation to him, he became quiet.

‘You still there?’ I asked.

‘Yeah. I’m thinking.’ He said. ‘I think you
should do it. He’s probably just a paranoid billionaire. Just
sign.’

‘I don’t know.’ I said.

‘Do it.’ He said. ‘Sign it. He’s probably
just paranoid. We’ve been keeping an eye on this guy for such a
long time now. Something is off, there’s money disappearing left
and right, he is lying about something. Just do it and collect as
much evidence as you can.’

‘I know.’ I said. ‘I know. Okay. Okay. I’ll
do it.’

I flushed the toilet and washed my hands just
for show and then I returned to the office.

‘Are you alright?’ Joseph asked. He gave me a
shy smile. Would he be actually nervous? This big eccentric
billionaire, would he get shy from me? No, that was weird. Did he
maybe know I would be spying on him, trying to expose him? I shook
my head, trying to get my thoughts together. My hearth was racing
and the panic I felt made me a little bit distracted and
disoriented.

‘The contract.’ I said. ‘I was about to sign
the contract.’

I bend over the papers and hesitated for a
moment, did I really want to sign away all my rights for to
upcoming three months, just because my boss told me to do so?
Taking down the great Joseph Bernstein would definitely lead to a
promotion. Also he looked cute, there was something strong and
primal about him, but the make-up gave him a vulnerable feminine
side.

No, his looks had nothing to do with me
signing the contract. I put my signature on the dotted line and
handed him the stack of papers. Then everything happened really
fast. I’m still not really sure what happened. He grabbed my wrist.
He pulled me close and for a moment I thought he would kiss me.
Maybe I wanted him to kiss me, I don’t know. Maybe I pouted my
lips, but then a sting. A really painful sting in my buttock. My
hand grabbing my own butt, only to find an empty syringe.

‘What’s that?’ I remember I was trying to ask
what was going on, but everything started to spin really fast, I
got nauseous and dizzy, I fell into his arms and then the darkness
came, a thick wall of darkness rising up.

 





Stacey

I was lying on the bottom of my cage. My knees pulled
into my chest after months of being here I’ve learned that was the
most comfortable position. I crumpled up my blanket to turn it into
a pillow for my head. In the cage next to me the new girl was
waking up, just moaning and coughing for now but in a few moments
those sounds would turn into full fledged sobbing and crying, or
maybe this girl had actually read the contract she’d signed, maybe
this one wouldn’t be surprised at all to wake up in a cage.

Yet the wining and moaning was just annoying.
I knew full well Master preyed on young girls and had them sign a
contract full of legal mumble jumble, most of them were so blinded
by the riches and wealth they were promised they didn’t read
carefully enough. I knew because I had been one of them, three
contracts ago.

Each contract meant three months of being
human prey. Three months of sleeping in a cage like an animal,
being let out only once in a while and being chased down the forest
to eventually be shot with a sedation dart or most recently Master
had a thing for stalking you up close then overpowering you with
chloroform. Or sometimes there were no sedatives involved at all,
then it was just the pure force of my Master overpowering me. I was
on my fourth contract now. At first I had some medical bills to pay
off, the second time I had a sister that needed money for college,
the third time it was about a Mercedes I wanted to drive.

I guess by now it wasn’t really about the
money anymore. I just got addicted to the thrill of the hunt. There
was something relaxing about being in a cage. I didn’t have any
responsibilities. I was just lying behind the bars, and when I got
out and got hunted everything became just so primitive. All of my
survival instincts got jump started and I would feel my body
throbbing with adrenaline, then the drugs, the fogging up of the
brain, my thoughts slowing down. Sometimes Master would start to
undress me and touch me and fuck me before I was completely
knocked-out, during those moments I was in heaven. Master was
gorgeous, with a tight six pack, and strong biceps, his long hair
framing his face like manes of a lion, his attentive endlessly dark
eyes, even his make-up I liked.

The only thing I disliked about being here
was the wailing of the new girls. The loud screams, the panic. Why
did he bring in other girls anyway? Master had me, hadn’t he?

I rolled over in my cage and stared at the
new girl. She was quite curvy. Round hips, big breasts and puffed
up face and a red hair tied together in a bun. She rubbed her eyes
and looked around dazed. She wasn’t even that athletic, she was no
match for my master. I sighed. I kicked against the side of my
cage. A metal bang echoed through the basement. She flinched.

‘What’s going on?’ She said calmly.

I stared at her for a moment.

‘Can you talk?’ She asked.

‘Yes, I can.’ I said.

‘Good. Where are we? What’s going on?’

‘You’re stupid.’ I said. ‘If you’ve read the
contract, you’d know.’

‘I’ve read the contract.’ She said. ‘You’re
Stacey aren’t you? I’ve read about you.’

‘Am I in the contract?’ I asked exited. ‘What
does it say about me?’

‘No,’ she said. ‘No you’re not in the
contract. I phrased that wrong.’

I squinted my eyes at her and tried to find
out what this new girl was about. How did she know my name? Why
wasn’t she distraught and panicked like the others?

‘Is this you’re second contract.’ I
asked.

‘My first.’ She said.

‘You’ve read the contract?’ I asked.

She nodded.

‘So you know exactly what you’re in for?’

‘Not really.’ She said. ‘I’m Veronique, I
will help you.’

‘I don’t need no help.’ I said. ‘I’m well
happy here.’

‘You’re suffering from Stockholm Syndrome.’
She said.

‘You’re suffering from being a perky red-head
know-it-all.’ I said, I turned my back on her and lied down in my
cage again. Veronique kept on rumbling, fidgeting with the lock,
trying to get out, kicking against the bars. Eventually she started
talking to me again. At first she tried being kind, then she tried
being angry and demanding, then the panic started anyway, the
familiar panic, the slew of questions I had heard over and over
again and finally it ended with some soft sobbing. ‘I can’t do
this.’ She kept on mumbling. ‘They have to get me out of here.’

I closed my eyes and pretended to be
asleep.

 





Joseph

I got six silver cylinders out and lined them up on
my desk. Six silver cylinders that I would turn into sedation darts
for the hunt tonight, even though I probably wouldn’t be needing
six of them. I wasn’t a bad shot. Firstly I got a bottle of
Primital out of the cupboard, I sucked precisely 7 ml into a
plastic syringe. Primital was one of my favorite drugs to put in
the sedation darts because of the triple effects. Upon impact the
girls would immediately become dazed and disoriented, but if they
had the right personality and a lot of stamina, like Stacey, they
could still manage to get away from me, then over the next five
minutes gradually the muscle relaxers would kick in, making her
waver at first, sink down to the floor, sometimes they succeeded in
crawling or crouching away from me for a minute or so before they
were completely limp and paralyzed, after about fifteen minutes the
drugs would have reached their full potential and the girls would
finally pass out. With my thumb on the plunger I filled the entire
cylinder, then I closed it, put the needle on front and choose and
nice red feather for on top. I don’t know what the feather added,
maybe it wasn’t really necessary, but I just liked the overall
look.

I sucked another 7 ml into the syringe. When
I was younger I used to hunt animals, I would stalk deer or elk, or
sometimes I would shoot a quail. Hunting really satisfied that
beastly urge, giving into that desire allowed me to have some
control over it. It were always the werewolves that tried to
repress who they really were that eventually lost control and went
rampant during a full moon, hurting innocent people.

But I had my diet with lots of steak and
chicken and bacon, with lots of meats on the raw side and if I
could hunt my girls regularly there was no danger of me exposing
myself or me actually biting and hurting a human.

After filling this second dart I put a mint
green feather on top. Plunged into thought I moved on to the third
dart and to the fourth one. I don’t know who discovered it, it was
a silly tip that first was passed on through the werewolf support
groups. There was this theory going around that the werewolf brain
rewards biting by releasing dopamine. Orgasming also is rewarded by
the release of dopamine, they said. So they put one and one
together and suggested we’d masturbate to get rid of our urge to
bite. Now I don’t masturbate, but I must say, hunting my girls down
and then orgasming inside of them, is really really satisfying, and
if paired with a good diet filled with red meats, my condition is
quite easily contained.

Lately that masturbation tip has gone
mainstream though, it’s funny, it’s printed in Cosmopolitans and
other fashion magazines, they say if you want to loose weight but
you have the urge for chocolate or the urge to snack on chips you
should masturbate. I’ve never tried to loose weight, but I imagine
it works for humans the same as it does for us.

I finished the fifth and the sixth dart too.
Six shiny little capsules with bright colorful feathers were neatly
lined up upon my desk. I got my shotgun out and started to prepare
and clean it.

Tonight I would take the new one. I was
really looking forward to following her scent all across the forest
on my estate, hearing her panting, her panicked footsteps, the
smell of sweat, little pearly drops shining on her forehead, and
eventually spreading her sedated thighs apart and tasting her
pussy, licking her pussy, plunging my cock inside of her, or maybe
I would spray my cum all over her face and boobs. I didn’t know yet
and history had taught me not to make plans, since I never kept to
them anyway.

 





Veronique

When the numbness in my brain started to fade I
realized how I had almost given myself away. I was just groggy, I
was barely waking up, trying to make sense of it all and then I
recognized Stacey. I wasn’t suppose to recognize her off
course.

I’d read about her when they briefed me on my
mission, but according to our Intel she was another one of his
assistants. I’d expected her to sit in her own office behind a
computer or walking around with a clipboard talking about his
schedule.

My muscles started aching. The cage was too
small to sit up straight. I could sit up and stretch my legs for a
while, but then I’d have to bend my back and head. Or I could
straighten my back, but then I had to lie down and pull my legs
up.

I was tossing and turning in my cage. I had
tried to force the lock but as Stacey had said, it didn’t budge, it
was of no use trying. My phone was taken out of my pockets,
everything had been taking out of my pockets, also the receipt for
the sandwiches I bought on my way here, so I could have them
reimbursed by the office. I giggled, filling out an expense report
for my lunch would be the least of my worries now, I guess.
Although I didn’t really know what the worst of my worries should
be.

‘Having fun?’ Stacey said.

‘Not really.’ I said. ‘You?’

‘I’m having a jolly good time.’ She said. I
wanted to believe it was sarcasm or disdain, but there was nothing
in her face hinting towards that, she seemed to be sincerely
enjoying her time here.

‘What’s going on?’ I asked. ‘I thought I
would be his assistant.’

‘You are.’ She said.

‘But why... why...’ I didn’t even know what
to ask and she seemed bored and disinterested in my panic and
confusion. ‘You’ve probably seen a lot of girls like me?’ I
asked.

She shrugged. ‘Depends on what you mean with
“like you”. He does seem to have a taste for curvier girls, but
you’re the first red head.’

I didn’t know what to do with that
information. It was all just too messy in my mind to find any sense
or meaning in all of this, maybe there were some of those sedatives
still flushing through my body.

‘So what happens now?’ I asked.

She smiled, but before she got a chance to
answer me, the door swung open. A loud bang echoed against the
exposed concrete in this little room, and there Joseph walked in.
An air of confidence, or maybe even arrogance. He had rolled up his
sleeves and I noticed his muscled arms being particularly hairy. He
was quite attractive and combined with his money I could understand
why he was declared the most desirable bachelor for three years in
a row.

‘So.’ He said as he walked up to the cages.
‘Have you two got a change to get acquainted?’

‘No.’ Stacey said with an obstinate undertone
in her voice.

His arm reached in between the bars and he
caressed Stacey’s cheek. ‘I know you don’t like the new ones, when
they’re new’ He said. ‘But I have a feeling the two of you will
become great friends.’

‘Doubt it.’ Stacey said.

Joseph snickered and gave her a little pat on
the head. ‘Be nice Stace.’ He said. ‘You know the nicer you are,
the sooner they stop fuzzing and screaming at night.’

‘Isn’t that your job?’ Stacey asked. ‘To
reassure them and make them feel comfortable and all that.’

‘I don’t mind them fuzzing and crying.’ He
said with a grin on his face. ‘And I love to smell that musky blend
of fear and adrenaline.

‘Yeah. I bet.’ Stacey said. ‘So I guess that
means you’re taking her tonight?’

‘Is she ready?’ He asked.

‘No.’ Stacey said with a rebellious look on
her face.

All the while I had been silently observing,
gathering data, gathering evidence, although I couldn’t really make
sense of their conversation. Now he moved over to my cage. His hand
slithering in between the bars and then he grabbed my foot. I don’t
know why. If it was to reassure me it didn’t really help. The hairs
on his arm had three different colors. Close to the skin they were
white, in the middle they were brownish, the tips of the hairs were
black. Before I got a chance to examine his arm more closely he
pulled back his hand.

‘How are you Veronique?’ He asked. ‘Are you
groggy still or has the medicine flushed through.’

‘She’s groggy still.’ Stacey said.

‘No, you’re not, aren’t you.’ Joseph said.
Again reaching into the cage. He cupped my face and forced me to
look into his eyes. His eyes seemed to be swirling with nebula’s,
this dark gaze that seemed to look right through me, a hunger, a
greed, a power. It was intimidating. I tried to move my head and
free myself from his clasp.

‘You’re ready.’ He said. ‘You’re ready to run
aren’t you?’

I shrugged. Then he got out a little glass
bottle. He sprinkled some colorless liquid onto a towel and then he
brought the towel into my cage. I stank terribly. It was sharp and
chemical and it made my eyes water.

I scooted backwards, pressing my head against
the back of my cage so he couldn’t reach me.

‘Don’t be scared.’ He said calmingly. Almost
as if he was talking to a frightened kitten. ‘Come over here, come
sniff my towel.’

‘I will sniff your towel.’ Stacey said in the
cage next to me.

‘Ssh, come Veronique.’ He said. ‘Come closer.
You want to get out of here, don’t you? If you put your face in
this towel and take a few deep breaths I will open your cage. I
promise.’

I looked at the towel. It was dripping wet
and that smell was terrible. It was like turpentine or gasoline. It
was making me lightheaded, my ears started ringing and my vision
was blurring. I blinked my eyes trying to regain some focus. The
towel was still swirling around in my cage, leaving drops on the
metal flooring of the cage and on my jeans.

‘Come closer.’ He said. ‘Come here. Come
smell my towel, doesn’t that smell lovely? Doesn’t that smell of
freedom, the smell of escape?’

His words didn’t make sense to me, no matter
how hard I tried to focus I simply couldn’t understand what he was
talking about. I was getting incredibly dizzy, my heart was racing
and I had the feeling we were on a boat, the world tumbling and
turning around me.

Suddenly I was lying on the bottom of the
cage. I didn’t know how I got there. I must have fainted and
slipped or something, the towel was gone and the side of the cage
slid away. There Joseph was again, leaning over me, this time
folding the towel over my nose and mouth. I tried to push the towel
away, but my own arms were terribly unruly and weak and he could
easily keep my hands away from the cloth.

I was forced to breath in more and more.
Trying to concentrate, a sound, somewhere there was a sound, or a
voice, a blurry world, spinning harder and harder. I was tumbling.
I was falling. I tried to scream, but as I gasped for air, I
inhaled more of that numbing stench. Sleep came from the back of my
mind taking me into unconsciousness.

 





Joseph

I watched the girl succumb to the chloroform. This
one was beautiful, and not only because of her curvy figure – Oh,
how I longed to sink my teeth into her thighs. She also had this
cute face, the determination I saw in her eyes just now, promised
she would be a fun prey, a challenging match.

I lifted her out of the cage and hoisted her
over my shoulder and then I walked her up to the preparatory room.
The chloroform lost it’s power over her as soon as she stopped
breathing it in, so a few times I had to put the towel over her
nose and mouth again. Her groggy eyes, barely awake enough to
realize what was going on, and then she was gone again.

I didn’t need that much preparation, all she
needed was an electric shock collar with a GPS tracker. That way
she would get a nasty shock each times she reached the edges of my
estate, because even though I liked the thrill of the hunt, I
couldn’t afford her actually escaping. I didn’t want to have to
hunt her down in the public forest, people might see, I might be
exposed, the collar was just a little security measure.

After she was ready I carried her outside. I
put her sleeping limp body down in an open spot, took the
chloroformed cloth away from her face and hid behind a tree as I
watched her wake up.

It took a few seconds before she began to
stir, first she grabbed her head and started coughing and a moment
later she sat up straight. Looking around confused. For a full
minute she just sat there. Then she hoisted herself up and took a
few steps forward and a few steps back to orientate.

I clenched my fists. I wanted to give her a
decent head start, five minutes, ten minutes, so I had the fun of
tracking her down, but she didn’t seem to move. She didn’t seem to
understand she needed to run, to climb in a tree, or to hide away
in a cave, she just stood there trying to figure out was going
on.

