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No matter how many times the full moon rolls
around, it somehow always manages to catch Connor by surprise. A
ridiculous lapse, all things considered. He's smart in so many
other ways, all of which have led him to an exceptional academic
career. But when it comes to keeping track of when his husband is
going to turn from handsome former football star into a massive
clawed beast, somehow Connor always fails at the task.

He would plan better, if his own faulty
memory didn't betray him every time. Brandon has never posed a
threat to anyone—his inner wolf is not a mindless killer—but he has
needs.

Potent, monstrous needs.

And while Connor adores him in all his
forms—while Connor will always delightedly submit to whatever his
mate requires to be sated—there are things he could do to make the
whole ordeal easier on himself.

Maybe there's an element of self-sabotage to
the equation, he considers occasionally. Connor certainly enjoys
pain. He loves being held down and violently claimed. Having a
chance to prepare himself, even just loosen himself up a bit before
coming home to a half-demolished living room, would make being
mounted significantly less painful. And surely Connor should want
that, but… maybe he doesn't.

Or maybe he is overthinking things.

In any case, it hardly matters why,
when Connor steps through his own front door and finds the form of
an enormous wolf staring him down. What matters is that this is
going to happen unless Connor turns right back around and leaves.
Brandon won't chase him if he runs away. Back when they first
started dating—the first couple of times Brandon transformed for
him, and Connor spooked and fled—Brandon proved just how capable he
is of self-restraint, even in this form.

But Connor has not run away in years. And as
he sets down his satchel and locks the door, his only regret is
that he wore his favorite suit today.

He has a handful of taut seconds to
appreciate the sight of his husband's beautiful, monstrous form.
Even under normal circumstances, Brandon stands almost a full head
taller than Connor, broad and muscular and deliciously strong. But
as a wolf, he is more than twice Connor's size, his clever eyes
glinting in shades of orange and gold, his claws long enough to
leave gouges in the floor. He rarely draws Connor's blood with
those claws, and never with his massive fangs, but the threat of
possibility is more of a turn-on than Connor ever intends to
admit.

Brandon's soft fur bristles as he scents the
air, and Connor yearns to bury his fingers in the soft gray and
silver strands. There's a heady mix of human passion and animal
hunger in those enormous eyes, and the way they lock onto Connor
leaves him shivering where he stands.

When Brandon finally moves, he's too fast for
Connor's eyes to follow. There is only dizzying sensation, vertigo,
the sudden cool of air as deft claws shred Connor's clothing
without marring his skin. When Connor's senses stop spinning, he is
naked on his back, Brandon panting over him and what's left of his
suit scattered in scraps across the floor. The fire in Brandon's
eyes burns even hotter now, and Connor knows how overwhelming it
is, to be so close. So ready. Brandon nuzzles down against his
chest, the crook of his shoulder, nose cool and dry as he whuffs in
Connor's scent. He's standing directly above Connor now, all four
paws planted, effectively caging him in.

"Easy, sweetheart," Connor croons, giving in
to the urge to drag his fingers through his husband's impossibly
soft fur. "You've got me. Gonna take care of you tonight."

A plaintive whine rumbles low in Brandon's
throat, and then the wolf eases back, long tongue licking out of
his mouth in a gesture that does not look the slightest bit
human.

Sometimes they take the time to play before
they get down to the real business—but Connor senses too much
urgency in Brandon tonight. He's come home too late, usual
obliviousness keeping him at the office grading papers, unaware
Brandon was waiting for him. Fuck, it's not as though Brandon could
pick up a phone and text him upon realizing Connor had forgotten.
Connor's gut twists with a rush of guilt, but he sets the feeling
aside. It won't do anything to help, and the last thing he wants is
for Brandon to smell negative feelings on him tonight.

So instead of reaching out with his hands in
search of Brandon's hot, slick erection, Connor rolls over onto his
front and gets his knees beneath him—keeps his shoulders down in a
show of submission—and raises his hips into the air. Brandon growls
in answer to this display, but it isn't a threatening sound. It is
possessiveness, desire, animal need. All the perfect ingredients to
make Connor's own cock stiffen to full hardness, so fast that the
sensation makes him gasp aloud. Above him, Brandon's breath huffs
hot against his skin, and he feels the shorter, softer fur of
Brandon's stomach brush along his back.

"I love you," Connor breathes. Wolves can't
purr, but he'd swear he hears a rumble of satisfaction in his
husband's chest.

