White Vampire
Book Two

Jacob sat with his legs hanging into the water back in the bathing chamber, his mind as numb as it was possible to be without losing sense of himself completely. Elsa had, respectfully, left him in peace to bathe but he was quite sure that the little mouse girl was not all that far away, waiting to serve him as she did her mistress vampire with complete and utter devotion. And that was solitude that he very much needed, even with the annoying trickle from a single faucet that would not turn all the way off. He didn’t have towels but he could not find it in himself to care as his mind tried to work through what had happened, the feel of her kisses still lingering on his coat in such a way that he could almost imagine that the vampire was still right there with him.
The stallion tensed, fingers gripping the edge of the recessed bathing pool, although the sense of solidity there did nothing to settle his mind.
What had he done? She was a vampire... And they had...
But he couldn’t finish that thought, exhaling sharply through both nostrils at once and sitting up straight, muscles lined with tension that simply could not be released. Was he caught up by her wiles? What other supernatural tendencies did she possess, for she surely must have bewitched his mind?
And yet the stallion knew just what the driving thrum in his heart meant, a shameful heat consuming his body from the tips of his ears all the way down to his hooves, although it had been a long while indeed since he had looked at another fur in such a way. He’d gotten things wrong about her, clearly, unless it was all just a ploy to get him to lower his guard even more around her and, well, it was hard for an equine to not have his guard down when his shaft had slipped from its sheath. He may as well have been naked around her the whole time for all the good he had done himself in change.
Yet the wounds from the battle seemed to have almost healed, recovering disturbingly quickly, and he had little with which to concern himself with other than easing the grime and sweat of the basement from his body. Still, there was no washing the touch of Marchesa from his coat, her fingers seeming to have left indents where they had stroked and touched, teasing over his body so confidently that it had been almost as if they were long-time lovers. But that was just, in part, his own mind lusting after the white canine who had murmured so sweetly as he’d thrust into her, driving any thought of fleeing or fear from the farthest, darkest reaches of his mind. Maybe she’d been the one, something in her, that had sped up his recovery, although it would not have made any kind of logical sense for anyone to try to rush an antagonist through recovery. For all she knew, he still intended to kill her.
“Damn it!”
Cursing, he pounded his fist into the water, sending up a splash that was quickly followed by a much larger one as he dropped into the water, submerging himself up to his chest and then swiftly ducking his head under too, not that it allowed himself any kind of escape from reality in the meantime. His mane floated around him as he opened his eyes underwater, hiding from the real world that seemed to have taken an even darker twist than he could ever have imagined. Yet was it a twist that would bring him joy in the end?
He didn’t know what to think, could not make sense of everything, but pushed his head from the water, forelock slick down the chestnut line of his face. He gasped for breath and shook his head, water streaming from his ears as he ducked down once more just to make sure that every last bit of his coat was good and rinsed off. The itch from leaving oils and soaps in one’s coat simply was not worth the lack of attention that it would have been drawn from originally.
Popping up out of the water, his hooves clopped noisily, moving to a wooden changing area where his old clothes lay. And yet he hesitated before picking them up, wounds still bare of bandages, although he still wasn’t all that sure whether or not they actually needed further treatment at all, what with how well they were doing at healing on their own. A small, reed screen afforded him some semblance of privacy and he took a breath as he stepped behind it, a small smile that was entirely out of place pulling at his lips as he stepped behind it. All he had to do was count to three, slowly, and then...
“Sir?”
As always, she seemed to be right on cue, knowing what was needed even before someone called for her. Elsa knocked lightly on the wooden door, eyes downcast as she entered, a pile of towels towering in her arms that was comically large, too large really for a little mouse to be carrying about with her. If he’d been anywhere else and the situation had been at all different, he would have laughed out loud. 
“You can come in.”
It was strange for him to be in a position where he was granting someone else entry but he could not possibly find himself all that concerned about that when so much else in his life was set to change. The mouse uncovered her eyes and bobbed on her hind paws, which only seemed to be clad in some sort of leather sandal, even though he would have suspected such wear to be cold in the stone confines of the castle.
“Ah – you’re out! I didn’t want to disturb you, not when...”
But she blushed and gave a little wriggle, not giving away just how much she knew as Jacob too shuffled on his large hooves and willed the ground itself to swallow him up. For the few in the castle, it seemed that Elsa was most certainly the one who knew everyone’s business. It wasn’t anything major, of course, in the grand scheme of things, although it was just one more little nuance in her quivering, attentive whiskers that made him feel completely and utterly exposed.
“Just fresh towels,” she murmured cheerily, somehow even managing to put a chirp into her quiet tone. “And I can fetch you dressings too, if needed. There’s a local ointment that Marchesa puts together from herbs, grinding them up. I don’t know what’s in them but they worked so well even back in the day! I haven’t been injured again, not like that, but they work, oh, they really do!”