Eventually she started walking, just a casual
saunter, she didn’t seem to be scared at all. Maybe I should help
her get her adrenaline running. I howled like a werewolf. Now she
was scared, her head jolted up and then she stared at the moon, it
wasn’t full moon yet. It’s a myth that werewolves can only howl
during the full moon, we can howl and grumble and growl whenever we
want. It’s just that it’s quite easy to repress when it isn’t a
full moon, so we usually don’t.

I howled again and this time she started to
pick up pace. I leaned backwards against the tree and closed my
eyes. I didn’t want to see where she was going, looking was
cheating. For a long time I could still hear her, and even when she
was out of earshot and I didn’t hear any twigs crackling or leaves
rustling I could still smell her. Only when I was certain that
there was no trace of her left I opened my eyes and started
prowling through the forest.

I noticed my inner beast taking over and I
welcomed it, I allowed it to take over my mind. My thinking
stopped. There were just urges, just instinct. There was a
throbbing cock between my legs. That’s how much I had conditioned
myself to fuck instead of bite. Instead of salivating I started to
become erect. I moved on all fours, it was quicker, easier, it was
what the beast inside of me wanted. My nose close to the ground,
picking up on her trail.

I was just me and the autumn forest, the
night sky, the wind blowing through my hairs, the smells painting a
trace over the leaves, there she’d touched a tree I saw. I licked
the bark to get an even stronger sense of smell, so I could taste
her state of mind, her fear. A broken branch, maybe she’d tried to
climb this tree, before I could think or speculate my body had
taken over again. I was running. I was in tune with the fireflies
buzzing around me, in tune with the pine trees, in tune with the
squirrels and the birds. I was this forest. I was this beast. Her
smell got stronger and stronger and there she sat on tree
trunk.

I was a bit disappointed in her. I had high
hopes about her stamina, her will to fight, her resourcefulness,
but here she was, just sitting there like she’d given up. I didn’t
want it to be over. I got the shotgun of my back and aimed, I
intentionally missed her and shot the tree behind her. As she
looked over her shoulder I let out another growl. Now she started
running again. I followed her and she could feel it, I knew because
I smelled her adrenaline, I heard her panting, she knew she was
being followed and she kept on running and running. I kept on
chasing her.

My heart beating fast, my blood coursing
through my veins, I felt alive, harmonious, happy, this is how life
was intended to be. Free. Instinctual. Primal. Her speed started
dropping, she was getting tired. She stumbled and tripped over. I
stopped. I got the shotgun of my back again and the moment she
stood up I put a dart into her shoulder.

‘Ouch,’ she yelled out loudly. Her hand
trying to grab the source of the pain. She pulled the sedation dart
out of her body and then examined it. It didn’t matter all the
drugs would be in her body by now. She started running again and
relieved I stalked her again. See, my instincts were right, this
girl was a worthy opponent, she did have the determination to keep
on going. She grabbed her head, running, running and then she fell
again.

I jumped on top of her. It just happened,
it’s what the beast in me wanted to do. I jumped on top of her and
pushed her shoulders into the ground, confining her in that space.
Her eyes dazed and confused looking up at me. I started biting her.
Not badly, not a werewolf’s bite, after all it wasn’t a full moon,
so I didn’t have my fangs. I just put my normal teeth into her
shoulder and bit down, deep enough to feel satisfaction passing
over my body, but careful enough to not break skin. Tasting blood
would be as an former alcoholic taking a shot of tequila, it would
make it a whole lot more difficult to keep urges under control in
the future.

I bit in her breast and her thigh, her
delicious thigh. She was sedated and struggling. My teeth sinking
into her jeans. She managed to get away, she tried to stand up, but
only managed to get on her knees before she plumped down again. She
tried to crouch, with her arms pulling herself forward through the
dirt and the leaves. The I grabbed her with my hand and pulled her
back. Putting my mouth over hers, sinking my tongue into her mouth.
Tasting her saliva. Feeling her struggles fading until she was a
limp rag doll. I was growling, panting.

Her shirt wet and muddy, from flopping around
on the ground. I ripped her shirt of her body. A loose button
bumped into a tree and fell in between the leaves. Her sweat. I
licked her. I licked her entire torso. Her belly, her breasts, her
armpits, oh her armpits were most musky. Her jeans were harder to
rip. I pulled until they slipped of her butt and her silky pink
thong was exposed. Another animalistic noise came from my mouth. I
buried my face in her crotch and let myself be enchanted by her
smell. Biting her pussy ever so softly, sinking my teeth in the
softly denting flesh. My tongue dangling far out of my mouth,
licking whatever silk and musky pussy juices it could reach.

Eventually I ripped her thong of her hips and
greedily attacked her bare pussy. The soft pinkish lips, the slight
stubble, I rubbed my face and cheeks all over her, and the next
time I licked and tasted her, I tasted my own make up that had
transferred from my cheeks onto her skin. I howled. It was just
something I had to do. It was a release of energy. She was mine
now, her body was mine, her mind was mine.

I unbuttoned my own pants and fumbled with
the button. The beast in me didn’t have very precise motor skills
and I cursed myself for not chasing her naked, or at least I
could’ve put on some jogging pants, or something that was easily to
undo.

I took a deep breath and regained some
control, so I could focus on undoing my pants. But the moment I got
my dick out, the beast in me was back. Growling. Panting.
Conquering. That’s what it was. I was conquering her. I was marking
my territory.

I trusted my dick deep into her pussy. For a
moment her eyes opened, little slivers of white, then they closed
again. I don’t know at what point the medicine had completely
overpowered her and frankly I didn’t care. All I cared about was
her body, her little cunt. I trusted myself deep inside of her,
deep and rapidly moving. My body just moved on it’s own, the beast
was completely in charge now. Biting her shoulder, her biceps,
biting her ear. She made me completely crazy. Her smell, her
vulnerable drugged little body, her skin covered in smudges and
mud, her hairs messy and tangled. The beast bit her ear again, the
beast must really like her. Nibbling on her ear is about as
affectionate as the beast gets.

Fucking her numb. Fucking myself until I
burst. Until an orgasm just exploded out of my body and I pumped
her little cunt full of sperm. Still panting I fell down on top of
her. The orgasm lingering in my loins, it was a soothing feeling,
it was happy and calm and quite serene. I was in perfect harmony
with the world.

 





Stacey

Off course he picked her. But that didn’t mean he
disliked me, it just meant she was his shiny new toy. Yet here I
was alone in my cage, alone in the abandoned basement. The blanket
I had used as a pillow I now wrapped around my body. I wasn’t cold,
but when I closed my eyes I could pretend the blanket was actually
an embrace. His embrace.

I shouldn’t focus on the fun I was missing. I
should just try to sleep or meditate or whatever, yet my mind kept
drifting of. I kept imagining her running through the forest. She
didn’t know the forest yet, she wouldn’t recognize the forked tree,
she wouldn’t know which hollow tree to hide in, or where to find
the cave, she couldn’t use the foliage to predict where she would
get shocked.

My mind kept running in circles, one moment I
was consumed by jealousy and I could only imagine her jump over
tree trunks graciously like a gazelle, while master huffed and
puffed and growled and chased her until he finally captured her,
and fucked her mindless.

The next moment I imagined her being shocked
by the collar, tripping over her own feet and Master being bored by
the lack of challenge.

My hand found it’s way into my panties. I was
wearing a grayish tracksuit and the white cotton panties master had
provided me with. He had ripped up my clothes often and each time
he gave me something new. Sometimes he gave me something sexy to
wear, a short skirt, a white summers dress, nylons, high heels, but
most often it was something comfy. Something that allowed me to
climb in trees and to carefully climb from branch to branch, from
tree to tree.

The waistband of my tracksuit pressed into my
wrist. I started fingering myself. I wasn’t horny and I didn’t
intend to orgasm or anything. It was just something to distract
myself with, to distract myself from the jealousy I was
feeling.

Slowly circling my index finger over my clit.
Thinking about Master fucking me, not during one of the regular
hunts but when it was full moon, then he didn’t use any sedation
darts or chloroform, on those nights it was just him, overpowering
me, fucking me hard, taking me, again and again and again.

I orgasmed faintly and kicked my legs against
the ceiling of the cage. I should have edged longer. If I had edged
longer this orgasm could’ve been more powerful. I kept playing with
myself, but I didn’t feel arousal anymore.

Eventually master came to bring her back. He
was carrying her limp unconscious body and he put her in the cage.
She was naked and he tenderly covered her with a blanket.

‘My turn?’ I asked.

His make up was smudged, the striae on his
face were visible. I wanted to run my finger over those squiggly
lines, but I also knew it would make him mad. He was very
particular about his stretch marks no-one was allowed to see them,
to touch them, we shouldn’t even acknowledge those lines were
there.

‘Is it my turn now?’ I asked again.

Master didn’t respond. He just locked
Veronique’s cage wished me a good night and then left.

I tried to wake her up, I banged my feet
against the metal caging, I screamed her name, but nothing
happened. She was deeply asleep.

Well good, I thought to myself, I wasn’t
interested in hearing her story anyway.

I pressed my nose against side of my cage and
tried to look at her. She was naked, her skin was pale covered in
sand and mud, and underneath the mud there was an universe of
freckles. Her skin was also covered in bite marks, pinkish circles
where his teeth had clasped onto her skin.

I loved being bit by him, his warm mouth,
soft lips, the tickle of his breath and then the subtle pain of his
teeth clamping down. He never bit through, he never broke skin. I
put my arm into my own mouth and started biting until it hurt. I
closed my eyes and imagined it was his mouth.

I tried to sleep a little, but I woke up when
Veronique started stirring and coughing.

‘You awake then?’ I asked.

‘Where am I?’ She asked. She rubbed her eyes
and then put her hand to her head as if she was having a headache.
She sat up and looked at the cage around her and then she looked at
me. ‘Am I a rabbit?’ She asked confused.

‘Why?’ I asked. ‘Because you’re in a cage?
Yeah, you’re a rabbit indeed.’

‘Makes sense.’ She said nodding and looking
around.

I chuckled. I guess she was still groggy from
the medicine.

‘But I don’t like carrots,’ She said pensive.
‘And I need to make a phone call. I need to call my boss and
report. Yeah, I need to report. Rabbits don’t have a boss do they?
I think you’re a liar.’ She said. ‘I’m a human. I have a job. Yeah.
I need to find a computer or something, I need to report Joseph
Bernstein. Although locking me in a cage isn’t really financial
fraud is it, it’s... I’m supposed to discover some sort of tax
fraud. But I think locking us in a cage is enough to get promoted,
do you think they’ll promote me?’

‘He’s allowed to keep us here, we’ve signed a
contract.’ I said.

‘But he’s a fraud. I can’t prove it yet, I
have to collect more evidence, but I’m sure of it. He’s committing
some sort of business fraud.’

‘He’s a werewolf.’ I said.

‘A werewolf.’ She repeated slowly. ‘So am I a
werewolf hunter then?’

‘I don’t know.’ I said. ‘Are you a werewolf
hunter?’

‘No, I work at the police station downtown.’
She said. ‘I’m not suppose to tell you though, I’m here
undercover.’

I looked at her with disgust. If we hadn’t
been kept apart by those cages I would’ve bit her. I would have
strangled her. For a moment I examined my own feelings. I felt
protective of master. I knew he was a big strong guy, but yet I
felt protective. I wanted to save him, so my life here could
continue, so he would be grateful, so he would fall in love with
me.

‘I’m going to get us out of here,’ Veronique
said. ‘Don’t worry I’m going to save you.’ She said. ‘And then I’ll
get promoted.’

‘Sure.’ I’ll said. ‘Go ahead then. Save
me.’

‘I need a plan.’ She said. ‘Shush now, so I
can think of a plan.’

 





Veronique

I copied Stacey. She seemed to be comfortable. So I
assumed the same position. Laying on my side, knees pulled towards
my chest. My shoulder hurt from laying on the metal flooring, but
it was negligible compared to the pain in rest of my body. I had a
muscle ache that was worse than I’d ever experienced, worse than
after leg day at the gym even.

I tried to stretch, but that seem to make it
worse. I tried to think up a plan. Eventually I must have fallen
asleep, because I was awoken by Joseph caressing my cheek, his
fingers toying with my ear, his soft voice, kind and tender.

‘Time to take a shower,’ he said.

I opened my eyes and tried to sit up
straight, everything was hurting, I was moaning and panting.

‘Come on, don’t be a drama queen.’ Stacey
said. ‘It’s just some sore muscles.’

‘She’s new.’ Joseph said.

Stacey rolled her eyes. ‘So you got an escape
plan yet? Figured out how to call your boss.’

My heart beating fast. Was she trying to
expose me? It seemed like it.

‘I work for Joseph,’ I said innocently.
‘Joseph is my boss.’

‘Is he now?’ Stacey asked. ‘So you aren’t
here on an undercover mission. Yesterday you seemed to think you
worked for the police.’

‘Yesterday I also thought I was a rabbit.’ I
said. ‘I was just groggy from the medicine.

‘Stop antagonizing the new girl, Stace.’
Joseph said.

‘I’m not antagonizing. It’s true.’ Stacey
said. ‘You have to believe me. She’s investigating you for tax
fraud or something.’

Joseph burst out laughing. Both me and Stacey
seemed flabbergasted by his reaction.

‘Tax fraud?’ He said as if it was the
funniest thing he’d ever heard. He grabbed a table for balance and
completely bend over giggling and chuckling. Eventually he managed
to catch his breath. He shook his head.

‘Let’s get you both in the shower.’ He said.
He opened my cage. I kept sitting in a back corner, I wasn’t sure
what was going on, what would happen now. Would shower actually
mean shower? Or was it a code word for another type of hunt, or
another... whatever.

Joseph reached his hand into the cage, there
were hairs on the back of his hands and even on his fingers. ‘Come
on miss IRS. Nothing to fear. We’re just cleaning you up for now.’
He grabbed my wrist and hoisted me out of my cage.

‘How are you feeling?’ He asked. ‘Are you
sore?’

I nodded.

He opened up Stacey’s cage and left me be. I
wandered around the basement and tried to open the door.

‘It’s locked.’ Both Stacey and Joseph said in
sync.

‘That one is unlocked,’ Stacey said pointing
to another door.

I sprinted towards the door, pushing myself
through my muscle ache. I fumbled with the doorknob. Stacey was
right, the door swung open, but there was only a tiny bathroom, a
death end. Defeated I kept standing there until Stacey and Joseph
came to join me, Joseph put on the lights.

There was beige tiling with a sporadic brown
flower on a few of the tiles. The entire bathroom had a seventies
feel, as if I was taking a shower at my grandmothers house. There
was a toilet, a bathtub with shower combination and a little
sink.

‘Leave the pooping for last.’ Stacey ordered
me. ‘I’m not showering and brushing my teeth in your stench.’

Joseph gave me a little push in between my
shoulders blades. ‘Come on.’ He said. ‘Go take a shower.’

Stacey undressed herself and stepped into the
bathtub and turned on the water. I hesitated. I didn’t have to
undress. I was naked anyway. Naked and muddy and sandy. Yet taking
a shower together with Stacey seemed inappropriately intimate.

‘Get in.’ Joseph said. ‘And be nice to each
other. Maybe you can help the new girl clean herself up, wouldn’t
that be a good bonding experience for the two of you?’

I pulled the shower curtain to the side and
got into the tub too. The water droplets raining down on me. It was
nice. It was good to stand up straight and to wash myself. My hairs
wet and sticking to my face. The mud and the sand rinsed off of
me.

‘I wasn’t joking though.’ Stacey said out
loud to Joseph. ‘Yesterday when you brought her back she was groggy
and she confided in me. She said she was a cop on an undercover
mission.’

I gave Stacey a push to make her shut up. She
took a step back and retaliated, she reached out to my nipple and
twisted it around.

‘Ouch,’ I screamed. I swatted her hand
away.

‘What?’ She said innocently.

‘Be nice, Stace’ Joseph said.

‘I’m serious though, master.’ Stacey said.
‘She’s here to take you down.’

‘Stacey I know you.’ Joseph said. ‘I know you
don’t like the new ones, but I also know, that in less then a week
you’ll make friends with them, and you’ll pull pranks on me, and
learn to work together.’

‘Not with this one.’ Stacey said
obstinately.

‘And you know me, too. Don’t you. You know I
won’t be worried about tax fraud.’

‘See.’ Stacey said. ‘That should show you I’m
telling the truth. If I’d would just want to manipulate the
situation I would tell you she’s a werewolf hunter, but I’m not
saying this to manipulate, I’m saying this because it’s true.’

‘Knock it off. Why don’t you take a sponge
and scrub Veronique’s back?’

‘I can scrub my own back.’ I said
hastily.

An intimidating growl sounded. I was startled
and scared. But Stacey seemed exhilarated. She bit her own lip and
smiled at me seductively. I didn’t know what was going on. I peeked
behind the curtain and saw Joseph leaning against the sink, toying
with the seem of his shirt.

