
Chris has lived with the Bladenboro Beast’s curse all of his life, learning how to hold it at bay but also

how to control it. But will he be able to control a lare up when he’s with Roe?

Gentle. Gentle. His inner voice says but results in doing the opposite as he slams Roe into the

wall directly behind them. Their entire body shakes from the impact, and they hiss in pain.

Typically, Chris would pause and reconsider everything. The last thing he wished was to bring any

kind of harm to Roe, but he wasn’t Chris anymore. Not really. Every thought running through his

mind was vanishing, and something far more primal was replacing every structured thought.

Complex ideas shifting to basic instincts: survive and eat. Repetitive. Never shifting. Focused on

those two necessities. Years he had learned to control this, to beat out this side of him. He could do

it again ...

“Chris,” Roe moans, causing him to doubt his previous thought. He slams his mouth violently

against theirs, sloppily moving from their lips to their cheek and then to their neck. Every single

inch of them smells utterly enticing. It wasn’t just their natural musk that was causing him to act

blindly. It was the sweat perspiring along their neck, their panting, and the wetness that was

beginning to pool between their legs.

A deep growl escapes his lips as he pushes himself closer to them, his hand roughly cupping their

core and massaging their folds.

“It hurts,” they pant, music to his ears. His vision blurs as something inside of him roars, fighting to

break free and take control. To take from Roe what he needed and leave them in a heaping mess,

whether broken or still together, was not his concern. No! He needs to end this for Roe’s safety. He

wouldn’t be himself in a matter of hours, and the last thing he wanted to believe was that his

goodbye to Roe was him injuring them. A sinister voice slithers into his mind, infecting and

corrupting him. Exterminating the parts of him that felt genuine human emotions and any

connection with those who faced mortality.



“I trust you,” Roe mutters into his ear, gripping him as if for dear life.

“Fuck!” he roars, tangling Roe’s hair through his hand and yanking it to the side as he licks a trail

from their collarbone to ear, closing his eyes as he commits their taste to memory. He didn’t know if

he’d be the same, but he’d be damned if he let this go. His free hand wraps around Roe’s hips,

bringing them flush up against his aching member and encouraging them to grind against him.

Thankfully, Roe doesn’t need much incentive and does just that, a feeling that sends him even

further into the abyss.

Stop! He reminds himself but his pleas are lost to a Chris that wanted this but not the consequences,

a weak Chris. One that no longer had any right to live in this world. Roe was there. Roe would

bring him back. Regardless of how deep he believed he would go, he knew he would never hurt

Roe. He had to believe that. And with that thought, he let himself go.

His hand still in their hair, he pulls down, forcing them to their knees as his other removes his pants

and freeing his aching erection. He couldn’t form words, not when his actions were getting as

frenzied as they were. Placing his thumb against Roe’s lip, he paused to admire the sight of the

figure on their knees. A bit of spit trailing just off the tip of their mouth from their kiss as they

gazed up at him. He releases a growl as he places his dick against their lips, working them apart

before slipping himself down their throat. He releases their hair, seeing that they were up against a

wall, and rams into their mouth, their gurgling sounds only forcing him to go deeper. Chris felt

himself slipping; only the fact that the dark shadow was preoccupied with the figure before him

kept him from falling completely.

A grunt escapes him as Roe attempts to push him out their mouth, and his insides roar, swatting

their hands away and becoming more aggressive. That sensation of Roe’s mouth covering him was

too good. He couldn’t stop. He wouldn’t. He pulls back with a roar, grabbing Roe in one swoop and

pinning them against the wall, nipping and licking at their body as if a ravaged beast.



“Fucking scream,” he grunts into their ear, his fingers squeezing their neck before releasing the

tension then applying it again. Their gasps were spurring him on, encouraging him not to pause in

his actions. With his free hand, he rips off their shirt, blinking in shock at how easy such a task was

but not lingering as he lowers his gaze to their pants and does the same.

“Fucking howl,” he continues on, “I’m abo-” His words come to a stop, his patience wearing thin.

No, no more words, only actions. Why tell Roe what was about to happen when he could instead

show them? He shifts his hand from around their neck to their chin, bringing them to his lips as he

dominates their mouth. He rubs his erection against the inner part of their legs and in between their

folds, breathing in deeply at how easy it slid past as well as how Roe would moan in need. His senses

were everywhere, wanting all of Roe, not wishing to leave this room until he could successfully

claim that their entire body had become his.

His tongue ventures their entire mouth, becoming less of a simple kiss and far more demanding and

primal. There was no order or understanding of what he was doing any longer, his only focus on

claiming and having. Grabbing their wrist, he slings them down to the ground, parting their legs

apart and inhaling their awakening arousal. A sweetness beyond compare, one that made every

single instinct of his awaken and purr in possessive want. Without a second thought, he takes their

core into his mouth, sliding his tongue along their folds and across their clitoris. Attacking their

wetness as if it was his own salvation, finally rising to press a sharp nip to their thigh. He makes his

way up their body, trailing his long fingernails across their body, uncaring of the blood that rises

through split skin or how Roe shifts to garner time to breathe.

“Running away?” he growls, his hand once again seizing their neck.

“Chris,” he hears them mutter, but that name meant hardly anything to him. He barely recognized

who this was, a vague vision of understanding, but that was it. He presses himself closer, slowly

licking their cheek and nose and stopping at their forehead. Fuck, this person was so intoxicating …



Roe … Roe was making him melt in desire. The need to jam his cock as deep as it would go, plant

his seed inside …

St - He rubs his thick erection between their legs before finally thrusting in, refusing to take it slow.

He needed to know how they felt. To shout and scream as if they were being torn apart while he

ventured their insides. He pulls out his entire length before ramming back into them, ruthlessly

pounding their hole as his grunts go more copious.

“Chris!” someone shouts, but their voice was distant to his ears, “you’re going to rip me apart, fuck!”

He blinks a few times as he gazes around, meeting the frantic look of the person below him.

Keep going. They’re yours.

“Mine,” he growls, thrusting deeper, making sure every inch was inside this person. His claws scrape

and sink into tender flesh, and he watches as patches of red are left in their wake. When blood

pools, he claims them with his mouth, licking it up before looking for another part. His patience

was thinning as his senses escalated. He ceases their legs and holds them up, the new angle allowing

him to go far deeper, leaving no inch of them untouched. He needed more. He would get more.

Every time he rams into them, his grip tightens, and his grunts and moans turn more savage,

shifting to roars and snarls. Moans intermingling with the savage sounds and the echoes of flesh

ramming into flesh. And then it all becomes minor. A lone growl rips through Chris as his body

shakes and his dick twitches and sends his seed shooting through the figure that he had chosen to be

his.

He pants as he releases their legs and falls backward, everything new and odd. He only wished to

feed and sleep. Blinking, he peers at the withering and bleeding form in front of him, feeling the

need to go to them and comfort them. But he did not. Other things were calling his name,

beckoning for his attention. But he shakes his head. Roe. That was Roe. Oh shit.

“Roe!” he shouts, going to their side, “are you okay?”



They pant, weakly holding up a finger as they gathered their breath, “that was fucking amazing. But

I’m going to kill you later.” A few minutes pass before they speak again, turning to look at him with

a raised brow. “How are you feeling? Are you back with me?”

“I think so. I’m sorry.”

“You won’t be sorry until tomorrow,” they chuckle, opening their arms and beckoning Chris to

come closer.

“I’ll do anything you ask,” he mutters, their heartbeats both racing, attempting to calm after the

most events. Chris glances at the opposing wall not wishing to admit it but having loved every

minute of what had transpired.