Nodding quietly, he wrapped a towel around his waist, the woven fibres softer than the coarse fabric that he was used to. Everything Marchesa owned must have been collected meticulously over time and lovingly tended to, although its use must have been so infrequent that time simply did not wear away at her belongings as it did at her heart and her life.
He started back – just where had that come from? That thought? Yet he didn’t have a moment in which to pursue the notion as the mouse squeaked and shot back, flapping her paws as she hastened to take care of his wounds more swiftly than ever.
“I’m so sorry! Did I hurt you?”
Of course, she was not fearful of him in the slightest but her passion for striving to do her job as castle servant well at absolutely all times. He placated her swiftly with a smile and a shake of his head, enjoying the small sense of relief that came to him that such a subtle motion rather than eloquent words and utterances could assuage her concern for him. Elsa truly was a master of body language and it was perhaps that sixth sense of hers that made her so good at what she did and, maybe even so, happy in herself.
And maybe the little mouse knew more than she was letting on too.
“Elsa...” What did he have to lose, forcing the words from his lips? “How... Why are you here?”
She blinked at him, tilting her head cutely to one side.
“To serve Marchesa, of course.”
“Yes, I know...” He struggled to find the right words, waving his paw dismissively as Elsa, very carefully, tending to his wounds, although he still thought that they would do just fine on their own without any kind of intervention. “Just... How did you come to be here then? What is the story you have to tell?”
For every fur in the world had a story of their own and, if he could not yet know the entirety of Marchesa’s, the one of her closest companion would have to do. Elsa smiled, warmth seeming to bubble up from her as she shifted her weight, tipping in closer to peer particularly closely at a wound that had reduced itself to a scrape on his right shoulder. It didn’t bother him but she clicked her tongue against the roof of her mouth as if she was disappointed in it, fishing out a small vial from the front pocket on her apron, skirts rustling all the way down to her sandals.
“Oh... Oh, that’s a long tale. Are you sure you have time to sit here and listen to me?”
“I’m not sitting,” Jacob shot back with a cheeky quip and flick of his ear. “Don’t worry about me. I just want to know about you... A bit more about what this all is about?”
By ‘all’, he meant the castle and everything it contains, its secrets and Marchesa herself, and he knew that he did not need to explain every last detail of that to Elsa either. There was so much left to be told that just one story would give him more information to go on, something with which, maybe, to make a decision that he did not yet know needed to be made.
Sorting through what seemed to be a small medicinal kit (although whether or not she kept it on her person at all times was another question entirely), Elsa sourced out what she needed, laying them on a wooden bench before the changing screen.
“You’ll have to rinse clean after some of these... I hope that’s okay, please be patient. How I came to be here... That story started long ago though.”
She collected herself, taking a breath, and launched into the tale that had not, as yet, been told to another being.
“Well, I was only young when Marchesa found me and it was not a day that I am proud to tell the tale of, for it was when I lost my father. He wasn’t tall either, not for a mouse, but he had the softest black fur that I can still remember, kind eyes too. My mother was not well at the time, sickly, and taken care of by family. We were trying to hunt to feed her, although, even then, we thought and knew, really, that it would be one of her last meals, if not her very last.”
Steadying herself, she gave him a shaky smile. There was not much his condolences could do for her so many years after the fact but Elsa still had a tale to tell and the loss of her mother was only in the background of it.
“Do not worry – that time is long gone and it doesn’t pull at my heart like it once did. I know she is in a better place now. We were hunting, my father and I, as we could not shop for food on the market stalls or even beg on the streets. Pickings were lean, so very lean, and we had had string after string of bad luck that only looked set to continue. Even with me working as an assistant in a shop, although I don’t think I was much use back then to the herbalist, we could not afford the medicine that my sweet mother needed so badly just to be comfortable and happy.”
Jacob nodded, pressing the tips of his fingers together.
“I can understand that... There are too many in situations as such.”
“I know. That is why I don’t blame anyone for it. Although maybe things would have been different if we were not in such old, worn leather, which had been cut through with age and wear. We needed new equipment really to take down a quick, clean kill but all we had was his prized possession of an old crossbow that had seen better days and arrows that we passed down through every generation of the family. We were far from the nobles that would let arrows fly into the brush and let them disappear, having to retrieve each and every one that we had painstakingly engraved, the steel tips needing sharpening and sharpening to do their job. The shafts were wooden, not much of an heirloom, but they were such that we could scrimp and scrape and scrounge for repairs and replacements to parts when we needed. They were essential to our survival, after all.”
“Our quarry that day was a deer – a doe that had run deep into the woods where the branches reached overhead like dark claws, grasping and pulling at your clothes. I didn’t like that part of the forest, I never had, but I knew we needed to keep going, hunger gnawing at our bellies.”