‘Go on then, be nice to each other.’ He said
when he saw me peeking.

 





Joseph

I watched the silhouettes of the girls behind the
shower curtain. I hadn’t seen Stacey so adamant about a new girl
before. She disliked the change, she disliked sharing my attention
I guess, but with the other girls she just ignored them and called
them stupid.

Anyway. I had them shower, brush their teeth,
use the bathroom and eventually I put them back in their cages and
brought them each breakfast. I watched them devour it, beans, bacon
and eggs. With their hands they put it in their mouth, both of
them, I guess Veronique was hungry too.

I left them alone and went up to my mansion
to do some work. A few phone calls, some e-mails, a boring meeting,
a conference call. Most of the branches worked quite adequately and
didn’t need my hands on management. I signed off on a order, looked
into a new client, and the lab had developed some new flavors. It
was easy to concentrate, the beast in me was quiet, he was
satisfied. I tried to get as much work done as I could.

During the day I found myself wondering if
there was any truth in what Stacey had said. Tax Fraud. They
shouldn’t be with me, but with my accountants for that, all though
since I was the CEO of the company I was probably liable too. I
opened some random excel documents to look through the company’s
administration. There was nothing wrong, it all seemed to be in
order. Maybe they got triggered by me moving some money around and
virtually relocating the company, but that happened months ago,
after Mayor Gunter was elected I wanted to make sure I could leave
this town whenever I needed too, without loosing my company or my
wealth, but everything I did was above board. Maybe they found the
trail of me paying my preys, but that had nothing to do with my
company, the police had no business with how I spend my money
privately. Stacey was just lying, she didn’t like this girl. Maybe
because she sensed that I liked her a lot.

Tonight I would take Stacey out for a hunt,
that would calm her down, that would make her see I valued her too
and she wasn’t replaced by this new girl, this new girl was just a
welcome addition.

When it was getting dark outside I changed my
clothes. I put on some pants with an elastic waistband this time
and then I went downstairs to the basement. I poured some
chloroform on a towel and held it in Stacey’s cage.

‘Come over here Stace.’ I said and obediently
she crawled forward, she pushed her face in the towel of chloroform
and started to breath heavily. In the next cage Veronique was
looking terrified and filled with disgust. I smiled, I reach into
the cage and started to scratch Stacey behind her ear.

‘Good girl.’ I said. ‘Good girl.’ Stacey eyes
started to glass over, her face leaning heavier and heavier into
the towel until she slipped away and sunk to the bottom of her
cage.

‘See?’ I told Veronique. ‘That’s how you do
it.’ She still looked appalled.

I opened the cage and brought Stacey
upstairs.

 





Stacey

I awoke in the forest, the familiar soft bedding of
moss and old leaves. The smell of autumn all around me. Birds
chirping. I stared upwards, between the tops of the trees I could
see a piece of night sky, a few stars and then a moon. It was
almost full moon I saw, but not yet though, not today. I sat up and
looked around to orientate myself. I turned and turned around until
I recognized where I was. I started running, not far from here were
some oak trees planted fairly close together. I climbed into the
first one and hoisted myself from branch to branch, from tree to
tree. Master didn’t seem to climb, he couldn’t follow my trace
here, at the end of the trees I rubbed myself in some mud and
leaves trying to discard any flowery soapy smell I had, and then I
calmly continued to walk, like a Sunday stroll on a spring
afternoon, careful not to come too close to the places where I
would be shocked.

I should save my energy for when he was
closing in on me. Running in this stage would be an absolute waste
of muscle.

Sometimes I left traces on purpose. Traces to
disorient him. I rubbed my fingers through my armpit and through my
underpants and I rubbed some fluids on the sides of trees, then I
continued to walk the other way.

I reached the edge of the forest and climbed
up into a tree. From a branch I looked at the grass and his
mansion. It wasn’t the typical Gothic mansion you’d expected from a
werewolf, but I guess not all scary creatures live in Gothic houses
like the Adams family. He lived in a modern mansion. White cubes
and lots of glass and pool in the back, that was empty now, it was
just a concrete hole in his deck. On the second floor he had left a
light on. I didn’t know what room that was. I didn’t know anything
about his day to day life. I knew everything about his secret life
though.

I heard some twigs breaking, some leaves
rustling. I listened intently. Was it him, or was it a squirrel?
Anyway, time to get moving. I got out of the tree and took a little
sprint to the creek. I jumped into the water and waded for a few
minutes upstream. Around here somewhere was a dead tree, wasn’t
there? I got a little bit confused, but after a few more splashes I
found the three. I crawled into it’s hollow trunk and took of my
socks and shoes and trousers. Then I continued towards the cave. It
wasn’t really a cave, it was just a big rock with a little nook
under it.

One day I managed to hide here after I’d been
shot. I’d managed to reach this place and he didn’t find me. I woke
up still hidden away in this little cavity in the land, the sun had
come up and there was morning dew everywhere. After that the hunt
went on for another few hours until he finally grabbed me. It was
only because I had to go to the bathroom and I had peed squatting
against a tree that he managed to catch onto me. He was elated, it
was the best hunt he’d ever had, he said. ‘How did you do it?’ He
asked me over and over again. ‘No wait don’t tell me, I don’t want
to ruin it for next time.’

I think I could survive quite some time
actually, which is weird because when I was a girl scout I didn’t
really like nature or getting my hands dirty. I’ve only done it for
a year and then my mother decided I’d be better of running track.
Yet now I had developed quite a survival instinct anyway.

Not the first time, not the second time, but
eventually I understood, eventually I learned what to do. I liked
it. I liked this so much. I know it was weird, who would like
hiding under a big rock at night in a forest? Well me! I knew it
was cold outside, but I never shivered, it was the ultimate
freedom, the ultimate survival instinct. Just me connecting with
nature, connecting with myself, connecting with the prehistoric
impulse to survive. That’s why I kept coming back, contract after
contract after contract.

The money was nice sure. But I’d studied to
become a kindergarten teacher, I could also make money by teaching
kindergärtners how to paint and play with building blocks. It
wasn’t about the money. It wasn’t about the money anymore. I didn’t
want to loose this. I didn’t want to loose master.

But how could I warn him about Veronique? How
could I warn him in a way that would make him understand she wasn’t
to be trusted? I crawled out from my hiding space and listened to
the forest around me. Where was he now? Just running around
probably, trying to pick up my trail. I jogged to a large tree in
the center of the forest and climbed in trying to determine where
he was. Then I chuckled, now I was stalking him as he was stalking
me.

I waited for a little while until I heard
some leaves rustling, left of me. I climbed down and silently I
sneaked my way into that part of the forest, suddenly I heard him
running, panting, he jumped on top of me. I was startled and tipped
backwards. Him on top of my chest, holding me in place.

‘Wait,’ I said. ‘Wait a minute. You can’t
trust her. I’m here to warn you. You can’t trust her.’

He wasn’t reasonable though, he didn’t listen
to me, he was just one chunk of primal power. It was attractive,
but not what I needed right now.

‘Listen to me.’ I said. I put my hands around
his head and tried to shake him out of it. ‘Listen, you have to
listen, she can’t be trusted, she just can’t. Don’t you have some
truth serum or something you could give her? Can’t you do a
background check and find out where she’d worked before?’

He just growled and bit me in my neck and in
my ear. His breath tickling my skin, it was hot, I got aroused,
maybe today he would fuck me without sedating me first, even though
it wasn’t a full moon yet, maybe he would fuck me, set me free and
hunt me down again. I wanted to close my eyes and just give in and
for a moment I did. For a moment I reveled in his weight on top of
me, his hairs escaping his ponytail, tickling my cheeks and nose.
His eyes dark and so full of life, full of power and dominance.

‘I like you.’ I said. ‘I don’t want to loose
you. I don’t want to loose this. You know in this current climate
you shouldn’t take any risks, she may not be a werewolf hunter, but
what if she set out to investigate tax fraud and realizes she can
make an even bigger promotion by exposing you as a werewolf.

‘Stop talking now.’ He grumbled. His voice
low and hoarse. He bent over me and bit my shoulder, he bit my tit
and then he nestled his face in between my legs, sucking on my
panties. It was sexy and pleasurable, but it was also fairly easy
to escape. I wanted to keep lying there and enjoy him sucking on my
pussy, but I knew he would like me more if I escaped now, he would
fuck me harder, rougher, more primal. There would be possessiveness
in his eyes.

I came up and started running again. He
howled and I could hear him following me close behind me. Running,
just running, the wind in my hairs. I was free. This was freedom.
My bare feet stepping onto slippery leaves, jumping over fallen
tree trunks, snapping twigs. I had no plan, just running as fast as
I could, as far as I could. Then I saw the place where I had marked
the tree’s with my scent, just to make him loose my trail. I ran
around in circles a few times and then I climbed up. It wasn’t the
best plan, but at least I had him confused, I could see him
sniffing even licking the trees that I had marked with my sweat and
my pussy juices.

Yet I didn’t know where to go from here. I
couldn’t jump into another tree, I just had to wait till he went
away and then I could get down. He didn’t go away though. He
noticed I was sitting in the tree and just kept pacing back and
forth at the bottom of the tree. Howling like an animal at times,
screaming at me like a human telling me I couldn’t stay up there
forever.

He was right and I didn’t mind being captured
by him. Eventually I got down. I jumped from the last branches and
started sprinting away from him. He didn’t chase me, I didn’t hear
him follow me.

When I looked over my shoulder to see what
was going on I saw his gun pointed at me. I jumped behind a tree
and at the same time I heard a loud bang as the sedation dart hit
the bark. I jumped away and zigzagged from tree to tree. I figured
if I zigzagged and change directions often I would be harder to
hit. Whoosh. A sedation dart flew past me and flew into the forest,
I didn’t wait to find out where it went. I kept on running until I
felt a pain full sting in my buttock.

I knew I was hit, but I didn’t stop to remove
the dart. Somehow I had figured that by pulling out the dart my
body would get drugged even faster. I knew I had just a few minutes
to find a hiding place. I ran. I felt the waves of dizziness
crashing through my brain. I was getting disoriented and horny, oh
so horny. I didn’t want to find a hiding place. I wanted to get
fucked by him, right here, right now, before the drugs would render
me unconscious. Yet I kept on running and running, panting, my
heart beating fast, the medicine spreading through my body, through
my mind.

For a moment I didn’t know where I was or
where I had intended to go. I just stumbled on forward and then my
muscles started wavering. My legs getting heavier and heavier. It
was impossible to control them. I was loosing power quickly, oh so
quickly. I tried to grab a tree. I stumbled forward, just one step
more, I told myself, just one foot in front of the other. I was
loosing any grasp of what was going on, dazed and drugged, my body
so heavy and limp. I couldn’t control myself anymore. My body
started falling, the world around me tumbling. I was on my knees
now. I could crawl. I should crawl. His foot in between my shoulder
blades. He pushed me onto the ground and then flipped me over.

It was all a haze. My mind spinning heavily.
I felt good, I couldn’t really think anymore. He destroyed my
clothes, he was all over me, kissing me, biting me, grunting and
panting. His cock in between my legs, his cock inside of me. I was
getting sleepier and sleepier. I was loosing consciousness quickly.
I didn’t want to pass out though. I wanted to register every moment
of this. The drugs were stronger and reality was seeping away. the
sleep was washing over me, wave, after wave, after wave.

 





Joseph

I fucked her, my cock sliding in and out of her
pussy. I watch her eyes, little slivers of white, fluttering eyes.
I was surrendering to the beast inside of me. Fucking her, taking
her. My hands on her ass, pulling her limp body over my cock, again
and again, her breasts wiggling, her head slumping from side to
side.

She had been easy today. Easier than other
days, still it was a delightful chase. I watched her numb rolling
eyes as I fucked her. I bit her where ever I could, I fucked her
pussy until I wanted something more. I put her legs up against my
shoulders and pushed my thumb against her tight little asshole. I
used her own juices as lubricant and carefully slipped my thumb
inside. Her ass closed tightly around me, and I felled the tip of
my finger throbbing. I started moving back and forth.

She let out a little moan. Maybe she was
building up a resistance to the Primital. Yet even if she wasn’t
fully unconscious she would be too far gone to register any of it.
I removed my thumb from her ass and rubbed the tip of my cock in
between her butt cheeks. Slowly I entered her. I fucked her in the
ass, her whole body was submitting to my rhythm, the beast was out
now, the beast was almost satisfied. I growled as I blew my sperm
into her ass, and then I sank down on top of her.

I pulled her sleepy body close to mine and as
the last waves of my orgasm subsided I felt the beast in me
retracted too. He was satisfied again. I brushed a lock of hair
from her face and kissed her on her cheek. Stacey did have a gift,
she did really know how to satisfy me, how to satisfy my inner
urges. For a moment we kept lying there together on the forest
floor. Then I picked her up and brought her back to her cage.

I jumped into the shower real quick, a warm
drizzle running over my spine. My back was getting hairier, my
entire body was getting hairier in preparation of the full moon, it
was no use shaving at this point, I would shave afterwards.

Stacey had been easy today. Usually she would
evade me for hours, she was resourceful and just when I thought I
was getting used to her new tactics she would change her methods.
Yet today... I hadn’t timed it, but I bet it was less then an hour
before I got to her. Almost as if she wanted to get caught by me.
Well maybe she didn’t want to get caught, but she did want to tell
me about Veronique.

I knew Stacey could be stubborn, but I hadn’t
seen her this adamant about a new girl. She was right, a background
check couldn’t hurt, and maybe I did have some drugs that would
work as a truth serum in lower doses. I should do that tomorrow,
shouldn’t I? Although I should also rest and safe my strength to
control the beast during full moon, however if she was indeed a cop
or a werewolf hunter it’ll be saver to know before the full moon,
wouldn’t it?

 





Veronique

Stacey is sleeping in the cage next to me, she never
woke up. My muscles were sore. I wasn’t used to being in a cage for
this long, well to be honest I wasn’t used to being locked in a
cage at all. I’ve been locked in now for over a day, or maybe even
longer. It’s hard to track time here in this dark room with walls
of concrete, but I’m guessing we will get showers and food every
morning.

Stacy started to mumble and stir, but she
didn’t really respond to my questions, she just grumbled and told
me to shut up.

It was a long wait, it was so long and so
boring I thought I was going to die of boredom. I played with the
fringe on the tartan blanket for a while and I fidgeted with the
bars of my cage, there was a little sharp edge, I pressed into my
thumb. Apparently hurting myself was better than being bored.

I masturbated two or three times, until my
pussy started to feel sore and overly sensitive. I sang a few
songs, but got annoyed that I forgot the lyrics and then I started
to recite the states and the capitals just to keep myself busy.

When I reached Michigan I couldn’t recall the
capital. I knew it was something with two syllables. When I was a
little kid in school I remember getting the capital of Michigan
wrong on my test too.

‘Lansing.’ Stacey said in the cage next to
me. ‘Now shut up will you, and let me enjoy this haze, before it’s
gone.’

I kept my mouth shut and continued the list
silently, after I’d worked my way through the united states I tried
to recall the European countries and their capitals. I fell asleep
trying to decide whether Mälmo was the capital of Norway or
Sweden.

At first I thought I dreamed it, I dreamed
about that awful stench that was in that towel, Joseph had dangled
in my cage, I couldn’t believe Stacey would willingly breath in
those fumes, that she would willingly knock herself out.

It wasn’t until the smell got stronger that I
opened my eyes and realized there was again a towel dripping with
chloroform dangling in my cage.

‘What? Why?’ I asked.

‘Yeah, why.’ Stacey chimed in. ‘We haven’t
even taken a shower yet, you haven’t given us breakfast yet. Why
her?’

‘This was your idea.’ Joseph said.

‘O,’ Stacey said. She was silent for a
moment. ‘Good.’ She said nodding.

I tried to avoid the towel, moved far away
from it, turned around and pushed my nose through the bars, trying
to breath in some fresh air. Yet the fumes had already made me
dizzy even before I woke up, and now my head kept spinning, my
vision blurring.

It was surreal, maybe I was still dreaming.
One time I dreamed about waking up, but later I realized that
waking up was still in my dreams. The fumes were messing with my
thoughts now, I couldn’t think clearly anymore. Wake up, dreaming,
wake up, dreaming, wake up, dreaming... it was as if my thoughts
were an old record player and the needle was stuck in a groove. I
tried to remember why I was thinking about waking up, why I was
thinking about dreaming, I tried to remember, but I just lost
myself, my body slipped away and limply I collapsed onto the floor
of my cage. Everything was a haze, cloudy lights, cloudy shadows, a
figure holding a piece of wet terry into my face. Cold and wet
against my cheeks, maybe I’d fainted, maybe they’d tried to wake me
up by dabbing my face with a wet towel, but it smelled sweet, so
sweet and flowery and chemical at the same time. It pressed tightly
against my face, they were trying to suffocate me, I couldn’t get
any fresh air. A familiar swirl of darkness and sleep, a familiar
tumble into unconsciousness.

