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Chapter One


“They caught Big Dick, you know?”

I looked up from my newspaper. Outside the window to my right, the Dorset downs rattled past — long green stretches of moors which faded into the morning mists. The countryside that had seemed lost to me for so long was once more a home to me. 

I looked at the man who sat on the opposite side of the train carriage to me. “Big Dick?” I asked.

The English gent tipped the top of his bowler hat to me, and motioned with his fingers to the cover of my newspaper. “Dick Turpin. The notorious highwayman.”

I eagerly scanned the headlines. In all honesty, my eyes had barely even registered their words, so bubbling over with excitement was I to have finally returned home after so many months. “My word,” I proclaimed. “You’re right. Captured after a spree of three robberies by the local bobbies just outside of London!”

“Aye,” said the fellow passenger, “I never thought I’d live to see the day that Big Dick would be in bondage.”

I pursed my lips, trying to restrain a comment about the type of things I had witnessed over the last few months. I wondered if anyone would believe me if I told them anyway. Instead, I read aloud the article. “The notorious criminal was apprehended alongside his nefarious henchman William McGregor, a four foot tall Scotsman.”

“They caught Little Willie too?” asked the fellow passenger. “My word. Big Dick and Little Willie. What a breakthrough. Who’d ever imagine having the two in the same place at once? Why, I’d dearly love to see a dungeon with Big Dick and Little Willie confined and flogged.”

I bit my tongue, thinking back over my travels. Travels that had taken me to the furthest reaches of Transylvania and into the lair of a sex-crazed vampire, tangling with lecherous mummies and well-endowed monsters, to the forests full of lusty leather-clad werewolves. “I don’t know,” I commented, “I’ve seen enough big dicks to last a lifetime.”

The fellow passenger nodded in enthusiasm. “As have we all. Does it say anything else?”

I flicked to the next page. Even so, I could barely concentrate on the newspaper. None of it came close to the excitement that I felt to have, after so long, finally returned home. Soon I would be back in my own bed, sleeping in my own house. No more would I, Jonathan Woodcock, have to sleep in makeshift tents with the fear of being anally penetrated by ghosts during the night. No, I’d had quite enough of that type of rude awakening in the months that had made up my previous escapades.

“Aha,” I said, finding the rest of the article. “They were sentenced to be hanged at dawn.”

“Really?” said the fellow passenger. 

“But,” I continued, “in a last-minute rescue attempt, Little Willie managed to subdue one of the guards and fled the city on a horse.”

“Oh my!” proclaimed the man. “Free Willie, you say?”

I paused for a moment, and stared at him, wondering if he was just having a joke at my expense. 

The man leaned closer. “What else does it say?”

I looked down, continuing to read. “Ah, but Dick Turpin was unable to escape and the sentence was carried out.”

The man grinned. “That’ll be the end of him, then. Good, nice to know that Big Dick was well hung in the end.”

I lowered the paper, eyeing the man. “You’re making far more double entendres than is commonly acceptable under English law, sir. Is there any reason why?”

He shook his head. “No reason,” he said. “Can I have a blow job?”

I sighed and moved seats. 


• • •


The train stopped at a fog-laden station, and I eagerly disembarked carrying my luggage in both arms with me. I hurried to a hired carriage, and before long we were rattling along the twisting country roadways that lead to my home estate.

As we passed by the gates to the Woodcock estate, I was flooded with a feeling of warm nostalgia. In the months since I had been dispatched to the far reaches of Europe in order to facilitate the sale of land to the noble Count Shagula (who, as it turned out, was quite nefarious), I had come to believe that I may never truly return home. My family, the Woodcocks, were a family in long decline — once a noble and aristocratic line, my forefather had been a minor laird and held several titles bequeathed to him during the War of the Roses. However, in the centuries since then, our wealth had dwindled, leaving us with a small manor, comfortable gardens, and only a mere handful of stately staff. 

The carriage rattled its way along the gravel path of the driveway. Our manor, a two-story home of white sandstone and dark wood, towered over well-kept gardens. I inhaled, steadily dismounting the carriage. 

As I did so, the front door swung heavily open, and a young woman of no more than twenty years rushed towards me. She leapt nimbly down each of the stone steps on her way, her long black hair flowing behind her in the same way that her blue gown did. She threw herself into my arms. “Jonathan!” she yelled.