Her eyes grew sad as she touched Jacob’s cheek gently, feeling out the line of an old scar there. 
“You know what that feels like, don’t you? The feeling of not knowing whether you’re going to make it to your next meal? Even though you’ve made it there each and every time before, of course, as you are alive, you always have to wonder, don’t you? There’s a sense of things being unstable and fluctuating, changing around you as you solely try to scrape for something to warm and fill your stomach.”
Jacob swallowed hard.
“I’ve been in hard times but I would say that yours were worse.”
It would have been crass to claim anything else, challenging the experiences that they had both shared, albeit in different forms, but a tiny sigh from fluttering, equine nostrils was answer enough for her.
“The moon was full and the light of it was a bad omen when it should have lit our way. We followed her deeper and deeper and I even asked my father once or twice to turn back. I thought something was different about that night as the woods plunged into darkness, shadows long and gnarled where the moonlight did not reach. I know I did all I could but we did not have any choice in what we did either.”
“The woods opened out onto a clearing all of a sudden – I had no idea where we were, not at all. It was far too far into the forest for me to know that and I knew right there and then that we’d made a terrible mistake.”
Elsa shuddered but forced herself on with her tale, staving off Jacob’s paw as he reached for her, twisting slightly.
“No... I gasped. Maybe things would have been okay if I had not gasped like that, drawing his attention, but I couldn’t help it. My father didn’t know what I was looking at, not at first, but he surely knew as the wolf before us drooled and snarled in a patch of moonlight, his muzzle stained with blood from the very doe that we’d been hunting.”
“But he was not a normal wolf at all, not of the kind that hunts in packs, except for the lone ones that are cast from their homes, trying to find their own mates and packs to run with. No... He was tall as he stood, towering on two legs with a back that seemed to hunch forward without rendering him incapable of walking in the slightest. His legs bent like that of a wolf of our kind, furs like you and me, but his tail stuck out straight and stiff behind him for balance, red fur stark against the darkness around him. The doe had been dead for a while but I could still see the gleam of life that had been in her eyes as the werewolf snapped his jaws into her belly and ripped loose what had once sustained her being.”
Pausing, Elsa licked her lips, gathering herself the best she could. If he’d been closer to her in spirit and friendship, Jacob would have, at the very least, put his arm around her to comfort the mouse, but they were surely not at that stage in their relationship yet, if they ever would be. Yet it was strange to see the chipper and happy little mouse so forlorn and weary, trying to tell a story that clearly was hard for her. 
Maybe he should never have asked to begin with.
“And then he saw us, the werewolf. He turned on us, blood pouring from his jaws – I didn’t know blood could look like that before then. And he snarled at us, showing us his teeth, hunkering down to the ground as he stalked us as if on all fours but not really, you know? It was that rolling kind of gait that a half-wolf takes, something that you can’t really describe. It was unnatural. Supernatural. Yes... That’s it. Just like that.”
“I know what you mean,” Jacob said softly. “Go on.”
For he was as mesmerised with her experience as she was stricken with the retelling of it, fiddling with her apron as if for something to do with her paws, even though she was by no means bound to continue.
“I was helpless, frozen in place. I couldn’t do anything – not with that little makeshift blade of mine! That would hardly have gutted a fish. But my father stood tall and readied the crossbow, loading up an arrow even as the wolf stared, his amber eyes... Well, they looked like they had fire in them. Not red and not orange either. Definitely not amber. I’ll always remember just how those eyes looked, locked on me.”
“And when the wolf finally moved, it was in a blur of motion, closing the distance between us in several gigantic strides that ate up the ground. My father shouted and it was all a flurry of sound, firing off a couple of arrows – I don’t know how he managed to load up the second one so quickly – but the wolf got his teeth into my father’s arm and...well...”
The mouse shuddered.
“He threw him around as if he weighed nothing at all, tearing into muscle and sinew, spilling blood. He could so easily best my father and take his life in but a moment but he chose to play with him, toy with him on the very precipice of death. And just what does that say about a beast like that, truly?”