When I came too I was tied down onto a chair
in a dark office. There were different shotguns and handguns on the
wall, there was a collection of collars dangling over the side of
the desk, there was a little counter with a sink, and a flickering
blue light above the sink. I tried to look around. I tried to
figure out what I was seeing, where I was, what was happening. At
the same time I tried to observe as many details as possible. That
had been part of my police training, observing and remembering
details. There was a little refrigerator humming, it was filled
with test tubes and chemical substances, it was like the fridge of
a laboratory, but the surroundings were way to dirty to be a lab,
this wasn’t a sterile place. The carpet was run down and filled
with muddy footsteps, and this chair was old wood.

I pulled on my arms, there was a little bit
of leeway. Maybe if I’d pulled and wriggled enough I could loosen
the ropes enough for my wrist to slip out of and then I could try
and find a computer. Wasn’t there a computer in the office where I
had the job interview? I think so, it was hard to remember. Or
maybe I could find my own phone somewhere if he hadn’t thrown it
out yet.

I yanked on my arms and the ropes got a bit
looser.

‘You’re awake.’ Joseph said as he walked into
the room. ‘I heard you mucking about on the baby monitor, so I
thought better check up on Veronique.’

‘Baby monitor?’ I asked looking around. ‘Why
hadn’t I noticed the baby monitor?’ I turned my head left and
right, but I didn’t see it, maybe he had it hidden somewhere, or
maybe it was precisely in the blind spot behind me.

‘So.’ He said. He rubbed a blob of cotton
drenched in alcohol over the inside of my elbow and then he tapped
on my skin to find a vein. He pushed the needle of the syringe into
my skin and released some drug into my bloodstream. I tried to
wriggle and escape, but there was no escaping this.

‘What’s this?’ I asked. ‘What’s happening
now?’

My arm started to feel dull and cold. There
was a heaviness in my arm that was a bit uncomfortable, as if my
arm was sleeping. I tried making fists to get my blood going, but
that cloudy dull feeling kept on spreading, soon it reached my
shoulder and my neck. It was y slowly conquering my body. It shot
down my spine like tickling electric pulses and involuntarily my
body started to convulse.

‘Ssh,’ Joseph said. He grabbed my face and
pulled my head against his belly, I think it was suppose to be
soothing. He did smell good. He smelled musky and manly at the same
time, the way I imagined knights would smell, or stable boys that
tamed horses. A glow in my chest, it was a happy glow, a soothing
glow, that wasn’t because of his smell was it? No it was probably
because of that injection he had given me. My chest glowing heavy,
I felt so happy, so euphoric. That glow was quickly getting
stronger and stronger. My body stopped convulsing and just
willingly surrendered to that glow. There was no need to move,
there was no need to do anything. Life was perfect. I was perfect.
Joseph was perfect. My mind started glowing too. It was happy and
hazy at the same time. Euphoria was overpowering me, euphoria was
keeping me prisoner in my own mind, in my own being. It was all
getting blurry.

‘So. Veronique.’ A voice said. It was the
most beautiful voice I’d ever heard. I opened my eyes to see where
the voice was coming from, and realized that apparently I had had
my eyes closed, yet I couldn’t remember falling a sleep. In front
of me sat this guy, this vaguely familiar guy. His shirt unbuttoned
exposing his very hairy chest and belly. Yet beneath all those
hairs his well trained body was still distinguishable.

‘You’re gorgeous.’ I said.

‘I know.’ He answered with a smile. His voice
tickled in my ears, it was almost tangible, as if his words were a
sweet syrup that dripped into my ears and then spread through my
brain.

‘Tell me.’ He said. ‘Why did you want to work
for me?’

His question taking over my entire being, it
was as if nothing else mattered except for answering that question,
answering his questions.

‘My boss told me to.’ I said. ‘My boss thinks
there’s something fraudulent going on within your company, that
there’s money disappearing.’

‘Does he?’ He asked.

I was still trapped in this delightful haze,
I didn’t care about anything really. I just wanted to swim around
in this euphoria, I wanted to surrender and with every question he
asked me he gave me another way to surrender, he gave me another
opportunity to feel how overpowering and strong that happiness was
inside of me.

‘Yes, but they don’t think it’s drugs,
because Narcotics has nothing on you, they suspect it’s something
like insider trading maybe, or you keeping a secret administration
and maybe you don’t register every sale, so you don’t have to pay
as much taxes. I’m here to find out.’

‘And what have you found out so far?’ The
voice asked.

For a moment the swirls where stronger than
me, it was like a tornado inside of my mind. He slapped my face and
I opened my eyes again, without realizing I had closed them. I was
disoriented and tried to figure out what was going on. Then I
realized I didn’t want to know what was going on, I just wanted to
enjoy those sensations enjoy the swirling happiness.

‘What have you found out so far?’

I wanted to listen to the voice. I wanted to
answer that voice.

‘That you lock people in cages and hunt them
down, which isn’t technically illegal because you had us sign
contracts, but I’m sure my boss will want to know anyway. And also
maybe you’re a werewolf. Stacey said you are, and the hairs on your
body and the growling and the howling, does seem to support that
claim. But I don’t know for sure yet. If you are, and I can prove
it, I will no doubt get a big promotion. Although I hope they
promote me within my department, I would rather keep on working
with financial fraud than suddenly hunt down werewolves or
something dangerous like that.’

‘So you’re a cop but you don’t like
danger?’

‘I wouldn’t want my parents to grief the loss
of another daughter. They already have lost my little sister. I
don’t want to put them through that pain. Also one day I hope to
get children of my own, not yet, I’m definitely not ready to have a
kid now, but maybe one day, and I wouldn’t want to put them in
danger, because of criminal retaliations or something.’

He was laughing now. He tried to sit up on
the desk but then the collars fell onto the ground, so he squatted
down next to the desk and to pick up the collars. He was supple,
limber, strong. He kept on asking questions, and I kept on
answering them. He wanted to know everything, who my boss was, what
they’d expect of me, what we’d agreed on. Who my colleagues were.
My mind was drifting off into an ocean of nothingness, but his
voice, his question were a tether, something to hold on to,
something that gave my thoughts direction and aim.

I didn’t care I just marveled in this floaty
feeling. I told him everything he wanted to know, I probably told
him more than he wanted to know, because my mouth kept on moving,
my mouth kept on chattering. It seemed impossible to have a thought
in silence, to keep a thought inside of my head. There were no
thoughts in the first place, there was just this swirling nebula,
and whatever thoughts made it into my consciousness because of his
questions were said out loud before I even realized what I was
talking.

Eventually he untied me.

‘Those ties are sloppy.’ I told him. ‘You
should wrap the rope around each individual wrist first before you
tie them together, otherwise I could wriggle to get out.’

‘I’ll remember next time.’ He said. ‘But you
didn’t want to escape anyway, did you?’

‘I did.’ I said. ‘I did want to escape for a
while, and then I would find a computer and send my boss a message
to come give me back up and to get me out of here, but then I
started to feel good and then I just wanted to...’ When I wanted to
explain the swirling euphoria, my thoughts started to focus on that
and suddenly I couldn’t talk anymore, the dazed nebulae were
suddenly so strongly present, so overpowering.

‘Easy there.’ He said. He slapped me in the
face until I opened my eyes. ‘Can you stand up? Can you walk?’

His arms around me, he hoisted me out of my
chair and put me on my feet.

‘I can walk since I was a baby.’ I said. ‘I
learned to walk when I was 8 months old. I was a very gifted baby,
according to my parents.’

Still his arms kept on supporting me. We
walked out of the room and suddenly we were in a bright lit
hallway.

‘Hallway.’ I mumbled. ‘Got to remember how we
got here, got to remember the details. Window. Looking out on a
forest.’

‘Stop now.’ He said. He grabbed me by my
shoulders and pushed me to pick up some speed. ‘You and Stacey are
going to take a shower. Would you like a shower?’

‘Yeah!’ I said. Suddenly a shower seemed like
the most pleasant thing to do, to have those warm droplets seep
over my body, to feel all clean. He guided me down a staircase and
then he opened a door for me, he locked the door behind me. He
opened another door and locked that door behind us too, and then we
were in the room with the cages. There were four cages, one was
mine, one was Stacey’s and the other two were empty.

‘Four Cages.’ I mumbled. ‘That is
Stacey.’

 





Stacey

‘What’s wrong with her? Why is she awake?’ I
asked.

‘She’s not awake. She’s high on truth serum
like you suggested, well according to the Internet it’s not the
substance the military uses as truth serum, but it’s a
psycho-active drug with roughly the same side effects, amongst some
other side effects, like memory loss or feeling euphoric and
amorous. Turns out you were right, she’s indeed working for the
police department.’

‘I am.’ Veronique said. ‘I’m on a secret
undercover mission. Ssh, don’t tell anyone.’ She was swaying and
loosing balance and Master pulled her against his body. His arms
all around her to support her. I was jealous. He seemed so strong,
so powerful and yet so tender and caring. I wanted him to be as
tender and caring towards me. Veronique pushed herself against him
and started to rub her ass against his crotch.

‘I see.’ I said with a sour taste in my
mouth. ‘Makes her really “amorous” indeed.’

‘Don’t be jealous.’ Master said. ‘If you want
I can give you some truth serum too.’

‘Do it.’ I said. ‘I dare you.’

‘Not today.’ He said.

‘So what happens now?’ I asked.

‘Now we’re going to take a shower, and I’m
going to be naked an you’re going to be naked, we both be naked.’
Veronique said. Her head lulling from side to side. ‘Naked, means
without clothes on.’

‘What are you going to do to her?’ I
completely ignored Veronique although it was hard, since she was
yelling and swaying and falling into Masters body on purpose just
to rub her tits up against him.

‘I don’t know.’ He said shrugging. ‘It’s full
moon. I have to survive that first and after that we’ll see. I’ll
think of a plan, it’s just hard to think rationally during full
moon, you know.’

‘I know.’ I said. ‘Although I had no clue
what it would be like for him.’

‘As long as she doesn’t have any contact with
the outside world, she can’t do me any harm, can she?’

‘I guess.’ I said reluctantly.

‘I can karate chop you,’ Veronique said.
‘Although we’re not suppose to call it karate chop, it was boring
anyway, I only took two lessons of Krav Maga and then I quit, but I
could Krav Maga you if I want.’

‘Sure.’ Master said. ‘You can try and use
some of your Krav Maga skills tonight during the hunt okay?’

‘Are we going to hunt tonight? I’m I the
hunter or the prey?’

‘It’s saver to keep her here, secluded from
the outside world than to fire her immediately, right?’ While
supporting Veronique with one hand, he opened my cage with another.
I slid forward and stepped out. When I stood up and stretched my
back my bones made a cracking sound. For a moment I looked down at
my stomach and my legs, I liked the sand and the mud. I liked the
bite marks he had left on me. They made me feel proud.

‘You’re pretty.’ Veronique said. ‘I think I’m
bisexual maybe, my pussy feels good when I look at you, or perhaps
that is because I’m so close to you.’ She turned around and looked
at Master.

‘That’s the amorous side effects of the
drugs, talking’ Master said. I think he said it to reassure me.

‘Amorous,’ I scoffed. ‘Looks more like and
aphrodisiac.’

‘Maybe.’ Master just shrugged. He walked us
both to the shower and then he helped Veronique to step into the
bathtub. I put on the water and washed myself. Veronique was just
standing there dazed. She looked at her own boobs and grabbed them
with both hands, she seemed to examine them.

‘I think I have good boobs.’ She said. ‘You
know everybody seems to want bigger breasts and the people who have
bigger breasts want to have them smaller, but I think I’m quite
happy with the size of my boobs.’

‘Good.’ I said, not really caring or
listening to her, but then she reached over and put her hand around
my boob. She just wrapped her fingers around my flesh and squeezed.
‘You’re boobs are okay too, but I like mine better.’ She said.

I swatted her away and told her to let go.
‘How long will these side effects last?’ I asked master.

‘Forever,’ Veronique said.

‘A few hours.’ Master said. ‘But don’t worry,
they’ll gradually decrease, so it won’t be like this for long.
Although I don’t mind. Say Veronique? Who do you think has a better
butt, you or Stace?’ He asked.

‘Don’t encourage her.’ I said splashing some
water over the curtain towards Master. Veronique had started
groping her own ass already. Delving her fingers in her own curvy
thighs and wiggling it around. Then cupping my bum, squeezing,
patting, looking. It was demeaning.

‘Stacey.’ Veronique said. ‘My ass is fatter
and more wobbly and Stacey’s bum is more tight like a fitness Guru.
I would like to have Stacey’s butt, I mean that’s why I force
myself to the Gym every January.’

‘Let go of me.’ I said. She looked at me
without really understanding what was going on, she was swaying
back and forth. ‘I feel good.’ She said.

‘You better sit down.’ I said. I held her by
her shoulders to keep her from hurting herself. ‘Sit down.’ I
ordered.

Slowly she sank to the bottom of the bathtub.
She pulled her knees to her chest and embraced herself. She was
slowly rocking back and forth, her eyes were creepily rolling
upwards in her head.

‘She’s having a seizure.’ I said.

‘No she isn’t.’ Master said. ‘When she isn’t
distracted, the medicine takes over and she becomes like this. We
just have to keep her distracted. Hey Veronique, who’s pussy taste
better, yours or Stacey’s?’

Veronique opened her eyes again. Almost
robotic she opened her legs and put her own finger inside her cunt.
She moved it back and forth a few times and then she put it in her
mouth.

‘I taste like... like... I don’t know how to
call it. I taste like me.’

She now reached out and try to touch my
pussy. I could easily avoid her hand. I kicked her foot and told
her to stop. Only a few other times I had gotten sexually intimate
with another girl while we were showering, but that was when me and
the other girl had become friends, when we both liked master, when
master had ignored us for a few days or something. Then we would
put on some lesbian show during shower time, to get him aroused, to
make sure there was a hunt later that night. Master had never
initiated anything like that, he had never before asked us to be
sexually intimate.

Veronique’s finger was still poking in my
thigh, trying to enter my pussy. Luckily she was still dazed and
sitting down on the bottom of the tub, so it wasn’t a big deal to
avoid her. When I got annoyed I put my own finger inside of me and
then put it into her mouth. She suckled on my index finger for a
while, which felt weirdly intimate. Her tongue twirling around my
finger, licking of all my pussy juices, she made some smacking
sounds.

‘She doesn’t taste like anything,’ she said.
‘It just taste like shower water. I don’t know which one I like
most. Mine is more tasteful I guess, but to have a pussy that
tastes completely neutral, that’s also... well... good, isn’t
it?’

‘Maybe you should put your mouth to her
pussy, to get an even better taste.’

‘Master,’ I said in a whiny voice.

‘Don’t be cross with me Stace.’ Master said.
Veronique clung to my leg. She sat down on my foot and pressed her
face in between my legs. Her nose bumping into my clit, her tongue
quickly moving back and forth.

‘She’s definitely not a bisexual.’ I said to
master. ‘She has no idea what she’s doing.’

‘Then teach her.’ Master said. He sat down on
the edge of the bathtub and peeked behind the shower curtain. Stray
droplets hit his arm and shoulder and made dark wet spots on his
shirt.

I let out a sigh. I grabbed a bunch of hair
and pulled Veronique’s head upward. I lifted one leg to make room
for her and the I pressed my pussy into her face.

‘Slowly.’ I said. ‘Make slow circles around
the clit.’

‘But then I can’t taste you. I’m supposed to
taste you.’

‘You’re supposed to listen and obey.’ Master
said.

‘That’s right.’ Veronique said, ‘Because of
the contract I signed, right? At first I didn’t want to sign it
because of how ubiquitous it was phrased, but now I understand why
it was phrased like that. It’s because it applies to these sort of
situations too.’

I let go of my head and put my foot down. ‘It
won’t work.’ I said. ‘She’s too drugged and distracted.’

‘I will make it work.’ Master said.
‘Veronique go sit on your knees, and listen to Stacey, do what
Stacey tells you to do.’ He leaned into the tub. The entire arm of
his shirt was soaked now. He pushed Stacey’s face into my crotch
and she started licking again. I coached her until I started to
enjoy it, and then I stopped worrying. I just enjoyed the
sensations, not only the tongue that was drawing circles around my
clit, but also the fact that Master and me were now together
dominating a drugged girl. As if he was accepting me into his life,
not just as a prey, but as an equal. Maybe one day I would be
invited to hunt with him, maybe one day we could hunt and then fuck
other girls together, and then he would fuck me too. Not because he
had hunted me down, but simply because I was there and he liked me,
because he loved me. Maybe one day he would love me, he would marry
me and we’d be together forever and ever.

