

    
        
          Bred by the Werewolf

        

        
        
          Creatures of the Night, Volume 5

        

        
        
          S. Mörk

        

        
          Published by Dungeon Publishing, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BRED BY THE WEREWOLF

    

    
      First edition. October 28, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 S. Mörk.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223778424

    

    
    
      Written by S. Mörk.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Bred by the Werewolf (Creatures of the Night, #5)

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Also By S. Mörk

About the Author


Disclaimer

This book is meant for sale to adult audiences only. It contains sexually explicit scenes and language which may be considered offensive. All sexually active characters in this work are eighteen (18) years of age or older.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
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Alissa stretched her legs and rolled her neck, trying to get rid of the stiffness from lying on the ground for too long. The sun had begun to rise behind the mountains and soon she would need to be on the move, needing all the blood in her limps. She lifted her binoculars and scanned the area below her on the other side of the valley. She knew it would take her most of the day to get to her point of interest and she needed to be there before nightfall.






A sense of hopelessness came over her. She had been in the same spot for almost a week now and her supplies were running low. If the vampire didn't show up this morning she would have to return to the village and resupply. How long had she spent on this particular vampire? Two years? Three? She had lost count. It had been like a game of cat and mouse, and sometimes she wondered which of them was the cat and which was the mouse.






It had been two years since she found him first, near his castle, or rather ruin. At that point, she hadn't realized just how powerful he was, nor how many minions he had. She had barely escaped with her life and had then spent the next year tracking him from a distance, learning his habits and his weaknesses. It had taken more patience than she thought she had, but finally, she had followed him to this place. It seemed that every time he had fed too much near his castle he would hunt further away. She had followed him to ten different places like this and had spent a good amount of time figuring out which location would best suit her needs.






This place gave her a perfect view of his temporary lair and at the same time was far enough away that he wouldn't be able to sense her. By all accounts, this should be the place he showed up, but doubt filled her tired mind. She shuddered in the cold morning air and hoped that her stiff limbs wouldn't hinder her if he decided to show up.






Just as she was about to give up, she saw movement inside the small tower ruin that was her observation target. He had finally shown up!
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For a moment she couldn't believe her eyes, but after blinking a few times she realized that her target had finally arrived. A sense of anticipation, mixed with fear she watched him look up and out from the ruins in her direction. She froze. Could he see her? If he did, he didn't show it. Instead, he turned his back on her and moved the lid of the stone sarcophagus and crawled inside it before he closed the lid above him.






She let out a sigh of relief and then kept still for a full fifteen minutes before daring to move. She quickly packed up her small camp and then started her descent down the mountain. As fall was drawing close the days had become shorter and shorter, giving her less time to close the distance to her target. Taking care not to fall she set a pace that would get her to the ruins before nightfall.

––––––––
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She was sweating and panting when she finally reached the ruins. Nervously she looked at the tower ruins where only a few rays of sunlight still reached it. The trip had taken way longer than she had anticipated and now she was scared that she was too late. She set her backpack down and freed a stake from her hip and made her way inside the tower. Looking at the lid of the sarcophagus she began to doubt she could even lift it, but she knew she had to try. If she didn't finish him off now she would no doubt be killed. There was nowhere to run or hide this close to his hideout.






She inhaled and put her hands on the lid, pushing as hard as she could. At first, nothing happened, but then she could feel it move and put all her strength into it. The noise of the lid sliding across the walls of the sarcophagus was gruelling and Alissa was sure he would wake from all the noise. But a vague reddish light from the sun still covered his resting place and when the lid finally fell to the floor with a loud noise she could see that he was still asleep.






A deep sigh of relief slipped from her as she quickly climbed into the sarcophagus and straddled the lifeless body. She placed the tip of the stake over his heart at the same time as the last rays of the sun vanished from the ruins. Something made her pause, she didn't know why and suddenly she was staring into his open eyes. Slowly he opened his mouth in a grin, fangs appearing before her eyes. She gasped, breaking free from his control seconds before it was too late. His triumphant grin turned into a snarl as he tried to grab her, but she leaned forward and drove the stake into his heart.






His scream tore through her and for a moment she thought she had failed in killing him. His hands clawed at her thighs and his eyes turned red as they burned with rage. She began to panic, preparing to fight her way out as she felt him lessen his grip on her. And then, before her eyes, he began to wither before finally turning to dust.






Sweat covered her body and she was shaking as she climbed out of the sarcophagus. The fear of dying wouldn't leave her even though she knew he was dead. Sliding to the ground, she rested her back against the sarcophagus and closed her eyes. Minutes later as the sun set completely behind the mountains the cold crept in and on shivering legs, she rose and went back to her backpack and set off in the direction of the village. She still hadn't decided if she would try and make it to the village or if she would set up camp for the night. Exhaustion from the long walk during the day and the fight with the vampire didn't make it easier to decide. No matter what, she wouldn't stay near the ruins, the fear still lingered in her.






Half an hour had passed and still, she hadn't made up her mind. Her body was on autopilot as she walked through the forest. A sudden noise someway behind her turned her blood to ice. Ferals! She hadn't seen them around the ruins, but she was a long way from that now. Tears began to run down her cheeks as the noises came closer. They moved so fast and she was sure there were at least three or four of them. Adrenaline kicked in and she began to run, fleeing as fast as she could even though her brain knew full well that it was futile. Feral vampires were way faster than any human and their sense of smell was far superior to hers.






Then she was pushed forward into the ground and pain sored through her shoulder as sharp claws tore through the straps of the backpack before it was tossed aside. Hands clawed at her body suit, tearing both it and the kevlar part like a hot knife through butter. More claws tore at her legs as others tried to turn her around by pulling her arms. No part of her body seemed to escape the claws and suddenly she found herself on her back, staring up in the yellow eyes of a huge feral vampire. It didn't look human at all anymore, just a monster from your worst nightmare. A clawed hand slapped her face so hard that she saw stars and then everything went black. The last thing she saw or felt was the feral vampire's head exploding in a mist of blood and brains and then its weight disappeared from her body.
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