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‘Beauty is in the eye of the beholder.’

Margaret Wolfe Hunger 

Victor Hugo:

	‘The greatest happiness of life is the conviction that we are loved; loved for ourselves, or rather, loved in spite of ourselves.’
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Blurb: 

Interview with a Wolf

For over three hundred years, Ward C. Wolf hid his true nature, that of a werewolf. Bitten in a frenzy of sexual excitement, he’s cursed for eternity.

It’s 2018. Wolf is rich. He’s successful and has finally come to terms with his inner beast. He’s decided to reveal to the world that monsters do exist. He’s chosen his interviewer carefully, Theresa Cappiato, a smart, sassy, and attractive young woman. She’s the perfect candidate because she harbors an inner power that might even match his own.
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For over three hundred years, Ward C. Wolf has hidden his true nature, that of a werewolf. Bitten in a frenzy of sexual excitement, he's cursed for an eternity.

It's 2018. Wolf is rich. He's successful and has finally come to terms with his inner beast. He's decided to reveal to the world that monsters do exist. He's chosen his interviewer carefully, Theresa Cappiato, a smart, sassy, and attractive young woman. She's the perfect candidate because she harbors an inner power that might even match his own.
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Where to begin? A proper introduction is in order. My name is Ward C. Wolf, aka Walter C. Wolf. A little generic? My apologies. I’ve had many names through the ages.

Perhaps, there is never a good time to open up my proverbial can of worms. I will begin here and now.

You see, it’s the twenty-first century, and I’m an extraordinarily successful businessman deeply embedded in society. But unlike most people, I have a long history of violence. Yes, violence. My soul has been tortured for centuries, and I’ve been the catalyst of evil. I have taken far too many innocent souls. Confession is good for the soul, but is it really? 

I see a rise in beliefs in old legends and myths. As I’ve traveled through time, I’ve met some fascinating people. Some were the epitome of evil, and others simply strange. Evil entities do exist, and many have impressed me. And I’m not that easily impressed.

For me to reveal who and what I truly am, I need someone I can trust. I need a believer. Maybe, it’s you, yes, you, a reader of fantasy and fiction. 

Are you frightened yet?

One never knows who has the power of darkness. However, I can sense evil darkness because of what I am, which brings me to Theresa Cappiato. The magazine she works for, Her Tribal Affairs, drew my attention. How interesting that a tabloid centered on witchcraft. This magazine was the perfect choice for an unbiased interview.

Over the years, I’ve become a much-closeted fellow. Trust me. I have my reasons. Cappi, Theresa’s Cappiato nickname, was the right choice, and so was choosing the up-and-coming, Her Tribal Affairs, magazine. 

I’m sure, at this point, all the souls I’ve wronged and anyone I’ve cursed on my journey through time are nothing more than dust. I can only hope. I’d hate to have one of my victims emerge and scare the shit out of my human counterparts.

However, first, you need to know what my life is like now. I wasn’t always a loathsome creature. Of course, telling my story will hopefully make you understand that there are true anomalies in this world that are incomprehensible. 

My reveal will be an interesting one.

I can and will be waiting for your opinion. 
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A tasty Blonde

When I woke up, the taste of stale blood lingered on my tongue. Visions of gore and blood whirled around in my mind. Beside me on the worn sheets of the bed in a cheap ass motel room was a buxom blonde who was hopefully sound asleep and not dead. But I could tell by the rise and fall of her well-endowed chest that she was still alive. I let out a sigh of relief. Thank fucking god.

“Fuck,” I muttered. “Shit, fuck, how the hell did I get here?”

My eyes scanned over her naked body. She didn’t have a scratch on her. I rolled over on my back and stared at the ceiling. Why the fuck couldn’t I remember how and why I wound up in bed with a woman I didn’t know? It had been months since I was out on the prowl. 

I took a deep breath and continued to talk to myself. “Why the hell do I still have the taste of blood on my tongue and the vision of a fresh kill in my mind?” I tried to clear my head. “And,” I paused, “better yet,” I whispered, moving from her. “How the hell did I wind up in bed with this woman? 

I recollected that I was going to SoHo and one of my favorite cafes. I wasn’t searching for a kill. No, I wanted a great vanilla latte from that bistro on Bleecker Street. How the hell I wound up in a sleazy hotel with a hooker was beyond me. Christ, I could afford the finest call girls in town, so why a street whore? It had to be my inner self taking control. As I turned and sat up, I could feel the hunger still raging inside. 

“Control,” I said quietly. “You need to get your hunger under control. Tonight isn’t the night for any more hunting.”

I recently had a few blackouts but wasn’t concerned because they only lasted a few seconds. Every fifty or so years, I experienced a few setbacks, and the blackouts were part of my affliction. However, tonight was different.

I ran a hand across my lips. The taste of blood still lingered. What I had to find out was what happened when I blacked out. I racked my brain for a memory, and then, the horror of the last few hours flashed back. 