Veronique’s tongue was still moving around,
keeping a steady rhythm. I told her to put a finger inside of me
and to start finger banging me in the same rhythm, she obeyed. I
could get used to this, maybe we should consider injecting the new
girls with a dose of truth serum on a daily basis.

Master was stroking his own crotch with the palm of his hand, I
could see the bulge hiding behind his zipper.

I closed my eyes, there was the soft rustling
of the shower, there was loud breathing of master, there was the
tongue, the finger. My hips started moving along, almost as if I
was fucking her, fucking her face. I was thrusting forward, putting
my pussy even deeper in her mouth and deeper. My fingers tangled in
her hair, making sure her head remained right there where I wanted
her to be.

I was nearing my orgasm. It was building up,
her tongue swirling, bumping my hips in her face, her finger
fucking me, and then I went over the edge. A moment of
mindlessness, of just orgasmic highs, as if I was floating through
space. My body convulsing heavily. I grabbed around for something
to hold onto and found masters shoulder. Squeezing tightly. Holding
on. My nails delving into his flesh, trying to keep on standing up.
A loud moan, and another one. Another spasm and then my orgasm
drifted away and I came too.

Master was still sitting on the rim of the
bathtub with a ridiculous grin on his face. The spattering water
had made traces into his make-up. His striae were visible, he was
cute, even the striae on his face was cute, there was no need to
hide that.

‘Why don’t you join us?’ I said already
knowing the answer. He was too ashamed of his body, of his striae,
he didn’t want anybody to see his face, and he also didn’t want us
to see the scarring on his tail bone, from where the tail had been
surgically removed, at least I assumed he had his tail removed.
Most werewolves did that as soon as they could, and during all the
full moons that Master hunted me I’d never seen him wag a tail
around.

He shook his head.

‘The water is nice and warm, and Veronique is
very generous, I’ll bet she’ll suck on you too if you ask her.’

‘No.’ Master said decisive. ‘I think
Veronique has been really nice to you, so now it’s your turn to be
nice to Veronique.’

‘But Master...’ I said stomping my foot.

‘What?’ He said with an innocent smirk on his
face.

‘She’s drugged.’ I said. ‘She won’t remember
it anyway.’

‘That doesn’t mean, she doesn’t like to feel
good. You like to feel good, don’t you.’ He said turning to
Veronique and cupping her face. ‘You like it when someone goes down
on you, don’t you?’

‘Yeah!’ Veronique said with a dreamlike gaze
on her face. Then her eyes rolled up in her skull and she started
convulsing again.

‘She’s orgasming already.’ I said. ‘Look at
her.’

‘That’s the drugs,’ Master said. ‘They’ll
make your job a lot easier, you’ll be done in no time.’

Veronique fell backwards, her head thumped
against the floor of the tub. She was writhing around. It took me a
moment to latch onto her pussy and to find her clit but when I did,
oh boy! Her reactions were over the top. She was moaning loudly,
yelling how good she felt, there was no filter what so ever and
everything I did to her seemed to bewitch her. I licked up and down
her pussy a few times.

‘I’m coming. I’m going to cum.’ She
screamed.

Master was right, just a few more licks and
she was indeed orgasming. Heavily. She seemed possessed or crazy.
It was a bit scary to see her rocking and squirming and screaming
like that, but it also made me jealous. If those drugs made her
enjoy sex so much I wanted to use those drugs too, I wanted to
experience that level of pleasure too. Preferably when Master
fucked me of course.

 





Joseph

I had taken the day off. After the girls had gotten a
shower and some breakfast I put them back in their cages. Just a
few more hours. Tonight it would be full moon. I could feel my
entire body itching, my body hair had gotten denser and denser. My
senses were heightened and the beast was lingering just beneath the
surface.

I had to prepare myself. It would get dark
around nine tonight and the moon wouldn’t rise until eleven, but
that didn’t matter, the transformation had already started. I
removed my make up from my face and rubbed coconut oil into my
cheeks, my skin was soft and flabby. I didn’t like myself, I didn’t
like my face. In those support groups they were always bugging me
about self-acceptance and self-love, but who could love someone
like me? One of the counselors there suggested I had become a
billionaire because I didn’t accept and love myself, so I was
forever chasing validation and success, to fuel my self worth. I
had laughed in his face. I didn’t believe in that sort of pseudo
psychology. After that I didn’t return to that support group, now
in hindsight that was lucky. Only a few months later Mayor Gunter
was elected and started her efforts to cleanse this city of
werewolves, the support groups were an easy place to start rounding
us up. I wasn’t sure what she did with them, but no one that was
caught and captured ever returned. Some said they were killed,
others say they were put in cages and used as lab rats while Mayer
Gunter tried to discover a cure for our condition. I don’t
know.

I took a swing at the mirror. My beastly
strength had already kicked in and I accidentally destroyed the
entire mirror. Good, I didn’t like looking at myself anyway. I
rubbed some more coconut oil on my face, my fangs were already
growing too, it was hard closing my mouth and my jaw was
hurting.

I wouldn’t mind if Mayor Gunter found a cure,
but until then I’d rather not fall into her clutches. My clothes
were itching and constraining, so I took them off. The beast in me
relaxed and grew a even more stronger now he wasn’t trapped in
jeans and a button down shirt anymore. I put a collar on my own
neck and put it to the highest level of electricity. Usually the
beast was scared away by the pain and wouldn’t cross the threshold
into the outside world.

Only once had the beast ignored the
electrical shocks, only once had I’d run into the public forest and
thrown myself onto a girl that was taking a walk there. Luckily I
didn’t bite her, I only fucked her, I had to pay her some shush
money and everything turned out fine. Why on earth would someone
take a walk in the forest during full moon? They all know they
shouldn’t, there are loads of public announcements warning
everybody to stay inside during a full moon. Sometimes I wondered
whether maybe she wanted to be bitten and that was why she’s out
there. I don’t know. Anyway, hopefully tonight something like that
wouldn’t happen.

I walked downstairs to the kitchen, my nails
had started to grow already too. It was draining, it always cost so
much energy to transform. I ate three steaks, I was too lazy to
cook so I devoured them raw. I needed to be filled. I needed to be
satisfied or else I didn’t trust myself.

The entire day I kept eating, I kept
meticulous notice of the things that were already changing about my
body. The hairs growing, the ears getting pointier, my fangs still
increasing in size. I let out a sigh.

Sometimes I wished I could just stay in bed.
Sometimes these transformations had me so tired I just didn’t want
to do anything but laying in bed all day. I couldn’t. I couldn’t
allow myself that luxury, because eventually the beast would take
over, and the beast would definitely not stay in bed. So I had to
prepare myself. I had to brace myself all day.

Eventually I went down to the cages. I felt
the beast closing in, I figured I didn’t have much time to release
the girls into the forest anymore because within an hour or so my
finer motor skills would be completely gone.

I threw a towel soaked in chloroform in each
of their cages. Veronique just shuddered backwards, but Stacey knew
what to do. She picked up the cloth and put it against her own
face. Looking me in the eye as she inhaled the fumes. Never before
had she stared at me like that. It wasn’t with disgust or fear, she
wasn’t staring at my striae or my fangs or my manes. She seemed to
be looking at me with devotion and admiration. For a moment I felt
like a teenager again, hoping a girl would finally fall in love
with me. Girls never fell in love with me. Before I could examine
her face any closer and figure out what her stare meant she had
already slumped onto the floor, the cloth slipping away from her
face.

Veronique was still sitting in her cage,
kicking her feet against the cloth, trying to get it as far away
from her face as possible. It didn’t matter, sooner or later the
fumes would get to her brain anyway.

I prepped Stacey, put a collar around her
neck and brought her into the forest, then I went back in to get
Veronique. I found her with the cloth in her hand, she had tried to
get the cloth out of the cage but it got stuck and now it dangled
in between the bars. Her head was rolling on her shoulders, but she
wasn’t completely knocked out yet, still she was pretty dazed
anyway. I pulled on the cloth and then pressed it into her face.
There was some mild mumbling and a slight stir and then she fell
completely limp, her eyes rolling away.

I also prepared her for the hunt and then
released her into the forest, then I sat down on the deck in a
plastic garden chair next to the empty pool. The sky was turning
orange and pink and purple as the sun was setting.

No sedation darts today, my reduced fine
motor skills wouldn’t allow me to yield a gun, but also it needed
to be a game of catch and release, catch and release. I needed to
keep the beast entertained so it wouldn’t run amok.

I was ready. I was ready for the beast. I was
ready to become the beast.

 





Veronique

My head was throbbing. It wasn’t painful, just
pressure. I felt my blood coarse through my veins. I felt my
heartbeat in my skull. Then I noticed something was itching my
calve, when I tried to scratch myself I realized it was a blade of
grass. I sunk back into slumber, thinking about grass, thinking
about nature and have a picnic with my future children and then
suddenly it hit me. I was laying on grass. I wasn’t in my cage
anymore. I opened my eyes, the sky was marbled with beautiful
colors, a soft breeze was hissing in the trees above me.

An itch on my knee. It was a lady bug, a lady
bug was crawling up my knee. I watched it move around.

My thoughts slowly falling back into place. I
was in his forest, so I was probably in for another hunt. However I
was also free, I wasn’t locked in a cage anymore. This was my
opportunity to call my boss and have them retract me from this
mission or my opportunity to snoop around. Maybe I could find his
office, maybe I could find his administration and do some actual
work.

I chuckled to myself. Forget about his
administration, just get out of here. I told myself. Shaking my
head, maybe those drugs made me somehow stupid. Escape. Escape
should be my first priority, my promotion was secondary.

My fingers went over the collar I was
wearing. Was that just a weird fetish thing or was it maybe
carrying a GPS tracker or something? I fidgeted with the clasp and
tried to get the collar of. Suddenly a white hot pain went through
my neck, all the muscles in my body tensed up and I bit my tongue,
everything hurt. A moment later the tension was released, my body
fell onto the ground paralyzed and I noticed I was peeing myself. I
tasted blood in my mouth and I tried to spit it out.

I cursed. ‘Okay, we’ll leave the collar on
for now,’ I told myself. I didn’t really know when I had started
talking to myself, and I also didn’t know whether I had said it out
loud or not. I was going crazy, maybe. Who wouldn’t go crazy in a
situation like this?

I looked up at the sky. Orange and red
swirls. ‘The sun is setting in the west.’ I said. But without any
clue on were I was, knowing which direction was west, was
completely useless. I would just walk. I would just walk in a
straight line and eventually I would find a road or a car or a
cabin or another land mark wouldn’t I?

I was walking for quite some time, the sky
was turning purple, then deep blue and in the east it was getting
dark already.

A scream. I don’t even know if it was a
scream, an excruciating sound, it was both threatening and
heartbreaking at the same time. An animal in pain, a werewolf in
pain maybe. Was that Joseph? Did something happen to Joseph? Maybe
he had hurt himself. I wondered if I should go back to check up on
him.

‘Off course not you twat,’ I said to myself.
Then I chuckled, that inner voice that was talking to me, had
suddenly gotten a British accent. Talking to myself, laughing in
such a dire situation, considering turning back to help the man
that kept me captive, I was indeed going mad. I just needed to
walk, or run, I just needed to get out of here. I picked up some
pace and started moving again.

Then without warning another one of those
white pulses in the back of my neck. I shrieked in pain and again
my body was immobilized for a few seconds. When the pain faded I
tried to dust myself of and tried to continue on my way. Another
shock, and after that another.

A bit dazed after being zapped three times in
a row I sat on the forest floor. ‘Okay.’ I said to myself. ‘Okay,
okay, okay. Veronique get your head together, what is going
on?’

Something was triggering my collar? Maybe
Joseph had some remote control to do so when we got too far away
from his mansion? That made sense? It must be some sort of measure
to make sure we couldn’t actually escape.

‘Bugger.’ I said defeated, again followed by
a chuckle. Why on earth was I cursing in British? When I was a kid
I had a phase of cursing in British, somehow some remnants of that
phase were now resurfacing apparently. I shook my head. My own
dialect wasn’t something I need to worry about, I needed to find a
way out. ‘Come on Veronique. Concentrate. What do we do now?’

’A way out? Or a way in? Yes, yes, yes!’ I
screamed way too enthused. I could also find a way in, a way back
into his mansion. He would never expect that would he? I could just
walk inside and pick up the first phone I found and call 911.

I set on my way, not really sure how to find
his mansion, it was probably the other way though, away from this
place where I would get shocked. I started jogging criss-cross
through the foliage, hoping to see a shimmer of light, a chimney
exuding some smoke, something, anything that would point me into
the right direction.

 





Stacey

I was laying on the ground, immobilized, because of
that stupid Veronique. Helpless I watched as she ran away in the
other direction. I didn’t trust her, so when her path had crossed
mine, I had decided to follow her, just to keep an eye on her, to
see what she was up to. I saw her making a run for the edge of the
estate. Three times she tried to cross the threshold. She was a
slow learner apparently. After three times she gave up and returned
back into the forest.

I had been cautious not to come to close to
the edges, but when she turned around and I wanted to follow her I
must have made a mistake and accidentally triggered the collar. I
had peed myself. My trousers were wet and stinky. Master would
sniff me out immediately and if Veronique had peed herself too, it
would be even easier for him to follow our trail back here.

I took off my pants and hung them to dry up
in a three, if I managed to get away from here the pants could
maybe work as a distraction. I heard the shrubs rustling, twigs
breaking, a growl and there Master was.

He wasn’t a wolf, he wasn’t anything near a
wolf, but he wasn’t completely human anymore either. His hairs
tangled and wild. He was naked, covered in hairs, yet his biceps
and pectoral muscles and six pack were still visible, he was bent
over, running on hands and feet, his face deformed, his face had
this snout with fangs, his nostrils enlarged and quivering, his
eyes dark and mesmerizing, so primal, so powerful.

He growled and jumped on top of me. Even if I
wanted to struggle I couldn’t, he was just 200 pounds of muscle and
beastly instincts. There was no foreplay, no tenderness, just this
overwhelming brute force, that pinned me down on the forest floor.
With his fangs he ripped the rest of my clothes of my body. His
cock pressing into my thigh, rubbing my thigh frantically. He was
panting in my face, his warm huffs of air blew into my cheek, my
skin started to feel wet and itchy.

Veronique was getting away. That thought went
through my head, but then I shook my head. I didn’t want to think
about Veronique. Not here. Not now. I wanted to enjoy him, all of
him. I wanted to enjoy this moment.

I wrapped my arms around him, my hands
running over his lower back, hairs tickling in between my fingers.
I cupped his bum and pulled his hips close to mine. He let out a
howl. It was way too loud, he howled way too close to my ear.
Somewhere in the distance his howl was answered by another
werewolf.

His cock slipping passed my pussy, the shaft
sliding up and down in between my slimy lips. Once in a while I
felt the edge of his dick head rub over my clit. I tilted my hips,
I squirmed and wriggled until I was able to feel his dick head near
the entrance of my vagina.

For a moment he seemed confused or
distracted. My fingers delving into his bum.

‘Come.’ I said panting. ‘Come on then.’

He closed his eyes for a little while and
then he trusted his cock inside of me. First the tip, but soon my
entire pussy was filled with his shaft, with him. When he started
moving I felt his balls bumping against my loins every time. It was
overwhelmingly hot. I closed my eyes and just let the sensations
was over me, his delightful cock pleasuring me on the inside. His
strength, his primal power, his growls, his body, everything all
around me.

He was so strong and so vulnerable at the
same time, and I was there. I was here. I put my hand around the
back of his head, my fingers wrapped in his manes cupping the nape
of his neck and I looked at him. Never before had I taken so much
initiative, never before had I shown him how much I liked this, how
much I wanted him. But this time I did. I realized what I felt for
him when Veronique came to threaten it all and everything else was
intuitive. His eyes locked into mine. He wasn’t all there, he was
battling this inner monster and I helped him battle it.

I pulled his face close to mine and kissed
him on his snout at first, on his nose, on his stretch marks. He
kept on fucking me. Rough and wild. His rhythm increasing he was
about to cum. I felt his muscles tense up, his breath stopping for
a moment.

Then I felt him blow his cum into my pussy,
that sensation and knowing what that sensation meant pushed me over
the edge. I was quivering and squirming on the forest floor,
moaning loudly, my hips convulsing.

My body overflowing with pleasure. It was a
drug and I was hallucinating. I was just floating through space.
colorful nebulae, bright stars, swirly solar systems, fountains,
colors and then I was back in the real world again. Master was
laying on top of me. With a puzzling look on his face he stared at
me. I scratched him behind his ears and his eyes closed in
satisfaction.