I grabbed her, spinning her around in a great circle. “Minnie!” I cried. “Mina, my beloved little sister.”

With that, she smacked me over the back of my head. “You dork!” she proclaimed. “You said that you’d be gone for three days!”

I yelped, and rubbed my head. “Yes,” I said, “Well, I can explain.”

Giving me a playful grin, she mockingly folded her arms, feigning anger. “It’s not me that you’ll have to explain it to — it’s mother.”

I bit my lip, turning my eyes towards the ground. “How is she?” I asked.

“The same as always,” replied Mina, “you should go and see her.”

I shook my head. “Perhaps later. I’ve had a hard enough trip as it is and faced enough monsters, but I don’t think I’m ready for…”

“Jonathan!” reverberated an echo from the still-open doorway, a pitch-shattering cry that broke the stillness like a thousand blades of broken glass.

I sighed. “Too late.”

A large vase hurtled from the door, smashing onto the side of the carriage. The driver promptly snapped the horses to attention, the carriage rattling its way down the driveway and out of danger. Emerging from the front door of the manor stumbled my mother, her thin white hair netted behind her in strong curls. 

“Well!” she declared. “Look who it is! My awful son. Returned to me after all this time.”

I gave my sister a meaningful look. “Hello, mother,” I said, coolly. 

“Trudging all the way across Europe, I bet!” she snapped, marching her way towards me. “And what did you bring me back, eh? What gifts did you bring your poor, sickly old mother? Nothing! Nothing but disappointment!”

Rolling my eyes, I gave her a hug. “Love you too,” I said.

She ignored me, and continued her tirade. “Why couldn’t you be more like Mina? Look at her, staying here to look after me. I’m dying, you know!”

Mina interjected. “No you’re not, mother.”

“I am!” she retorted. “Dying of shame at my errant son. Look at you, Jonathan — you’re a waste of space! Why couldn’t you be more like your little sister?”

I sighed. Some things never changed. 

At that moment, another figure hurried from the doorway to join us. Glancing over, I recognised the fine white suit and crisp tie of Walter, our head of staff. “Madam Woodcock!” he called, eagerly, in an interruption that was frankly something of a relief. 

My mother turned to answer him, but it was Mina who spoke first. “What is it?”

“Oh, it’s Harry, ma’am,” he replied. “The young gardener’s apprentice. He’s down with the malady!”

“Not him too!” declared my sister. “Well, lead the way.”

She turned, hurrying after Walter. For a moment, I was caught in a mix of surprise and nostalgia. I remembered young Harry, a flaxen-haired youth with fine cheekbones and especially lovely smile. In the months before my journey, I had spent many days staring at him through the conservatory window, hoping that one day he would tend to me with the same gentle touch that he tended to the plants with. 

I hurried after my sister into the grand hall. The name was a misnomer, for it was no longer truly grand — the family’s antiques had long since been sold off in order to pay the bills, leaving the hallway looking quite bland. Catching up to my sister’s side, I asked, “What’s this illness? You mentioned that this isn’t the first?”

“No,” she said, “we’ve had several cases in the last few weeks. Several young men in the nearby village, and two of the staff here.”

We hurried across the dining room and into the servant’s quarters. There, in a small bed, Harry lay. I looked him over. His shirt was loose, baring part of his smooth chest, beaded with perspiration. His hair hung in soft curls around his face. I moved closer, leaning over him. 

Looking up at me, a soft grin crossing his lips. “Is that you, master Woodcock?” he asked.

I nodded. “How do you feel?”

He half-fluttered his eyes. “My skin is tingling,” he said, “and I feel a warm flush through my cheeks.”

I looked to Mina. “They all have the same symptoms?”

She nodded. “Extreme lethargy, as if they cannot muster the energy to move. It’s as if they have been drained somehow of their vitality.”

I blinked. Memories stirred, secrets held deep within the recesses of my travels. “Mina,” I said, “take Walter and lock the doors.”

She motioned to the head of staff, who hurried to do so. For a moment, I was impressed. It appeared that in the time I had been away, my younger sister had risen to be the de-facto head of the Woodcock household. This was no true surprise to me, since our father’s passing and our mother’s growing instability. But even so, it impressed me deeply to see my younger sister growing so aptly into an adult role. 

The moment that Walter had moved out of the
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