The hunger began deep in my belly. For years, I’d been able to fight the gnawing need. However, last night's lure was too great, and it took me off track and ruled my brain. 

The Brooklyn piers harbored many seedy characters, and that’s where I found the unfortunate drunk. The way I hunted the poor soul was classic, and when I’d gained his confidence, I tore him to pieces. What was left of my victim fell into the East River. The remnants would become food for whatever lurked in the murky waters.

It was like old times. 

“Shit,” I mumbled, staring again at the dingy, dark ceiling in the room. My night vision lit up the room. I was alert, and my need to remember was raging in my mind. 

Again, I ran a hand across my lips, and the taste of blood lingered. It tasted so fucking good. “Fuck!” I growled as the hunger rose and found it harder than ever to control my insatiable need for more blood. 

Weakened from my need for the hunt, I tried to focus, but the room was dark, and now I couldn’t see a thing. My astute night vision diminished, a sign I was gaining control.

A sigh of relief escaped my lips. The blonde next to me had no idea how lucky she was. Her warm body moved and cuddled closer to me. “Baby, do Maxie again. You do know how to fuck.”

Her name is Maxie, and that tidbit of information helped my memory. However, another hunger began as my cock started its old familiar twitch, the blood rushing right to it. “Traitor,” I mumbled. Even though I was becoming aroused, my primeval sexual need and hunger were under control.

“What was that baby?” she asked, brushing her soft locks against my leg. Damn, she was heading south, no doubt, to suck my major erection.

“Mmm,” she moaned as her mouth sucked me in. The sounds of her mouth devouring my dick aided in springing more life into my murderous cock. One of my large hands grabbed her bobbing head, speeding up her progress. God damn, she was good. 

“Oh, yeah,” I growled. “Blow my fucking brains out.” Yeah, Maxie, I thought, suck it right. I had to admit she had one hell of a great technique.

My powerful hips rose off the bed as my apex crashed in on me. My cock exploded, and hot cum filled her mouth. Greedy, bitch, I thought, as she swallowed every drop.

“Damn,” she hissed, raising her head to look at me. “That cock of yours is still hard.” She snaked up my body and gave me a deep tongue-filled kiss. The taste of my salty brine lingered on her tongue and aroused me even further. 

I flipped her over, and my cock slipped into her wet and ready pussy. Deep thrusts made my hard cock drive deep. I’d ride her until she screamed out for release.

Spreading her thighs even wider, I rammed my meat home. Then, over and over again, I buried my hardness inside her, never once missing the rhythm that would make Maxie come. I fucked her hard and deep until her fingernails dug into my shoulders. The pain set me off. I could feel my body fighting against itself, wanting to erupt, and become the animal I sought to keep hidden. 

Not now, my mind raged. For fuck’s sake, not now, it screamed.

Mind over matter, I thought—mind over matter.

Pushing the desire to shift from my mind, I concentrated on the hot bitch beneath me and rammed my cock even harder into her. And as my orgasm mounted, the urge to shift became greater. But I held back and let all my energies go into the orgasm that was nearing.

Harder and harder, I pumped. I ventured deeper and deeper, grinding my pelvis into hers, keeping her nub swollen and aroused.

Oh yeah, I could fuck. Fuck was my middle name.

“Shit,” I yelled as my cock jerked and my cream spurted. 

“Oh my God,” she screamed, still grasping my shoulders and holding onto me as her pussy gripped me.

“Mother fucker,” she yelled. “Woo hoo, you can fuck!”

Yeah, I thought, that’s not all I can do, fighting back the urge to become something other than human.

But the night was young, and my hunger was growing. And damn, I did have a weakness for blondes. 

My thoughts now ran in the direction of how fierce my hunger was. It was growing, and it annoyed me that this sexy, delicious woman could become part of my evening meal. You see, the monster in me fought against the brutality I had bestowed upon my prey over the years. Since becoming somewhat civilized, keeping from killing was a constant battle. It had been months since I’d killed, or so I thought, and tonight, I needed more.

Tomorrow, I had an interview and was allowing my first photo shoot. It was a monumental step. Ward. C. Wolf, to date, had never been seen in the public eye or photographed. There were no photos of me even available on the internet. I was indeed an enigma.

However, I needed to be well-fed before telling my story and sitting for hours with a human. The last thing I wanted to do was show this interviewer my true self on the first day of the interview. There was plenty of time for that. Once done telling her my story, I wondered what she’d do with it all. Would she believe me? 

At the moment, it didn’t matter. Seta, the female who owned Wicca, knew my request was specific. I needed the right interviewer, and Seta swore Theresa Cappiato fit the bill. She was smart, with a hidden talent, and I needed my story told.

My thoughts turned back to the hooker in my bed. Was I spent? Not by a long shot. 

My, my, she smelled divine.

Tonight, there would be one less hooker on the corner of Bleecker Street. Such are the needs of a werewolf. Yes, a werewolf. 

Surprised? You thought I was a vampire. Not even close.
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