‘It’s okay.’ I said. ‘Don’t worry. It’s
okay.’

Deep in his throat a grumble.

‘Now lets go catch Veronique, okay?’

 





Joseph

It’s was hard to think, the beast was strong, so
strong. It was in charge now, the beast had completely taken over
and the little bit of self consciousness that remained took a back
seat. As if I was a bystander just observing the things my body
did, it was as if I was watching a movie.

Except I had watched this movie numerous
times, the beast hunted down girls and fucked them, and hunted them
down and fucked them and hunted them down, again, again and again.
Until the first light at dawn chased the beast away and left me
exhausted.

This movie was different though, because
Stacey was different. I wanted to know what was going on, but the
beast wasn’t interested in reflection or self-analysis. It was
running and growling. I was scratching bark of a three. When I
heard some other werewolf cry out I answered and started howling.
Their cries came from far away, it had gotten quiet in this
district. I missed Lucas and Nigel. It was as if I could hear their
absence, and then Stacey, what was going on with Stacey?

There were smells all over, traces all over.
All the running gave me a happy glow, the beast was happy.

 





Veronique

I reached a mansion. I don’t know whether it was his
or his neighbors’ house. It was a white modern villa, with lots and
lots of glass. I approached the house. Half and half I expected to
get shocked again, but nothing happened. I managed to reach the
deck and I walked around the empty pool looking for a door. My
heart was beating rapidly and my fingertips were shaking.

The first door I tried was open and then I
was inside the house. A dark hallway. I started walking and opened
some doors along the way. A broom cupboard, a kitchen, a pantry, a
living room, an office.

‘Yes!’ I said. I recognized the office from
my first day, so this was his mansion after all! I looked in his
desk trying to find my phone, but I only found paperwork and a
bunch of syringes and medicine. I searched his entire office, but I
didn’t find my phone. I turned on the computer but it was an old
computer, it made a lot of noise and it took ages before it would
reboot.

Eventually I realized he had a land line on
his desk. ‘You twat,’ I said to myself. That phone had been staring
me right in the face all this time. I was just too focused on
finding my smart phone that I completely forgot landlines existed.
I had totally overlooked the phone.

I picked up the phone and put it against my
ear, then I looked at the dial. I didn’t know the phone number of
my boss, it was just programmed into my own phone. I kicked my foot
against the desk in frustration. I stumped my toe and cursed.
Neither did I know any other phone number from memory. 911. Yeah,
911 was the only one.

I put those numbers in the dial en a moment
later I got to speak to an operator. I quickly explained the
situation, there’s a werewolf hunting us, we need help, I work for
the police, send the police too.

The operator told me to keep calm, she told
me she would dispatch someone and that I needed to stay on the
phone until they arrived. She talked to me in a patronizing way. I
felt belittled and not really taken seriously, but help would
arrive soon, so maybe I shouldn’t complain about the tone of voice
of the operator.

A bang. The door swung open and bonked
against the wall. I was startled. The phone slipped from my hand
and dropped onto the table. The operator was calling out for me.
‘Are you still there miss?’ she asked. ‘Talk to me, what’s going
on?’

Stacey was standing in the doorway. She
walked into the office, threateningly. She was fuming and naked and
covered in mud, some trickle of sperm seemed to be seeping past her
leg. Yet she walked into the office. She pulled the land line out
of the wall. Then she came towards me, she put a hand on my throat
an pushed me against the wall. Her fingers pressing into my neck, I
was slightly smothered and my breathing made a hoarse sound.

‘What did you do?’ She asked. ‘Who did you
call? What did you tell them?’

‘Let... me... go...’ I managed to utter in
little burst of air, trying to remember my police training and my
single Krav Maga lesson, there must be some fight training
somewhere in my head that would help me escape this situation. I
kicked her and the moment she was bent over in pain I smacked her
on her head. Her grip on my neck faded and I managed to escape. I
made a run for the door. She tackled me and I fell forward. She
pulled on my legs until she was sitting on top of me. Her knees
pressing into my upper arms, her hand cupping my face, her fingers
pressing into my cheeks.

‘You’re hurting me.’ I said.

‘Good.’ She grumbled. ‘Tell me what did you
do?’

I tried to free myself, but she had me quite
effectively pinned down. She slapped me in my face, a pain
traveling through my cheek.

‘Tell me.’ She said.

‘Get off of me.’ I said.

‘Tell me.’ She screamed. There seemed to be a
panic in he voice and fear.

‘It’s okay.’ I told her.

‘It’s not okay. You bitch. You traitor.
You’ve ruined everything.’ She was now fidgeting with my collar and
a moment later I felt the pulse of electricity pass through my
body. My muscles white hot and paralyzed. Stacey got off of me and
grabbed something out of the drawer, a syringe, a drug.

‘Don’t you dare.’ I said. The effects of the
shock were fading, but I still felt kind of dazed. ‘Don’t you
dare.’ I said again, trying to get up, crawling towards the door,
everything was hurting. I pulled myself up at the doorknob and just
when I was about to open the the door, she yanked the syringe into
my leg. A cold dollop of numbness spreading through my thigh,
spreading through my body. The world was spinning around me and I
fell onto the ground. I was getting dizzy and drowsy. In the
distance I could hear sirens and I prayed they were heading this
way. Then darkness overpowered me.

 





Stacey

She was laying on the floor, limply she collapsed in
upon herself, and now she was laying there like a rag doll. Her
mouth slightly open, her eyes rolling up into the back of her head
and then staring forward, glassy eyes that didn’t see a thing, a
moment later her eyes were rolling up again.

‘What did you do?’ I asked, but she didn’t
answer and I didn’t really expect her to answer anyway. Still I had
no idea what I was up against. Did she maybe only call her boss to
give him an update or would the lot be crawling with army and
police and werewolf hunters in a few minutes?

I’d better be prepared for the worst. Outside
Master was still roaming around and he needed someone to hunt, he
couldn’t really hunt Veronique anymore. Yet I dragged her limp and
sleeping body outside. I dragged her into the forest and left her
there for master to find, then I climbed into a tree and waited.
Within a few minutes Master had found her. I watched him fuck her
limp body and it kind of turned me on. For one he was hot and sexy
as hell, but the thing that actually turned me on most was the fact
that I had hunted this girl for him, that I had put her here as a
present for him.

What if we just stayed here, if the three of
us just stayed in the forest, no matter who would come to the front
door, wouldn’t we be save? Probably not. I had to get back inside,
I had to get dressed. I jumped out of the tree, the leaves rustled
and I got Masters attention. His ears moved towards me, then he
looked up and started running towards me.

‘No.’ I said strictly. ‘Fuck her, Fuck
Veronique first now. I need to do something, but when I come back
you can hunt me again, promised.’

He looked confused but listened. He crawled
on top of Veronique and moved his hips around rapidly. I ran back
into the house and tried to find a wardrobe, I opened up several
rooms, but found nothing for me to wear, so when I found his
bedroom I just took out one of his suits and hoisted myself in the
pants and a white shirt. I put a scarf around my neck to hide my
own collar.

Sirens were getting louder and louder and I
feared they were heading here, I feared the were the result of
Veronique’s phone call. I had no idea what to do, what I could do,
except maybe lie, go for the total denial of everything. What if
they wanted to take a look around? What if they found Master as a
werewolf roaming around the estate? They would take him away from
me, I couldn’t let it happen.

In an impulse I grabbed one of the shotguns.
It had only two sedations darts left. I’d never shot one before,
but I assumed that it would just be pointing and pulling the
trigger. I ran outside and tore my pants on a bush. I cursed. I
hurried to the place were Master was supposed to be fucking
Veronique. Veronique was there but Master was gone. Now I heard a
chopper approaching. Why? Wasn’t that a bit overkill? I was so
nervous I couldn’t think straight anymore. I liked adrenaline. I
liked survival. But only when it was between master and me, when it
was something primal like running around in the forest.

This survival instinct was way too complex.
My fingers were trembling as I planted my finger on the
trigger.

‘Master!’ I yelled. ‘Come over here!’

My heart was beating like crazy and I felt
horrible. I know whatever I did was to ensure Masters freedom, but
yet I felt like a traitor. I heard him approaching, I pointed the
shotgun in his direction. When he jumped out of the shrubs I pulled
the trigger twice. I was a better shot than I thought, because both
darts hit master, one in his shoulder and one in his chest. He let
out a heartbreakingly sad cry before he started to sway and drop to
the ground. I had to hide both of their body’s. Yet the chopper was
now circling the estate and the sirens were right in front of the
mansion.

I pulled them both towards the cave, or you
know the little cavity beneath that large rock. I put them there
and then I went back to the mansion. I saw the red and blue lights
flickering against the white walls of the mansion. I looked for the
main hallway and opened the front door.

About four or five police cars were standing
there. A team of swat members all dressed in black, with their guns
cocked and ready to go. They were standing right next to the door,
as if they were about to knock the door open. I put my hands in the
air.

‘What’s going on here?’ I asked.

Someone grabbed me and pulled me away from
the mansion. ‘We got one,’ they said into their comms. ‘We got one
of the hostages.’

‘I’m not a hostage.’ I said.

They brought me to and ambulance and a EMT
was talking to me to calm me down, telling me everything was going
to be okay and I didn’t need to worry anymore.

‘What is going on?’ I asked. ‘I’m okay
already.’

‘I’m still going to give you a quick
check-up.’ The EMT said, to make sure you haven’t been bitten.

‘No thanks.’ I jumped of the stretcher and
walked into the chaos of policemen and swat team. The EMT followed
me and tried to grab me. I screamed that he had to let go of me and
a few people in our vicinity looked around. Then some higher ranked
police officer came to interfere and he told the EMT to let go of
me.

‘What’s going on?’ I asked. ‘What is all
this? It’s in the middle of the night?’

‘We received a phone call.’ He said. ‘That
Joseph Bernstein the millionaire who lives here is a werewolf and
that he’s hunting down a woman named Veronique Burrows, do you know
anything about that.’

‘Joseph is my boss.’ I said. ‘But he isn’t a
werewolf.’

‘Where is Joseph now?’ He asked. My palms
were sweating and my face was burning red. I didn’t know what to
say. ‘I don’t know.’ I mumbled.

‘You don’t know?’ He asked, taking me up and
down as if he didn’t believe me. He was quite handsome but also old
and paternal.

‘I mean.’ I said, still searching my mind for
a valid excuse. ‘He’s on a business trip.’ I blurted out, quite
pleased with myself. ‘Yeah, he’s on a business trip, so I don’t
know where he is, he could be in the hotel, he could be with a
customer, he could be out for some drinks’ I nodded my head. ‘I
don’t know what he’s doing right now.’

‘I understand that you don’t know what he’s
doing, but where is he?’

‘Canada.’ I said. ‘He’s in Winnipeg.’ It was
the first Canadian city that came to mind. I didn’t know anything
about Winnipeg except that maybe it had to do something with Winnie
the Pooh.

‘Why would the CEO of a bacon company go to
Winnipeg?’

‘I don’t know.’ I said again.

He looked at me suspiciously, then
nodded.

‘Ready to enter.’ A squeaky voice came from
his communication device. He brought his comm up to his face. ‘All
units stand by.’ He said. ‘Wait for my command.’

‘And miss Burrows?’ He asked. ‘Is she with
him to Winnipeg?’

‘No, she took the day off.’ I said. ‘With...’
I had to push myself to say Joseph instead of Master. ‘With Joseph
gone there’s no need for the both of us being here. I think maybe
she went out with some friends.’

‘About forty five minutes ago we received a
phone call from miss Burrows that came from a land line within this
house, telling us she was in danger, telling us she was hunted by a
werewolf, and then suddenly we lost all connection with her, do you
know anything about that?’

‘I haven’t seen Veronique all night.’ I said
trying to put on my most innocent face. ‘I was just watching
television.’

‘Do you think Mister Bernstein could be a
werewolf.’

I shook my head fervently. ‘No not at all.’ I
said. ‘I’ve been his personal assistant for four times now, I
surely would have noticed would I?’

‘Four times?’ The officer asked me.

‘Four years.’ I hasted myself to say.

He squinted and then brought his comm to his
mouth. ‘Enter the house.’ He said and the swat units started
moving.

‘Nooo!’ I screamed. ‘Why? Why? There’s
nothing there.’

‘Calm down now Miss.’ The officer told
me.

‘You can’t enter his house.’ I said. ‘Don’t
you need a warrant for that?’

‘Not if we have reason to believe there’s
someone in danger.’

‘But there is nobody there.’ I said. ‘There’s
nobody home.’

‘It’s procedure, just a routine check-up.’
The officer said.

‘Routine?’ I said skeptical. ‘Routine my
ass.’

There was nothing I could do, swat units were
entering his mansion and the officer was keeping an eye on me. I
couldn’t go anywhere, I couldn’t go inside. The only thing I could
do was wait and pray. I tried to listen to the things being said
over the walkie-talkie, but it was hard to understand.

‘The house is all clear,’ eventually someone
said over the comm, ‘there’s no one here, but we did find an empty
syringe in his office, a land line that is ripped from the wall,
and a stash of pharmaceuticals in his desk.’

‘Take it to the lab.’ The commanding officer
said.

My mind was racing, I needed master to wake
up, I needed the full moon to be over so he could help me manage
this situation. I couldn’t do anything. After what felt like
forever they were retracting.

‘So what happens now?’ I asked.

The officer shrugged. ‘Looks like you can go
back in the house. When either miss Burrows or mister Bernstein
contacts you, you contact us, understood.’

I nodded.

People were getting in their cars and driving
off, they were still worrying about Veronique and wondering where
she could be, apparently some other teams were dispatched to her
house and reported she wasn’t there. The officer asked me again
where Veronique was. I don’t know. I said, she took the day
off.

‘The chopper has picked up a heat signature,’
Someone yelled. ‘It’s weak, it could be a large animal like a deer
or an elk, but it could also be a human that’s been bitten and
drained. Everyone turned back, the cars turned around, people got
out of their cars again, and once more a swat team barged into the
house.

I sighed. I looked upwards and stared at the
moon, it was somewhat clouded, gray trails of cloud were lingering
in front of the moon. I felt guilty about sedating master, now when
they got to him, he had no opportunity to defend himself. I was on
the brink of crying, yet I remained strong, straight faced. I
didn’t want the police officer to see something was bothering
me.

They searched the forest and his mansion once
more, but didn’t find anything. The sky was already turning from
black to dark blue when they finally left me alone. I shut the door
and waited till they were all gone, then I sank to the ground and
started crying. It was just too much, too overwhelming, and I also
realized it had gotten incredibly close. Had they found the
basement with the cages, or had they found Master and Veronique
hidden in that cave under the rock then everything would’ve been
lost. I don’t know why they didn’t find the basement, or why they
didn’t find Veronique and Master.

I just sat there in the hallway. My knees
pulled towards my body, my arms wrapped around myself. I was
sobbing, sobbing uncontrollably. I left a big wet spot of tears and
snot in my pants.

 





Veronique

I was stuck. I was locked in somewhere much smaller
than my cage. My limbs were entangled with limbs that weren’t mine.
There was mud all around me, rock on top of me. It smelled like
mold.

For a moment I closed my eyes, convincing
myself to go back to sleep, convincing myself to give into the
groggy nebulae, but I was inevitably waking up. I opened my eyes
again and tried to look around. I tried to figure out who was
laying here with me, when I pushed on the shoulder to look him in
the face, I was appalled. I couldn’t help screaming. It was Joseph,
but he was severely deformed, he was disgusting. I’d never seen a
werewolf up close. I always imagined a werewolf would look like an
actual wolf, like a slightly bigger version of those fluffy gray
Siberian huskies or something. But this was just gross. It made me
gag and shiver in fear at the same time.

He was still recognizable. He had his human
eyes, they were opened and looked forward blankly, was he death?
The lower part of his face was completely deformed, his jaw
protruded forward, his fangs were sticking out of his mouth, his
nostrils were elongated and quivered with every breath.

I needed to get out of here, as soon as
possible. It was difficult getting out from under that rock. He was
in the way and I didn’t dare to touch him. So I used my hands to
dig another exit. I moved old leaves and mud until I could crawl
out into the open air.

A deep breath. I examined my body. I wasn’t
bitten my skin was still in tact. I started walking, I didn’t know
where to. Just away from him, away from here at first. I remembered
calling the cops, but nothing had happened apparently. It was
getting dawn, the morning star was flickering through the branches
of a three, in a sky that was turning blue. A robin was singing
peacefully.

I walked until I got zapped by my collar. I
fell onto the ground. I needed to get rid of this collar. There
must be a way to remove it. I shouldn’t fidget with the clasp cause
that would trigger another shock, but maybe I could force it open
anyway, while leaving the clasp in tact. Maybe I could break
it.