She was angry but there was no sating the anger of one who had had someone stolen from her, for Jacob already felt that he knew just how her tale was going to end, terribly so. Werewolves were terrible, brutal beasts... Yet he would have said the same thing about vampires only a short while ago.
“He screamed. Those screams still haunt my dreams.”
Elsa trembled, closing her eyes, although that only served to lock herself further into the nightmare of memory.
“He screamed and screamed and screamed... And I could do nothing, wobbling and trying to heft that crossbow but I didn’t have the strength in my arms to do it, to do anything. The last thing I remember coming from his lips was his plea for me to run, to save myself, as the wolf tore down his midsection...spilling...”
But she couldn’t finish that sentence, closing her eyes and turning from the horror of her own mind. And, that time, Jacob could not bear to leave her sorrowful and closed his paw firmly around her shoulder, supporting her in the smallest and yet only way he felt able to.
“I cried... Oh, that’s so typical, isn’t it? I left the crossbow behind and I cried but what was one little mouse going to do against a werewolf? I could have died myself and I know, even now, that my father would not have wanted that fate, that end, for me. His screams were incoherent and I’m glad I heard no more words as I hurled myself deeper still into the woods, forcing myself through brush and vegetation as I fled for my very life. I should not have screamed so but I could not stop myself, terror lending strength to my paws until I had to stop, pause for just a moment in the depths of woods that I did not dare even consider escaping under the cover of darkness. The trees closed in around me and I turned and turned and turned but they pressed together far too closely for me to even consider wiggling my body through them, the vegetation too dense where even the moonlight did not reach.”
“I did not want to stop but a part of me knew that I had to, just to get some breath back into my lungs. I was only a little mouse back then and I could not run forever and I had to think about my next move, so as not to find myself in a trap. Yet the sobs ripped themselves from my lungs, stealing each and every breath from me. My father’s screams had stopped.”
She took a breath, leaning ever so slightly into the horse, even though she seemed careful back in the bathing chamber to not close too much of the distance between them, perhaps in memory of what had been, once.
“And then the werewolf came back, stalking from the darkness and the shadows with fresh blood streaking his fur – my father’s blood. An arrow stuck out of his shoulder and I felt a rush of pride, viciously so, that my father had, at the very least, managed to injure him. It made the agony and injustice of his death seem just a little bit easier to bear, even then.”
“But the wolf snapped the arrow and yanked it, head and all, from his shoulder, tossing it on the ground as if it had done no damage at all. He said my father had tried, mocked me and growled, his voice so deep that...”
But Elsa could not say more on that note, shuddering and turning away, shoulder falling from Jacob’s grasp as she suddenly wrapped her arms around her torso. Falling apart even as she retold her tale, she nipped at her lower lip and brushed her fingers resolutely across her cheeks.
“He told me that I would suffer. And what would anyone else have done? I screamed, my throat so very raw, and I crawled up against the base of a tree with giant, gnarled roots, fighting to get away in any way I possibly could. Still, I wonder if I did not live that day and my life since has been but a dream of the afterlife.”
“But the air whistled by just so in a white blur just as he lunged for me – and there stood Marchesa, snarling in a vision of terrifying beauty before me. You’ve seen her fight. She is deadly and I knew it even then as she placed her body between me and the werewolf, seeming still so much smaller and more delicate than him.”
“‘Get back!’ Marchesa hissed at him, tail lashing. I didn’t know what she was then but she snarled that, ‘this one was hers’, although I didn’t know what that meant and I thought that she might have been trying to snatch me up for her dinner too. It was a ridiculously childish thought to have right then but my mind scrabbled in pieces, broken and shaken and grieving, already, for the arms of my father.”
“And I don’t know quite what did it, a little twitch of the werewolf betrayed some manner of motion and then Marchesa had him on his back, her teeth at his throat, threatening his very life. She snarled it out again, to leave me alone for I was hers, although she did, sweetly, spare his life. What more could that wolf have done for he may as well have been a mouse like me before her, helpless to fight one who was clearly shown to be so very much stronger than him?”
End preview.

