
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_bef5206edd7f3198d1d82b9e1fb9b9ab_XQyvi__html_m19c41ef8.jpg]


[image: tmp_bef5206edd7f3198d1d82b9e1fb9b9ab_XQyvi__html_m57a312e5.png]

Published by
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2018 James Cox

 


 


ISBN: 978-1-77339-677-4

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: CA Clauson

 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 



 


DEDICATION

 


I have to say the research I did for this book
was definitely out of my comfort zone (and scarred me, perhaps for
life about certain fetishes, lol). Here's to all the people out
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to describe ya'll.







THE GREAT COCK
HUNT

 


A Cox Fairytale,
2

 


James Cox

 


Copyright © 2018

 


[image: tmp_bef5206edd7f3198d1d82b9e1fb9b9ab_XQyvi__html_abd67bd.png]


Prologue

 


I made a wish.

Sounds simple. Sweet almost, doesn’t
it?

But my fairy godmother heard and she
turned that boy’s wish into a man’s nightmare. My world was turned
upside down. My father remarried an older woman with a smile that
could curdle milk. With her came two children, my stepsisters Anna
and Driz. When they moved in, I was pushed to the back of the
family, made a servant, because everyone knew we couldn’t afford
any. But it wasn’t so bad. My father worked all the time and he was
right that I should help out more often. I was the man of this
humble home and they were the delicate ladies I now called
family.

So, I endured.

Then my father became ill. There was
no wound he received, but a sickness in the village. My father
simply turned pale one day, coughing relentlessly, and then he
died. That day was the darkest in my life. Even worse than my
mother passing. He had been my rock, my anchor, my whole world. It
took exactly one day for my stepmother to change. She sent me to
live in the attic. They needed my room for my stepsister’s clothes.
They needed help dressing. They needed help cooking. They needed me
to clean for them and gather wood in the forest.

Servant became slave.

And there was nothing I could do. This
was the only family I had. There were no trades I knew and no coins
to call my own. So yet again, I endured.

My wish was for five years and at the
end of those five years my fairy godmother would come back into my
life and take her prize. I had until the clock struck twelve
tonight. One more day left before she returned and took the only
thing in my life that I had left, my heart. I had no idea if she
meant literal or not. My life was pig shit anyway. I actually
looked forward to seeing her again. I’d either try to kill her or
let her drag me into oblivion. Maybe both.

Anything was better than this
life.


Chapter One

 


“Cin” The shrill voice of
my sister Driz echoed through the house.

It made me groan and snuggle deeper
into my thin blanket. I couldn’t deal with her this early. She was
always bitching and complaining. It didn’t help that I was such a
short guy. I’d barely made five feet five and with how little they
fed me over the years, scrawny, too. There was no way I’d get a
wife, especially since I didn’t have a coin to my name. I opened my
eyes and winced as the sunshine streamed through a broken
board.

“Cin.” She was getting
closer. Her voice louder and higher pitched than it had been a
moment ago.

“I’m coming.” I shouted
and wiggled out of the warmth of the blanket. I swung my legs over
the edge of the mattress and laid my feet on the cold floor only to
jerk them into the air. In the summer, it was stifling hot up here.
In the winter, it was so cold that one year I got frostbite on my
toe. My stepmother had actually taken me to a healer and they
amputated both pinky toes. I think she feared she’d lose her only
servant or perhaps some small part of her cared about me. I stared
down at my disfigured feet and laid them back on the cold floor.
Losing my pinkies had gotten me a blanket though.

“Cin.” She was right below
the narrow steps that led to my ‘room’.

“Yes, I’m
coming.”

“You slept late.
Again!”

I rolled my eyes and shoved on clothes
to help chase the chill from my skin. Winter was almost upon us and
I dreaded it like a plague. I had my white, hole-ridden underpants
on. Pretty soon I’d have to wear all my clothes to bed. I hated
that. I only had one pair of anything and could only bathe once a
week. Some days, I really thought about calling up my fairy
godmother and asking her to take me sooner. I shoved on thin brown
pants that I tied with rope around my waist and then pulled the
brown shirt over my head. Blond hair fell around my face and
blocked my view.

