

    
        
          The Pack and The Initiate

        

        
        
          Merrick Vale

        

        
          Published by Sterling cross, 2026.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE PACK AND THE INITIATE

    

    
      First edition. May 6, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Merrick Vale.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235562189

    

    
    
      Written by Merrick Vale.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

The Vertigo of the Shower Blocks

Marc’s Den

The Predators' Closed Room

The Mark of the Pack

Also By Merrick Vale

Also By Sterling Cross

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Vertigo of the Shower Blocks
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The air had that harsh, burning July taste—the flavor of the summer that followed my very first time. My body’s memory still held Pierre’s feverish imprint, almost etched beneath the skin. Until now, every weekend had swallowed me whole in the stifling warmth of his bedroom: the crushing weight of his frame over me, the rough friction of his hips, the acrid sweat sealing our skin together, and the animal urgency of his breath against my neck. The thought of facing the long weeks of summer vacation had loomed before me like a sentence. I expected a suffocating fast, an arid deprivation where this new hunger, freshly awakened in my gut, would be forced to wither away. At least, that was what I had resigned myself to believe.

The family car’s tires crunched over the white gravel of the campsite with a loud crackle. Doors slammed. While my parents and sister hauled themselves out of the car in a blur of suitcases, instructions, and summer restlessness, I remained frozen for a moment. The heavy afternoon air, saturated with the scent of sun-baked pine sap and melted sunscreen, hit me full force.

A slow, almost instinctive smile tugged at the corner of my lips. Everywhere, orbiting around us, male anatomy was on display with a fascinating indolence. Men half-naked, their golden skin glistening with sweat or chlorinated water. My gaze, suddenly magnetized, began to slide over the taut fabric of their swimsuits. The material, sometimes still wet, clung to the flesh with a formidable insolence, hugging the thickness of their thighs to outline, with obscene arrogance, the heavy volume of every crotch. The outline of those bulges, swollen by slackness and the heat, acted on me like a hypnotic mirage, instantly reigniting the dull, burning throb deep in my belly. I let myself be devoured by the sight of those captive masses.

But lucidity, sharp as a blade, immediately bit into the fantasy. I swallowed hard, forcing my eyes away from those Lycra-molded packages. I couldn’t let myself dream. Surrounding these offered bodies were the high-pitched screams of children, the loud laughter of groups of friends, and the quiet presence of wives settled into lounge chairs. The polished metal of the wedding bands on their fingers caught the brilliant sunlight like so many impassable barriers. These were married men, fathers comfortably locked away in their normality, and my desire, so violently awakened, had no choice but to remain silent.

The setup was handled quickly. The air trapped beneath the canvas of my tent was already a stifling furnace, thick with the smell of hot plastic. To escape the heat and, above all, to try and drown those obsessive images of virility hammering at my mind, I took refuge at the pool. The chlorinated water, brutally cold, whipped against my skin. I swam with an almost mechanical rhythm, seeking in the friction of the water and the burn in my lungs an antidote to the dull fever consuming me.

Beneath the murky, blue-tinted surface of the pool, the contact was fleeting but strikingly precise. This was no clumsy brush from a stray swimmer. A hand, broad and firm, slid along my leg. A deliberate, slow caress, its warm palm molding to the flesh of my calf before sliding up with a boldness that stole my breath. In the cold water, the heat of that stranger's skin sent a lightning bolt of a shiver through me—a surge of pure pleasure that rippled up my spine.

I stopped mid-stroke, my heart hammering, blood pounding at my temples. My hands gripped the rough edge of the pool as I gasped for air, frantically searching for the source of this intrusion. I didn't have to look far. The surface of the water broke. A man was swimming toward me, the muscles of his shoulders rolling with the effort. When he emerged a few feet away, water streaming down his chest, our gazes collided with the violence of an impact. His face, beaded with droplets, broke into a grin. He gave me a deliberate, heavy wink, loaded with unspeakable promise, before hoisting himself out of the pool in one fluid motion.

Mesmerized, my breath held, I couldn't tear my eyes away. I stared at the trail of water dripping down the small of his back as he walked confidently toward the shower block, leaving wide, wet footprints on the scorching tiles. Despite the brevity of my past—Pierre’s shadow loomed alone over my meager experience—animal instinct took over. That wink was anything but innocent. It was a code. A raw, electric, unequivocal invitation. With my throat tight with delicious apprehension and my stomach knotted with desire, I climbed out of the water. The hot air bit at my soaked skin as I followed in his wake.