Then there is the familiar, breathtakingly
thick nudge at his entrance, as Brandon positions himself against
Connor's body. The slickness tickles where it smears along his rim,
his ass, his thighs. He's seen Brandon's cock in this form enough
times to picture the impossible size of it now. He knows from
experience that the thick girth will fit inside him—that it will
feel both painful and incredible at once—but he knows from sheer
science and proportion that it shouldn't. Brandon's cock is
easily the length of Connor's forearm, and just as thick, and
there's no way his body should be able to take it.

But that doesn't stop him from keeping
obediently still and relaxing his muscles, as the blunt
tip—slightly narrower than the rest—shoves suddenly forward,
forcing relentlessly past his straining rim, as Connor buries his
face in his arms and keens a long, muffled wail of pain.

There is nothing else in the world like this.
The instant and brutal fulness stretching and sliding into him, wet
and slick but too much. The impossible heat as his husband's weight
bears down on top of him. The low, possessive growl of pleasure
emanating from Brandon's chest, so deep and resonant that Connor
can feel it beneath his skin.

God, he loves it. Even as his muscles spasm
and shudder with how much it hurts, there is pleasure filling him
too. A visceral, animal satisfaction all his own at being claimed
so forcefully by the man he loves most in the world. Connor shifts
and squirms, willing his body to go loose and pliant—to take it
like an obedient and grateful mate—panting helplessly as the
agonizing length forces deeper by brutal and unrelenting
degrees

"Yes," he gasps when he feels a
familiar stutter in Brandon's movement, a wordless warning of what
comes next. "Brandon, please, yes!"

A heartbeat later, Brandon slams the rest of
the length deep with such brutal strength that Connor screams and
claws uselessly at the floor beneath him. Oh god, it's too much.
It's perfect. It's Brandon, fully inside him now, filling
Connor's belly and going suddenly, viciously still.

For a very long time, neither one of them
moves—Connor because he can't, trapped and impaled as he is—Brandon
for reasons all his own. Lingering in how good it feels to be
seated fully inside Connor, perhaps. Or giving him time to adjust
to the massive intrusion spreading his insides and threatening to
split him in half. Connor remembers the first time he let Brandon
fuck him in this form. How different the pain was, still intimate
and glorious and utterly enthralling, and yet completely
unfamiliar. As terrifying as it was arousing. Nearly too much for
his battered body.

He's adapted in the years since. Has even
come to crave this savage mating, fantasize about it in the weeks
between full moons. Familiarity doesn't breed contempt. It breeds
delight, satisfaction, and kinks Connor never would've guessed he
had before he fell down the rabbit hole of dating an honest-to-fuck
werewolf.

Too soon, Brandon snaps into motion again,
and Connor trembles as the overwhelming girth slides slowly,
slowly, slowly out of him. It doesn't pull out entirely, but with
only the tip inside him—a shallow penetration that strains his
tight rim but not his inner walls—Connor feels completely
bereft.

"Again," he breathes. "Brandon, please don't
stop." He doesn't care how wrecked he already sounds. His husband
already knows what a wanton he is. He's not going to be ashamed of
himself now.

Brandon ruts forward again, filling Connor so
roughly that his knees slide along the smooth floor. Then withdraws
and drives a third thrust into him. A fourth. A dozen more after
that, no more waiting, as he lays into Connor with all the
possessive power in his massive wolf's frame.

Connor's panting breaths turn to shocky sobs
as he is fucked, and he reaches out one hand to wrap around a
thickly furred foreleg. He is mindful of the claws, but also
desperate for something to hold onto. Along his back, the brush of
soft fur offers an incongruous illusion of gentleness compared to
the violence of the claiming Brandon continues to pound into his
aching ass.

He will have to cancel his lectures for the
rest of the week. Another reason it would be a damn good idea to
keep better track of the full moon. After giving himself to the
wolf, he is never in any condition to stand at the front of a
classroom and expound on the intricacies of ancient literature.

His own cock is rigid, his balls heavy with
how desperately ready he is to come, but Connor holds himself back.
He knows from experience that he has more to ride out, and so long
as he keeps his orgasm at bay, he can sustain an incandescent high
between pain and pleasure.

It's easy to tell when Brandon is getting
close, not just from the occasional faltering of the rough
rhythm—but also from the way he begins to linger when he is fully
sheathed in Connor's body. The way he rolls his hips, jostling his
length inside Connor's


















THE END
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