The stairs creaked.

“I’m coming down now.” I
rushed to put my feet in the thin-soled slippers and ran to the
entrance to the attic. There was no door.

Driz paused mid-step. She was turned
sideways because her substantial size didn’t allow her to climb
forward. “We’re all up and waiting for you. Mother is
angry.”

When was she not? I clambered down the
steps after Driz and shivered when the warmth from the house
surrounded me. It made me wiggle my toes and inhaled the sharp
scent of burning wood. The house wasn’t all that big. Four rooms,
one bathing room, a den with a fireplace and a well-stocked
kitchen. Everything was last season, but nothing rundown. I rushed
into the kitchen to find my stepmother already seated. She was
ramrod straight with black hair cascading down her back in gentle
waves. It was her eyes that unnerved me. They always seemed to be
narrowed, like she could see through lies and schemes. “Morning,
Mother.”

She snorted.

I rushed to the wooden counter and
began cutting up the fresh fruit from the bowl. Why they couldn’t
do that themselves was a bloody mystery I hadn’t yet solved. Why
did everything have to be bite sized? I rolled my eyes as I worked
the knife into the thin-skinned apple.

Driz waddled into the kitchen and sat
beside her mother. She adjusted her blue dress so her breasts were
practically popping out of her bodice and then laid her black hair
over her shoulder. “He was sleeping.”

Bitch. “I apologize.” After five years of this, that thought
popped into my head again. Maybe if my fairy godmother took my
heart it wouldn’t be such a bad thing? I served them both a plate
and then left one in front of the empty chair. Anna wasn’t here.
She loved to sleep, that girl. Morning, afternoon, night, naps,
even during carriage rides. It was never a surprise to turn around
and find her eyes closing. “Should I awaken Anna,
mother?”

“Yes.” She took a tiny
chunk of apple and cut it into half its size. “And, Cin, next time
the fruit must be smaller.”

“I think it’s perfect.”
Driz stabbed several pieces of fruit and shoved it all in her
mouth.

I spun on my heels and went to wake my
other stepsister. She was, of course, in bed. A pink blanket was
curled around her tiny frame and her black hair was splayed on the
pillows like she arranged it that way in case a prince snuck into
her room during the night. “Anna.” I picked up discarded clothes as
I went. “Anna, it’s morning.” I kicked shoes under her bed and then
opened the heavy curtains that blocked out the sunshine.

She groaned and hissed.

“Mother says it’s time to
wake.”

She opened her eyes and stretched her
arms above her head. “Care to help wake me up?” Her eyebrows arched
and she wiggled free of the blanket.

I instantly turned around, facing the
blinding sun rather than look upon her. “Breakfast is served.
Mother wants you out of bed.” My skin crawled knowing she was naked
behind me, touching herself. She was my damn stepsister! I made a
production of opening the window to let the crisp air
in.

The bed creaked behind me. She placed
her hands on my shoulders.

I stepped away from her. She was also
taller than me, a wispy thing with lips too big and large breasts
on a tiny frame. “Mother is waiting.”

Her laugh was a titter of sound
against the morning birds tweeting. “One day, brother, you’ll
please me as I see fit.”

Not bloody likely. They had no idea of
the bargain I made long ago with my fairy godmother. Not many
people in the world had those magical beings attached to their
family, but I did. I picked up more clothes she discarded,
underthings that I had no doubt she left for me to handle. There
was nothing like trying to rush out the door for your very manhood,
but I managed it on a daily basis. I also discovered that falling
asleep when she was near was a big mistake. It happened a few days
after my father died. I fell asleep on the settee in the den
because my stepmother had yet to move a bed into the attic, only to
wake when warm hands were sliding into my breeches. To see her face
when I opened my eyes was a shock I’d not soon forget.