With my fingers I examined the collar,
leather with metal all the way round and a little box attached next
to the clasp. That box must be where the electricity came from. I
walked around searching the ground until I found a sharp piece of
rock. I tried to use it to cut the leather and metal in two, but it
didn’t work.

I started walking again, there must be a way,
must be a way, must be, must be. I kept saying to myself. Then I
heard a babbling creek and my heart skipped a beat. I could try to
submerge the collar under water, that would surely destroy it,
wouldn’t it?

I started running towards the sound but when
I reached the creek I hesitated. What if I would kill myself? What
if I would electrify myself by submerging the shock collar. I took
a deep breath and contemplated my options.

Shock collars were usually made for dogs
right? and dogs would swim or dive into ponds constantly. I’d never
heard of a dog dying because of a shock collar. Yet, I couldn’t
know for sure, maybe this was made specifically for human, maybe
this one would short circuit and electrify me, or maybe it was made
waterproof and all my doubts and hesitations was for nothing.

I’ve been zapped numerous times and I still
lived. I stepped into the creek and with my eyes closed and my
fingers crossed I submerged my neck in the water. It was cold as
ice. My toes were going numb from the freezing water. My skin
tingling with pins and needles. I kept the shock collar under water
for about minute and then I sat down on the bank. I braced myself
for another shock and started to fidget with the clasp again, no
shock came, I managed to get the collar off. For a moment I stared
at the contraption that had kept me captive, then I tossed it away
and started walking again.

 





Stacey

My heart was beating nervously. I was looking up at
the empty morning sky. I was terrified that they were following me,
that maybe the chopper was still out there. Even though it was
silent all around me. The big rock was shimmering in an early sun
beam. But beneath the rock I only found master, still fast a sleep.
For a moment I got scared, I observed his chest and was relieved to
see he was still breathing, still alive. He had gotten a double
dose of medicine because I had hit him with the two darts, and I
had no idea how long the effects of a single dart lasted, let alone
two darts at the same time. I lied down next to him and nestled my
head upon his shoulder, wrapped his arms around my waist. I pressed
my lips against his deformed cheeks, although it seemed like the
deformities were lessening and he was getting his human features
back. He wasn’t waking up and Veronique was nowhere to be
found.

‘Master.’ I said. I shook his shoulders back
and forth, I didn’t dare to slap him in the face to get him to wake
up, because I didn’t want to hurt his deformed cheeks.

Nothing.

‘Master. You have to wake up. You have to
find Veronique and bring her back or else... else she destroys you.
She will destroys us, this.’ I gestured around the forest, but no
reaction came.

‘Fine.’ I said. ‘I’ll find her myself.

I looked around to find tracks, a footprint,
maybe some fabric that got stuck on a twig. I saw nothing. Master
would probably smell her, but master was still out cold. Eventually
I started walking in a direction of a broken twig, some leaves that
were displaced. I was scared. I wasn’t very good in tracking and
the stakes were massive. If Veronique would manage to get out or if
she managed to contact the cops again... then... I didn’t want to
think about what happened then.

I started running. Criss-cross. I wasn’t
really tracking her anymore. She couldn’t be far, she was still
wearing her collar. Maybe she’d gone back into the house again, to
make another phone call. Yeah, that must be it. I sprinted back to
the mansion, and searched through all the rooms, but I didn’t find
Veronique anywhere. The office was completely empty and the stack
of syringes and medicine was gone, the shotgun with the sedation
darts had been gone, the police must have taken it all with them.
There must be more, somewhere, there probably were more shotguns
and more medicine in the house, but where? At least there was a
bottle of chloroform in the basement with the cages, but I didn’t
know how to get there. We were always asleep when Master brought us
in and outside of those cages, and if the police couldn’t find it
with a whole squad of them, how should I be able to find it?

In blind panic I ran through the house
looking for something, anything I could use. Clearly Veronique
wasn’t here, so I shouldn’t waste too much time here. Eventually I
found a door with a pantry, I had almost closed the door again
thinking it was just a pantry when I noticed the wall in the back
was askew, I pushed against it and discovered it could swing open,
behind it was a staircase. I ran downstairs, there were two doors
that weren’t locked. I was in luck, but so would the police have
been if they’d found the secret door behind the pantry.

In the basement where the cages were I
grabbed the bottle of chloroform and a cloth and stuffed it in the
pocket of my pants and then I went outside again. I ran around and
became out of breath. I had no ideas what tracks to look for until
I reached the creek and I found a collar.

I cursed. I held it up to examine it, it was
dripping wet, it must be Veronique’s collar, that means she was now
able to leave the estate and I wasn’t. How had she gotten the
collar off? My fingers grazed my own collar, but I didn’t dare to
fidget with the clasp. Was it any use chasing her still, or was she
somewhere I couldn’t reach her anymore? I couldn’t give up like
that, could I? I ran towards the edge of the estate, careful not to
trigger any shock, looking in between the tree trunks, squinting
through the foliage for any sign of her. I walked through the
entire forest and eventually I decided to give up. I should go back
to check up on master, I could drag him back to the mansion and
nurse him a little bit until he woke up. I stopped running and took
a few deep breaths.

Then I heard Veronique. ‘Bugger.’ She
mumbled. I don’t know whether she was talking to me or just
mumbling to herself. She was staring at me. ‘Bugger.’ She said
again. ‘I’ve been walking for what feels like hours and I still
gotten nowhere. Well done Veronique. You’ve walked in a circle,
hell of a cop you are.’

She looked deranged, her hair was messy and
tangled, she was dirty and her eyes had this crazy determined glow,
the mumbling didn’t help either. She looked like she had been
living in the wild for months.

I got the bottle of chloroform out and
drizzled a large amount upon the terry fabric.

‘No.’ Veronique said. ‘No, no. You’re not
drugging me. She’s not drugging you Veronique, you’re a better cop
than that.’

I lunged at her but at the same time she
lunged at me. She pulled on my collar and I was shocked. My muscles
tensed up and the immobilized I sank to the floor. Veronique knelt
next to me and grabbed the wet towel from my paralyzed fingers and
pushed it into my face. The stench was overwhelmingly strong, way
more powerful then the towels master prepared for us. She covered
my nose and mouth. I tried to pull her arm away but she was
stronger, she was sitting on top of me. My face started tingling,
my entire body started tingling, my thoughts were gone, reduced to
a numb tingle too. Fighting the fumes in vain, fighting to keep my
eyes open, and then overwhelming sleep enclosed me. Just
darkness.

 





Stacey

There was something wrong. That was the first thought
that popped in my head when I woke up. It wasn’t even a thought it
was a feeling, a knowing, something that I sensed with every fiber
of my being.

Veronique. Veronique had escaped. Veronique.
Veronique. I tried to sit up straight, my head was pounding. I
pushed the palm of my hand against my temple and then I got up. I
found my way back to the large rock and found master, still laying
there, still fast asleep. His facial deformities had disappeared,
but he was still hairy all over. I tried to wake him up. He
responded only vaguely. His face grimaced when I shook his
shoulders, but he didn’t open his eyes, he didn’t answer, he just
grumbled a bit.

I dragged his sleeping body behind me back to
the mansion. It was easy to drag him through the mud and the
slippery leaves, but it was hard to get him inside of the mansion.
I was sweating and panting. A felt sweat tickling my back. I
brought him to one of the bedrooms and hoisted him in bed and then
I put the blankets on top of him. I caressed his face and sat next
to his bed waiting for him to wake up. I was exhausted. I’d been
awake for I don’t know how long, running around, the whole ordeal
with the police, with Veronique, it was just too much for a girl
like me to handle.

Even regular life felt like too much to
handle, that’s why I chose to be locked in a cage, because that was
easy, that was clear. I hid my face in masters chest and started
crying, looking for comfort, for strength, for reassurance.

 





Joseph.

I’d never felt like this before. I was tired, but
this was an whole other level of tired. I seemed to be trapped in
sleepiness. Trapped in soft soothing blankets. Trapped in this
exhausted body, this numb mind. This was way worse than the usual
exhaustion I felt after a full moon. Then it was mostly my body
being drained of all energy, because of the transformation and my
mind being tired from keeping the beast under control.

But this... I didn’t know what this was. My
mind seemed to be trapped within a whirlwind of sleepiness that I
simply couldn’t get out of.

A heaviness on my chest. I felt it. I had
been aware of it for quite some times, yet I didn’t feel like
opening my eyes and examining the situation. Eventually I did
manage to wake up. I blinked my eyes against the bright sunlight
that was falling through the window and I was flabbergasted. I
didn’t know where I was, how I got here, what had happened. My eyes
were darting through the room, it looked like one of the spare
bedrooms I hardly ever used.

On my chest there was a girl. It was Stacey.
She was sleeping in a position that could only lead to a hernia,
her back twisted, her neck angled, her body draped across mine.

‘What’s going on?’ I said.

‘Master!’ Stacey shot up. ‘Master you’re
awake.’ She said. She rubbed her eyes. ‘Finally. You have to find
Veronique. Veronique has escaped.’

‘Why?’

‘She called the cops.’

‘What now?’

‘And she chloroformed me and now she’s
gone.’

‘Calm down.’ I said. ‘Stacey calm down.’ The
girl looked at me terrified.

‘We have to do something.’ She said. ‘You
have to do something. By the way, why didn’t you lock the doors to
the cellar?’

‘What, when?’ I asked. Still confused. ‘What
are you talking about?’

‘The basement, where the cages are, the doors
weren’t locked.’

‘Yeah...’ I said hesitantly. ‘During full
moon my fine motor skills get compromised, that makes it hard to
turn a key, but... like weren’t you outside, weren’t we hunting?
What do the locks have to do with anything?’

‘The police didn’t find the basement
luckily.’

‘Stacey. I see you’re upset, and I appreciate
that you’re trying to tell me what happened, but you don’t make any
sense. Start at the beginning.’

She nodded and started talking. Off course I
should have been paying attention to her story, to her summary of
the events last night, but there were two things that stood out to
me. The first one was, apparently the beast could be sedated and
then I could sleep right through full moon, which was... useful
information, I didn’t know. The second thing that stood out was
Stacey herself, the realization that she wanted to be here, that
she wanted to be with me, that she wanted to be my prey, that she
wanted to protect me, that she had protected me, by lying to the
police.

My heart was beating faster and faster as I
listened to her story, as I listened to her voice, as I watched her
make gestures to emphasize her story. She liked me. She liked being
with me.

The door bell rang and for a moment we both
froze. ‘I’ll get it.’ She said. ‘You’ll get dressed and put on your
make-up.’

‘Come here.’ I said. I removed the collar
from her neck and then I took my own collar off as well. ‘What if
it’s the police?’ I asked.

‘We lie.’ She said. ‘Remember you’ve been to
Winnipeg, you returned home early this morning, right?’

‘Right,’ I said nodding. ‘Why Winnipeg
though? What if it’s Veronique, though? What if it’s Mayor Gunter’s
Werewolf Apprehension Squad? What if... I’d better get out of here.
I’d better move far away from here.’

Stacey was gone already. I heard her
footsteps on the stairs. I jumped out of bed, everything hurt my
face was still hurting from the transformation back and forth. I
put a layer of foundation on my face and hoisted myself in some
clothes. A quick look in the mirror. I looked horrible. My hair was
messy, my eyes had dark circles that shone through the foundation
and the fur on my arms peeked through the little holes in my cuffs,
even though I had closed the cuff links.

I hurried down the stairs and there Stacey
was talking with a police officer.

‘Good Morning, mister Bernstein.’ The officer
said. ‘How was your trip to Winnipeg?’

‘Fine.’ I said. ‘How can I help you.’

Have you any idea where we could find this
woman, Veronique Burrows?’ The officer showed me a picture of
Veronique, dressed in a police uniform. ‘I’ve no idea.’ I said.
‘She works for me, but she didn’t show up for work today.’

‘Yesterday we received a call from inside
this house from miss Burrows stating that you were a werewolf.’

‘That’s ridiculous.’ I said.

‘Where were you last night?’ The officer
asked.

‘Like my assistant told you, I was in
Winnipeg for business reasons.’

‘Can anyone confirm that?’

‘Stacey my assistant.’ I said.

‘Anyone else?’

I kept my mouth shut.

‘Don’t worry.’ The police officer said. ‘If
you were really in Winnipeg that’s easy to confirm. Just give me
your flight number and the passengers manifest will count as your
alibi.’

‘I drove’ I said.

‘You drove?’ The police officer asked.

‘Well then you’d better look for a toll boot
ticker or something that confirms your whereabouts.’

‘Should I call my lawyer.’ I asked. I didn’t
have a lawyer. Lucas used to be my lawyer but he was caught by
Mayor Gunter.

‘We’re just talking.’ The officer said.
‘Nothing to worry about.’

‘Why are you here?’ Stacey now asked. ‘You
were here all night and you didn’t find anything, why are you here
again?’

‘You were supposed to call when mister
Bernstein returned home.’ The officer said. ‘Why didn’t you
call.’

‘I literally just arrived here and I was
exhausted after driving all night.’ I said.

‘Anyway,’ The police officer said. ‘We found
a fingerprint on the syringe, DNA is being processed right now.
Maybe you can explain something to me, Mister Bernstein. Why do you
have a drawer full of sedatives in your office?’

I couldn’t answer that so I just kept silent,
then I remembered something Lucas had told me once, when we’re
having some drinks at the pub. ‘Am I under arrest?’ I asked.

‘We’re just talking.’ The officer said.

‘I’d like you to leave now.’ I said.

‘Well I’m just here to let you know that
until miss Burrows shows up alive and well, we’re treating this as
a murder case. You don’t want to be found lying and obstructing a
murder case.’

The officer left. The door fell into the
frame and Stacey let out a sigh. We both stood there, staring at
each other for a moment. Then she approached me and wrapped her
arms around me as if she wanted to sooth me, as if she wanted to
protect me. I closed my eyes, no one had ever hugged me like this,
I didn’t know a hug could bring so much comfort.

Then she stood on her toes and pressed a
little kiss against my cheek. ‘You have to go.’ She said. ‘You are
right, you have to get out of here, have to leave the country, or
at least this city.’

She was right. I had to go. I had to flee the
country. I knew this moment would come one day and since Mayor
Gunter got elected I had been shoveling my companies assets around
so it wouldn’t be loosing all my money and resources if I had to
leave suddenly.

Ironic, considering that that little safety
measure was probably the thing that triggered all the suspicion and
what Veronique had set out to investigate in the first place. But
now I didn’t want to leave, not because of money, not because of my
estate, but because of this girl in front of me. This girl that
liked me, that had just hugged me out of her own free will.

‘I’m not leaving you.’ I said in an
impulse.

Her face started beaming, she was just all
smiles. ‘I’ll go with you.’ She said.

My heart beating faster and faster. I was so
happy she wanted to flee the country with me, but what would that
mean, would that mean we were a couple now? Would we start dating?
Would I still get to lock her in a cage? Would I still get to hunt
her? I couldn’t be in a relationship. Although, how would I know
that, if I never really tried? I had no experience in a
relationship. Did she really love me, or was this just because she
was after my money? Was she maybe a police officer too. My mind was
spinning and I didn’t know what to do.

In my confusion the beast saw an opening. It
broke through the surface and took over my body. I scooped her up
and wrapped my arms around her. I put my mouth on her mouth and we
were kissing, tongues playing with one another. Her smell, the
quiver in her breath, her heart pumping fast. It wasn’t the beast
taking over, the beast would’ve fucked her, or maybe bitten her
ear. Kissing belonged to the human side, yet is was a very primal
urge, a irresistible urge to kiss her and be with her.

‘I love you.’ I said. I don’t know why I said
it, I don’t even know if I meant it. It just happened without
thinking. I was a teenager, filled with giddy hormones of finally
being loved by a girl.

She bit her lip and looked at me
questioningly.

‘I’m sorry.’ I hasted myself to say. ‘I
didn’t mean to... to... like...’ I was stuttering and blushing and
I felt like a maniac.

She was blushing too and had an endeared
smile on her face. ‘Let’s... let’s go.’ She said.

 





Stacey

A few moments later we were sitting in the car and
driving on the highway, it was weird leaving in such a hurry,
leaving everything behind, his home, my family. What would happen
if I had served up my contract, would I get a new one, would we
just be lovers after that, would I be allowed to at least Skype
with my sister and ask her how she was doing at university? So many
questions, so many insecurities. I had no idea where we were going.
Master was looking at me, one time, two times.

‘Everything alright?’ He asked. ‘Are you
having regrets?’

I shrugged. ‘What about Veronique?’ I
asked.

‘What about her?’ Master said. ‘You were
right about her, she was a cop after all.’