Thank you for reading! This re-published story has been made available as an eBook via Smashwords and distributors worldwide!

Smashwords: https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/937752 
Thank you for reading!
 

If you enjoyed this story, please take a look at my website, where similar stories are listed!

https://alismitsy.wordpress.com/ 

 

All new releases will be announced via my Twitter account!

@alismitsy

I am also available for custom stories, tailored to your preferred nuances and characters. Please e-mail the following address for further information.

arianmabe@gmail.com 

If you liked this story, you may also enjoy...

White Vampire: Book One
There can only be one monster responsible for the killings in the villages and nearby towns, her range stretching further and further each and every night as more lives are taken to feed her thirst. And that is just why the monster killer, Jacob, an anthro stallion with a set to his jaw, is brought in to take her out - to take care of her as easily and quickly as is possible for one of his admirable skill and training. It promises to be a tough battle but there is little work for him and he is accustomed to doing his part in wiping out monsters from the land wherever possible.

But Marchesa, the vampire of the castle, is a different breed altogether. With her ghostly white fur and blazing eyes, she draws blood and laughs at the thought of him ever being able to drive her off, much less end her life, while the horse finds himself fighting for his life. What he doesn't know, when he wakes from blacking out with her teeth at his throat, is just what sweetness may grow between them as truths are revealed and not all turns out to be quite as it seems...
Class Taste

Predator and prey have always had a twisted and dark relationship in the world of furries but the prey creatures soon learned a way to make the predators in charge submit. Working ahead of their time with tools and devices, they subdue every last predator in the world to make them slaves for their whim, anthros of a cause and with the sharp intelligence that comes with being an ascended creature.

These creatures do not walk on all fours like their ancestors but are of an entirely different ilk, prey creatures learning and progressing in the world while every predator is nothing more than a slave and a servant, often not treated very well in the slightest. It is common to see a slave with bruises and broken, bleeding skin but no one cares about things like that when they are simply seen as lesser beings.

But such an injustice in the balance of things cannot go amiss for so long and unrest is stirring in the heart of the system, a lone wolf rising up above the clamour of slavery to take back what is rightfully theirs. They are not pets and servants and slaves searching for scraps but proud creatures themselves! They never agreed to live a life on their knees and there is only so much that a strained bough can take before, ultimately, it snaps.

Yet what he wants to bring to the world may not be what everyone suspects...
Tangled in Transformation: Volume 1A

Human beings have been fascinated with transformation for years upon years, chanting and intoning spells in order to take on other forms - forms that can allow them to fly or become something that the human condition simply cannot hope to ever, not even once, achieve. Eagles soar and wolves lead the pack but sometimes that transformation too is unwanted and unwarranted.

These are the tales of men transformed into creatures and brought to a new sense of life unlike anything they could ever have imagined before...

This collection contains the following stories:

1. Antelope Anticipation
2. From Man to Moo
3. One Man Becomes a Mount
4. She Wanted a Dog
5. A Lion’s Roar

Please note that these mini stories are each approximately 1000 words in length.
Teasing Out His First: The Trilogy

A dragon and a man coming together for the first time as the gentlemen explore the pleasures of their bodies...

This collection of three books contains the following tales:

1. Teasing Out His First: A Dragon’s Sweet Purity Lost
2. Teasing Out His First: Taking the Innocence of a Dragon
3. Teasing Out His First: His Last Cherry Taken

---

Teasing Out His First: A Dragon’s Sweet Purity Lost

Andros is a dragon and a dragon who does not understand the ways of love in his young life as yet, turning to the services of a brothel so that he may have his first time and learn what it is to be a lover and have a mate. The dragon norm is for a male and a female to pair up but there's a difference between them and those who prefer partners of the same sex. Yet he is determined and nothing has stopped the drake yet.