“Anna?” Mother
called.

“I’m coming, Mother.” She
replied sweetly.

I went about making her bed, keeping
my gaze solely on my task. I had no doubt she was still parading
around naked. When she whisked out of the room in her robe, I
sighed in relief and finished cleaning. I just kept thinking about
the party tonight at the castle which I was going to no matter what
Mother said. It was my last chance to be, to live, and there was a
small part of me that said I could speak my mind to my family. I
even had some fancy clothes to wear, too. I’d been keeping track of
what my stepsisters decided to throw out and managed to sew
together a decent wardrobe. I was actually looking forward to
tonight. I’d never been to the castle before.

“Cin.” Anna stepped back
into the room and threw her robe off.

I jerked my gaze to the
floor.

“Help me dress. We’re to
go shopping for the ball tonight.”

Like they didn’t have enough clothes.
I kept my touching to a minimum as I helped Anna into her
underpants, her corset, and her dress. She wore this poufy, pink
thing that made my eyes hurt. I brushed her long black hair until
it shone while she placed some rouge on her lips. To my horror she
wiggled each breast free of the corset and dabbed some color on her
nipples.

Finally, the three of them gathered
their dresses and pranced to the carriage where the footman waited.
The house was quiet. I sighed and went about cleaning while I
didn’t have to worry about having my rear spanked if I bent
over.

Yeah, this was some life I had. Hiding
from my horny stepsister during the day and hoping not to freeze to
death at night.

****

I turned eighteen yesterday and this
had been a reward to myself. It was a very strange pendant my
father always wore. He promised to give it to me one day. He said,
“son, this has kept our family safe for generations and I want it
to be yours.” Of course, I hadn’t seen it since the day he died.
And then a few weeks ago, there in my stepmother’s room, with all
her trinkets and bobbles, it sat.

I stole it. Felt terrible about that,
too, but not so bad as to return it. This was mine. The last piece
of my father. I hung it on a loose nail on the attic wall and
stepped back. Maybe I’d wear it to the party tonight. Something
fancy. The pants had been sewn together from a bunch of brown rags,
I could hardly tell it wasn’t from some upmarket store. The loose,
silky shirt was white in the back and a beige in the front. In dull
light no one would be able to tell I cobbled that together from my
sister’s old clothes. There was a black trim along the collar from
stockings, if anyone would believe it. The sleeves ended at the
wrist with more black stocking trim. The belt would have to be
forgotten because there was nothing I could make one out of and the
rope I currently wore would be completely unacceptable at the
castle.

The castle!

I spun around and glanced at myself in
the reflection of the window as the first hints of snow began to
fall outside. With my hair brushed back and tied into a bun, I
looked downright handsome. I smiled and winked at my reflection. I
may only have another few hours to live, but maybe I’d get to
experience the warm hands of some lonely lad.

A carriage rumbled down our quiet
street just as the sun started to dip low. It stopped before our
house and my family got out. They all rushed from the carriage,
lifting their new dresses and trying to cover their
hair.

I took a deep breath, prepared myself
to hear the lash of their tongues and started down the stairs. I
heard their giggles and compliments on each other. Mother passed me
in the hall without looking.

“We’ll be back after
midnight.” She said as she rushed into her room and started rutting
around the jewelry box.

Damn, my father’s pendant! I’d
forgotten it. Eh, I’d get it later before we left. I walked into
the den where my stepsisters were adjusting bobbles in their ears.
“When do we leave?”

“We?” Driz scoffed and
then paused. “Well, well. Anna, look at our stepbrother. All
dressed for the ball, are we?”

I nodded, guarded and wary.

“Do you really think
they’ll let you in with princes and princess wearing … is that my
old dress?” Driz snatched my hand. “And stockings!”

Damn, it wasn’t noticeable in the dark
attic light. I wrenched my hand away. “You both look very
beautiful.” I didn’t gag as the words left my mouth.

“It’s called class.” My
stepsister drawled. “Something you don
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