‘They haven’t found her yet. She doesn’t have
any survival skills.’ I said. ‘That forest outside of your estate,
how big is it?’

‘Big.’ Master said softly.

‘She could be lost for days, she could die,’
I said.

Master shrugged. ‘It was her choice to
escape. If she used the water in the creek to short circuit the
collar to get it of her neck without being zapped, she’s plenty
resourceful.’

‘Is that how she did it?’ I asked.

‘I guess.’ Master said. ‘That makes
sense.’

‘Could you find her?’ I asked.

‘In a forest that size?’ Master said. ‘With a
head start of half a day, maybe even more?’

‘Yeah?’

‘Maybe.’ Master said.

‘I think we should go back.’ I said. ‘We
can’t leave her to die.’

‘Then what?’ Master asked. ‘We can’t stick
her into a cage and go back to the way things were, they’ll come
looking for her.’

‘We could bring her to the police.’ I
said.

Master looked at me with an angry frown on
his face. ‘You’re not one of them are you? You aren’t a cop
undercover, are you?’

‘No.’ I said. For a while I stared through
the windshield. I didn’t want to think about Veronique roaming
around in the wilderness, if she died it was my fault, was it. I
didn’t kill her, but I would be indirectly responsible for her
death. I sighed.

Master fidgeted with the radio but only found
hissing noises.

‘Don’t you have a drug in your stash that is
used in the streets as well? Something that causes psychosis and
hallucinations and amnesia. We could hunt her down, we shoot her
with a dart and then we leave her tripping ass somewhere in a drug
house or something where the homeless junkies live.

‘Then what?’ Master asked. ‘I still can’t
explain that phone call she made, I still don’t have an alibi for
full moon. And tell me, that fingerprint on that syringe is
probably yours isn’t it?’

I nodded.

‘And the DNA traces from the needle will
point to Veronique proving you’ve injected her with a narcotic
agent, right next to the phone from where she made her distress
call.’

‘I know.’ I said.

‘Also in case you didn’t notice. I am a
werewolf and in this city a werewolf doesn’t have to bite to get
locked up.’

‘I’m not suggesting we stay here, I just
don’t want to feel guilty about Veronique. Let’s make sure she’s
save and then get away from here anyway.’ I put my hand on his
thigh. He looked at it and almost crashed the car, he hit the
breaks and pulled the car over to the side of the road.

‘Please.’ I said.

There was a deep sigh and then he looked at
me. ‘Are you manipulating me? Are you manipulating me because I
said I love you too soon? And now you think I’m wrapped around your
little finger don’t you? I’m an idiot.’ He said. He bend over and
put his head against the steering wheel.

I put my hand on his back and wanted to
comfort him.

‘Don’t touch me.’ He grumbled.

I pulled my hand back and looked at him in
silence.

‘How do I know I can trust you?’ He said.
‘Tell me how?’

‘I don’t know.’ I said. ‘How do I know I can
trust you? You’re a werewolf for God’s sake and yet here I am,
planning to run away from a police investigation to God knows
where.’

He didn’t respond.

‘It’s a gut feeling.’ I said somewhat milder.
‘Just listen to your gut, if you don’t trust me I’ll get out of the
car and we’ll go our own way. If you do trust me, let’s go back to
make sure Veronique doesn’t accidentally starve herself by getting
lost.’

For a long time it was quiet. Somewhere I
could hear a bird tweet, I looked around trying to find it, but it
was probably sitting somewhere high up in a tree where I couldn’t
see it.

‘Fine.’ He said. ‘We’ll go back for
Veronique.’

 





Veronique

I had no clue were I was. I was naked and cold and my
feet were hurting. I figured I had so much adrenaline I wouldn’t
get hungry, yet my tummy was rumbling. Maybe running away without a
plan wasn’t a good idea. Maybe I should have returned to the house
and try to find a road, a car, something like that. I wasn’t sure
if I could find my way back to his mansion. To make sure I wasn’t
roaming around in circles anymore I had tried to leave marks, with
a stick I had drawn X’s along the way. Maybe I could follow the X’s
back to the mansion.

I couldn’t go back. Joseph was hideous,
Stacey would try to drug me, and before I knew it I was back in a
cage again. No, it was better to keep on going, to find my own way
back to the civilized world.

I was still carrying around the bottle of
chloroform. It just seemed stupid to leave that bottle with Stacey.
At least now I had something to defend myself with. Against Stacey
that is. I’m not sure what would happen if I encountered a mountain
lion or a bear or something like that.

I didn’t even know if there were any such
animals around here and I felt like a stupid city girl. All my life
I’ve lived here in this city, but I visited these forests only once
on a school trip and even then we only really been to the visitors
center.

Maybe if it got darker, I would see lights
somewhere, lights indicating where a highway was, or where the city
was, or even a hunting cabin, somewhere I could stay the night and
find some clothes.

 





Stacey

He showed me the room where he prepped us for the
hunt, it was dirty, the carpet ridden with mud and smudges, the
walls filled with shotguns and there was an entire cabinet of drugs
and medicine.

‘The police didn’t find this place.’ I
said.

‘They will. If they come back with a warrant
and really comb through this place, I’m pretty sure they’ll find
all the hidden hatches and all the secret doors. Yesterday was a
rescue mission to try and save Veronique, but if they come here on
an evidence gathering mission, well...’ Master seemed distracted,
he was squatting in front of the fridge. Glass bottles tinkling
against one another, while he was looking for a specific
medicine.

‘Can I help?’ I asked.

‘What?’ He looked up for a second. ‘No you
can’t.’ He said.

‘I’ve always dreamed about this.’ I said.

‘About what?’ He grabbed a bottle and brought
it over to his desk. ‘Got it.’ He said. ‘Ketamine is a dissociative
anesthetic just like you’ve described, and it’s used at parties.’
He sat down at his desk and began to fill the sedation darts.

‘I want to help.’ I said. ‘I...’ I pressed my
lips together and blushed. ‘You have no idea.’ I said.

‘What are you talking about?’ He asked

‘You have no idea.’ I said again. ‘Downstairs
in my cage, how often I fantasized about this, this moment, about
you and me going to hunt down a girl together as...’ lovers, I had
wanted to say, but I didn’t dare to let that word cross my lips. I
put my fingers against my mouth and squeezed my lips together, as
if I wanted to make sure the word lovers would never make it out of
my mouth.

He looked up at me. A glance. An insecure
smile. ‘Here’ He said. He explained to me, how to fill the darts
and within ten minutes we each had six darts and a shotgun. I
followed Master outside. He sniffed and walked into the woods. I
saw him change, I saw him turn from a wealthy well composed
billionaire into this primal being that I had come to love.

I felt my heart beating with desire and my
pussy started throbbing, for a moment I was jealous we were hunting
Veronique and I wouldn’t be hunted by him. Without warning he
started running on all fours, his shotgun bouncing around on his
back. He was unbelievably fast. I was glad I had all those years of
track practice, since now I could keep up with him, but yet I was
panting heavily and my muscles felt sore.

‘I’m sorry.’ He said after a while. He stood
back up on two feet. ‘It’s just been full moon, the beast in me
isn’t really cooperative and my body is overworked and fatigued,
otherwise I would be better in this.’

‘It’s okay.’ I said panting, barely able to
form words, because my body was gulping in breaths of oxygen trying
to recover from all the exercise. ‘This is the perfect speed for
me.’

‘Are you alright?’ He asked. Briefly he put
his hand on my shoulder and looked at me with worry in his eyes. My
heart exploded, my knees melted. He had no idea what this meant to
me. He had no idea what he did to me.

‘There!’ I said. I pointed towards a cross in
the dirt, ‘did Veronique make that mark?’

He sniffed around it. ‘It doesn’t hold her
scent.’ He said. ‘Could be, but it must have been a while
back.’

‘Let’s go.’ I said.

Soon we were running again. Side by side. He
on all fours and I as if I was running track. Soon I would get my
second wind. There it was, this rush came over me, it was like a
drug. It calmed me. It made me focus on the road and on my own
body. The rhythm of my feet on the ground. His rhythm, his
sniffing, and licking, that energy that came over him. A harmony,
just us and the forest, just us two and nature. I’d never actually
seen him hunt like this, everything I thought I knew I had made up
based on patterns on when he would find me quicker or less quick. I
had guessed a lot had to do with smell, but seeing him put his nose
up in the air, or on the ground, seeing him listen intently, seeing
him in such perfect unity with the world around him. He wasn’t
Joseph Bernstein the Millionaire anymore. He was this forest, he
was part of this forest, and because he was the forest he could
sense were Veronique was.

In less then an hour we had found her, we
were closing in on her, we had her cornered now, she was walking
mere meters away from us.

Joseph put the shot gun on his shoulder and
aimed. An concentrated silence and then he pulled the trigger. A
high whistling sound. I never saw the dart, until the red plume was
dancing around in Veronique’s upper arm. She screamed first
startled and after that she yelled out angry slurs, although her
words made increasingly less sense, and half a minute later she was
laying on the floor staring into unknown worlds.

There was a moment of insecurity between
master and me. Neither one of us seemed to know what we should do
next. We smiled uncomfortable towards each other and then
giggled.

‘In my fantasies we kissed at this point.’ I
said.

‘In your fantasies we probably just hunted
down a girl within the perimeters of my estate, a girl who signed a
contract. Not a cop that’s trying to bring us down somewhere out
here in the wild’

‘That’s true.’ I said. ‘But she still signed
the contract and we could still kiss.’

A grumble came from within and he basically
jumped on top of me. Protruding his tongue in my mouth and rubbing
his crotch against my thigh. He was rock hard.

I was horny as hell. We probably both knew we
had a mission to accomplish, but right now fucking each other
seemed infinitely more important. I wrapped my hands around his ass
and pulled his hips closer to mine. I kissed him and bit on his
lower lip. For a moment I saw tears popping up in his eyes.

‘Am I hurting you?’ I asked.

He couldn’t talk, he just howled.

‘Ssh.’ I said.

He ripped my clothes of my body and then
trusted his cock inside of me. It was heaven, I closed my eyes and
just enjoyed the sensations. I noticed when he was about to
approach orgasm, but then he suddenly stopped.

‘What?’ I said, opening my eyes. ‘What’s
wrong?’

At first he growled at me with his dark
swirling eyes, then he regained some of his composure. ‘I want you
to enjoy it too.’ He whispered hoarse and out of breath. Slowly he
started thrusting again. I could feel his cock slip inside of me,
inch by inch, his shaft sliding past my labia, his cock filling me
up completely.

He was hanging over me, his eyes drilling
into mine. I was infiltrated by him on every level, he was entering
me everywhere. Arousal flooding. I wanted to keep looking him in
the eye, but pleasure made my eyes roll up. I heard him howl again.
I just surrendered to the horniness. I was drifting into pleasure,
wave after wave. My orgasm was building up higher and higher.
Instinctively I grabbed his upper arm as my body started
convulsing, my orgasm crashing through my body.

When I opened my eyes he was still looming
over me. A smirk on his face, he seemed very pleased with himself.
I just nodded my head in agreement.

 





Joseph.

I did good. I saw it in her eyes. I wasn’t used to
feeling like this, this connected. All my live there had been a
certain level of loneliness, it was like a base line of loneliness,
over time I didn’t even notice the loneliness had been there. I
just went on with my live, made money, hunting my girls and overall
I would say I was decently happy.

But now... now I understood how misguided
I’ve been. There was this whole other dimension to life and that
dimension was Stacey, that dimension was love. Now that this new
world had opened up to me I couldn’t understand how I could’ve gone
without it for all those years.

For a moment the words that counselor had
said flashed through my mind, about being rich and successful as a
coping mechanism, about missing out on self-acceptance and love. In
hindsight maybe he was right.

Stacey had been staring at me. She was the
most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. I couldn’t understand how three
days ago I thought she was too angular and too masculine. I was an
idiot. I loved her. I loved every inch of her.

Or maybe she’d drugged me, she did say she’d
shot me with two sedation darts last night, maybe those had
‘amorous’ feelings as a side effect. I shook my head and closed my
eyes for a while.

I was so used to being paranoid, I didn’t
even know how to trust. It was just so hard to believe that someone
would actually love me, that it was easier to believe she just
played a role, that she had an ulterior motive for being with me,
right here, right now.

But that was nonsense. If she wanted to bring
me down she had had ample opportunity for that, instead she had
worked her ass off to protect me. I closed my eyes trying to get my
feelings and thoughts in line with one another. It was confusing.
Life was confusing.

‘Are you alright?’ She asked worried. Her
hand on my hair, softly stroking the back of my head and my neck,
it was mesmerizing, it was so pleasurable I felt I would sink into
this cloud of affection and loose control completely.

‘Stop that.’ I said. I sounded more angry
than I intended. She looked startled. ‘Let’s get this over and done
with.’ I said gesturing towards Veronique. I got dressed and
hoisted her body over my shoulder and we walked back to the
mansion.

‘I’m sorry if I did anything to offend you.’
Stacey said grabbing her own clothes, then we started walking.

‘You didn’t.’ I mumbled.

‘Okay.’ She stared at the ground in front of
her feet and jumped over a tree trunk. For a while we walked
together in silence.

‘So you wanna talk.’ Stacey eventually
asked.

‘About what?’ I said. Veronique’s body was
slipping away, so I made a little jump to get her back on my
shoulder.

‘About what happened,’ she said. ‘About what
happens now. About us.’

I didn’t know what to say. My feelings were a
mess. I didn’t know what I felt and I also didn’t know which
feelings I could allow myself to feel. I didn’t want to come across
too eager, I didn’t want to scare her away, but neither did I want
to come across too aloof. I didn’t know whether I could trust my
own feelings or whether they were the result of... of getting
sedated during a full moon or something.

‘I don’t know.’ I mumbled. ‘Let’s focus on
getting Veronique somewhere she will be found.’

‘But ideally they don’t see us dumping her
body there.’ Stacey added.

I nodded.

It was quite a hike to return to my mansion.
Should I still say my mansion after I’d fled from it a few hours
earlier and after today I might never return here. We put Veronique
in the car and drove into the city.

Neither Stacey nor I knew of any drugs houses
although we were pretty sure they existed, we simply didn’t know
where to start looking for them.

‘There!’ Stacey said. The homeless shelter,
lets put her on the sidewalk next to the homeless shelter.

‘Look for camera’s.’ I ordered. Stacey put
her nose against the windscreen and gazed into the street.

‘I see none.’ She said.

I let out a deep sigh and then I carried
Veronique out of the car. I positioned her on a bench, got in the
car and drove of.

‘Were you seen.’ Stacey asked.

‘I don’t know. Let’s go. Let’s go. Let’s go.’
I said in a hurry. I drove off, out of town and onto the
highway.

‘I hope they’ll find her.’ Stacey said.

‘They will.’ I reassured her. ‘We can check
the news papers tomorrow.’

‘Or the Internet.’ Stacey said.

‘Yeah probably.’ I said.

‘Maybe they’ll think she’s an addict, maybe
they’ll assume those acquisitions of you being a werewolf were just
hallucinations or something. Maybe we could just stay here?’

‘I don’t think so.’ I said. ‘They still have
that syringe, and I don’t have an alibi, and... we’re leaving. I
should have left the moment Mayor Gunter got elected.’ I said
slamming my hands on the steering wheel. She put her hand on my
arm.

‘It’s okay.’ She said. ‘Is it okay if I touch
you like this?’

‘I’m just not used to affection.’ I said.
‘But it’s okay. I like it.’ I put my hand on her leg for a little
while. It was weird, feeling her thigh beneath my hand, my fingers
squishing in her flesh, but it wasn’t sexual. I mean, maybe it was
a little sexual, but at least it wasn’t only sexual. There was also
love and tenderness. I wanted to put the car to the side of the
road and take her into my arms, hug her, or rather yet I wanted her
to hug me. To wrap her arms around me and pull me in this tight
comforting embrace.

‘It’s okay.’ I said. Although I wasn’t sure
whether I was reassuring her or myself by mumbling that.’

‘Where are we going?’ She asked.

I shrugged. ‘Where do you want to go?’ I
asked.

‘Well if we’re running away like two
teenagers in love, then a tropical island maybe, but in reality I
don’t like insects or geckos or that muggy atmosphere and also I
guess you need a forest to hunt in. Hell I myself would like a
forest so we could continue our hunts. So maybe Scandinavia or
something, besides I’d always wanted to live somewhere near a
waterfall,’ she said twisting her hair around her finger.

‘Scandinavia it is then.’ I said. ‘We’ll
drive up to Canada and get a plane from Halifax into Europe.’

She smiled and leaned over the gear box, her
hand on my leg, her head resting against my shoulder. I was pretty
sure driving like this was unsafe, but I didn’t care. I want her to
keep sitting like this. This close to me. I gave her a kiss on top
of her head.

***
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