The atmosphere shifted as I crossed the threshold of the bathroom. The air inside was darker, cooler, thick with the damp scent of chlorine, rancid soap, and wet tiles. The silence was broken only by the steady drip-drip of a faucet. He was waiting for me. Standing by the metal frame of a stall, he watched me approach like a predator certain of his kill, then stepped back into the cramped enclosure.

My steps pulled me inside as if by an invisible thread. As I reached him, my gaze dropped, betrayed by my body's own urgency. I looked down, instinctively, magnetically. Under the pale glow of the neon lights, the dark, sodden Lycra of his swim briefs clung to his flesh with obscene arrogance. The wet fabric was stretched to the limit, cruelly molding a thick, compact bulge. A fleshy, imposing mass, heavy with promise, warping the fabric with its sheer density in the shadows of the stall.

His gaze locked onto mine, heavy with an animal prescience. He had perfectly read the urgency of my fascination. A smirk tugged at his lips, half-amused, half-predatory, and his voice rang out deep, echoing against the cold tiles of the room.

"I knew you’d walk through that door. I clocked you the second I saw you."

With my heart thumping wildly against my ribs, I looked up at his face. My throat suddenly parched by chlorine and nerves, I stammered, "What do you mean... clocked?"

His smile widened, revealing a flash of white teeth in the artificial gloom of the bathroom.

"Earlier, on the path to the pool... You were devouring the crotch of every guy who walked by. Your eyes were bleeding with hunger for every package you passed. I saw you."

Blood rushed to my cheeks, a burn of shame igniting under my damp skin. The words died on my tongue. The dizzying realization that my silent hunger had been so transparent, so obscenely visible, hit me all at once. How many others had noticed? The fathers, the wives... Panic knotted my stomach, but the embarrassment tangled almost instantly with the electric thrill of vice, freezing me in place in a state of unsettling vulnerability.

But raw, carnal lust swept reason aside. I stepped through the narrow frame. The stall was so cramped there was no room for distance. To reach the latch and bolt the door behind us, his powerful arms wrapped around my waist, hauling me roughly against him. The collision of our bodies was an explosion. I felt the boiling heat of his chest against my shivering ribs, the acrid scent of male sweat cutting through the chemical tang of the pool. And then, pressed with exquisite brutality against my own pelvis, the mass of his cock made itself known. Against my stomach, I felt the captive flesh stir, gorging on blood, growing heavier and harder with every second of that sweat-soaked embrace.

As the metallic click of the bolt snapped shut behind us like an irrevocable sentence, my hand, guided by visceral instinct, slid down his streaming abdomen. My fingers met the dark, cold, sodden Lycra. Beneath it was a burning iron bar. My palm closed around the bulge, and I began to massage it, frantically kneading the long, turgid column through the roughness of the wet fabric.

His breath thickened, hitting the skin of my forehead with a coarse heat.

"You’re no amateur," he growled, his voice strained by the friction of my hand. "I’m not the first guy to fill you up, am I?"

The vertigo of submission washed over me. Slowly, my breath short, I sank to my knees. My kneecaps hit the wet hardness of the tiles. The perspective shifted: his pelvis now loomed right in front of my face, monumental, the musky scent of his groin saturating the cramped air.

"No..." I whispered, looking up at him from the floor. "Why do you say that?"

He let out a low laugh, almost a groan, his muscles tightening under my touch.

"Because you’re going at my cock like a fucking starving animal."

The humiliation should have crushed me, but instead, it was excitement—pure, raw, and incandescent—that radiated through my lower belly. A slow smile, insolent in its abandonment, spread across my lips as I held his gaze.

"That’s because I am."

My trembling fingers hooked into the soaked waistband of his swim briefs. With a sharp tug, I yanked the coarse fabric down; the Lycra’s resistance gave way, releasing his manhood in a damp quiver. The cool, stale air of the stall hit his burning flesh. Under the harsh, pale glow of the neon light, his cock stood with an almost arrogant heaviness. A thick, pulsing shaft, erupting from a nest of dark, coarse hair that contrasted with his glistening skin and the weighted hang of his balls. My gaze was irredeemably snatched by the end: a massive, crowned head, its purple-hued flesh looking as though it were about to burst under the pressure of commanding blood.

The musky, powerfully animal scent of his groin, mingled with the chemical sharpness of the chlorine, intoxicated me like a drug. I leaned in close, my breath hitching. The first contact was wet and searing. My tongue flicked over the thin skin of the penis, sliding with a calculated slowness, while my hand wrapped around the base to start a steady rhythm, muffled by the moisture of our palms. Then, I opened my lips to swallow him. The taste was raw, salty, visceral. The dense volume of his flesh stretched my cheeks, filling every cavity of my palate. I focused
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