And Konnor is the best of the best, a dark-skinned stud who knows that he's good. After all, why else would his client book be so full if he was not so good? And that is precisely why Andros chooses him, the dragon giving himself over to the man to take his purity from him.

This is the story of one dragon and the man who makes him a drake, becoming more than he was, unburdened by the terrors of the world.

Teasing Out His First: Taking the Innocence of a Dragon

Konnor is an artisan of pleasure in the boudoir and the dragon, Andros, is in need of some tenderness, learning what it is to be with a male for the first time in his life as an adult drake. But the dragon is sweetly inexperienced and it's up to his gay lover of the evening to lead him gently forward into the world of pleasure.

There's only one way to take the leap, after all, and that is by taking that first plunge too...


Teasing Out His First: His Last Cherry Taken

Konnor has been dreaming - dreaming of a very special dragon. Andros has haunted and beautified his dreams since the day they met but the man hasn't seen the dragon's scales since, except in the course of his dreams. And what are dreams when the body and mind long for the real thing, the weight of the dragon in his arms?

Luck may be just about to turn in his favour, however, as the male-loving dragon returns for a little more "practice" and Konnor makes the best of a situation that may otherwise spiral off into the ether without him having taken his chance and daring to make that terrifying leap...
Behind the Barbell: Complete Collection

This collection of five gay furry erotic tales contains the following stories:

Don't Tell the Wife
Personal Training
Sauna Slut
Squats
The New Guy

---


Don't Tell the Wife

Silver is used to getting what he wants when he wants – typical of your standard fox. He goes to the gym with regular devotion but will never be found in one gym for any serious length of time. He’s not particularly popular with the managers for sullying the locker rooms and any quiet spaces he can find, raising his tail and dropping to his knees for any male he fancies. The fox is a sly one and moves on with a wink and a wave as quick as you please.

It’s only when he comes across a certain bongo with a threat to tell his wife that Silver finds that he may have bitten off more than he can chew. And now he is at the whim of a male that wants everything he has to offer and more. Or else his wife will be in the know. 

Personal Training

Ronny is a skinny guy looking to get swole - or at least a little bit fitter - at his local gym. And, like most guys who aren't too sure what to do in good form outside the machines and cardio equipment, he seeks out the help of a personal trainer. Cormac is one of the best, a bull rippling with muscle and a smile that could break hearts while his glutes most certainly have broken many.

But Cormac has a certain style of personal training that he takes his favourite twinky bois through and Ronny is an otter who is definitely in for a treat he could never have expected on first entering the gym... 

Sauna Slut

A stallion at the gym should only be after one thing and that's getting his sweat on but Jonty's eyes wander a side too often for everything to simply be accidental. It's hard enough to focus on his workout when he's trying to hide a hard-on but the stud stallion is one better suited to being on his knees before a stronger male, eagerly allowing himself to be bent to their will.

Luckily, there's a selection of males in the sauna that are up for some fun and a handy tip-off from a certain saucy mare sends him walking blissfully into their arms and so much more...

Squats

There's nothing better than the clash and call of metal in the gym, muscle studs grunting and working through the most stringent of reps and routines, all for the betterment of their physiques and mental strength. But it's hard for those so inclined to ignore the ripple of muscle and clenched jaws, bulges in crotches that should have been better covered but are perhaps on show for a particular reason...

They're excellent friends, Mike and Si, but there's a benefit to being a little more than friends when it comes to the gym showers after a particularly hot and heavy workout...


The New Guy

Malcolm likes to give the newbies at the gym some extra help, for a fee. When Tommy, a white rabbit, joins the gym, the horse can't resist taking him under his wing. He's cute, slim and wants to be a hit with the ladies, though there's something about him that makes Malcolm think he may not be averse to a bit of lad on lad action. Excellent.

Training, however, comes at a price and Tommy has to pay up on his knees if he wants their sessions to continue... Thing is, the bunny is true to his kind and all too eager to take a certain something between his lips.
