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Once upon a time there was a wolf who loved his wife. He loved her more than running, more than food, more than sex, and more than the moon itself. But he didn’t know she was his wife.

In the little house by the woods, on the first night of the full moon, the wolf tried to tell his wife how much he loved her. He didn’t know the words. Words aren’t easy for a wolf to use—even if he wasn’t really a real wolf—and no one had ever taught him the words I love you. He knew about lots of other words, like good and bad and no and come, and his favorite word, Janey. Janey was her name.

The wolf could make Janey smile when he said her name, even when he’d been bad.

Words were hard, but the wolf understood feelings, and he understood actions. So he tried to tell Janey how much he loved her with his feelings and with his actions.

The wolf wanted to hold Janey. He wanted to touch her soft body the way his loudest feelings said was right. He got excited about it. Janey always made the wolf feel so good. Now he would make her feel good. Janey would understand this time, and then she would know how much he loved her.

The wolf ran to his wife. But she ran away, out of the bedroom and down the hall.

Deep down, the wolf wanted to chase Janey. Chasing was fun. And if he chased her, he could catch her, and he thought that would be even more fun than chasing. But Janey didn’t like to be chased. The wolf didn’t follow her.

“Janey...” he tried to say, but he had his muzzle on tonight, and it sounded more like a whimper than a word.

Sometimes Janey pretended to be angry so the wolf could be good for her and she could be proud of him. He liked that game, but he didn’t think he’d get to play tonight. Janey was angry for real.

* * *
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I tried to ignore my pounding headache as I stumbled through the house into the too-bright lights of the kitchen. Janey sat at the table, finishing her breakfast.

She was unhurt. I sighed with relief, and my headache didn’t seem so unbearable anymore. I never had hurt her. We always took precautions to keep her safe. But I was never certain until I saw her.

It had been more than two years since all of this started, that night on our honeymoon camping trip when I’d been bitten by something in the dark. I’d transformed on the next full moon, and every full moon since.

Janey smiled apologetically. “Morning, honey. Sorry, I had to use the tranquilizer again.”

“Yeah.” My voice was hoarse. I rubbed at the sore spot on my chest where the dart had gone in. “I know. But you’re okay?”

“Mm-hmm. Had a little scare, but I kept things under control. I think he’s getting better. He’s learning to behave, most of the time.”

“He’s a wolf. A wild animal. You can’t train him.” I bent over to give Janey a quick kiss, then headed over to the coffee maker.

“That’s not a helpful way of thinking about him,” she said patiently, scraping the last oatmeal from her bowl. “He’s more human than monster, and more monster than wolf.”

I’d always thought of him as a wolf. When you woke up half naked in the woods with the taste of raw meat in your mouth, it felt distinctly wolf. But Janey had taken pictures of the monster for me, and most of its body did look basically human. It was just bigger and stronger and a lot hairier. The only places where things got really weird were the hands and feet—paws, really, with pads and claws—and the face, which had small, yellow eyes, tall ears, and an elongated jawline with vicious teeth.

At least it didn’t have a tail. For some reason, the day I’d learned that the wolf didn’t have a tail, I’d felt like I’d reclaimed a scrap of my dignity.

So, no, a werewolf wasn’t a wolf. It was much more dangerous than a wolf.

“Sure,” I said, not letting Janey bait me into her favorite argument.

I bent again, on my way back to the table with my mug of black coffee, to give Janey another quick kiss. She stopped me with a hand on the back of my neck, forcing me to linger.

I shifted gears in my head, realizing I’d missed some cues. Janey was wearing nothing but her bathrobe, although she’d been out of the shower long enough for her hair to dry. It was her short robe, the one that didn’t cover her legs. Her thick thighs were practically pouring over the edge of her chair. And she’d put her hair up in the high ponytail that she knew I liked.

Her lips slowly pulled away from mine, soft and inviting. I started to kiss her again.

“No,” she said sharply.

I held still, feeling her warm breath in my mouth, waiting for the touch of her lips. Her eyes were dewy with desire and anticipation. But I knew she wasn’t going to kiss me again. And I wasn’t going to get anything more than a kiss, not just now. She was going to make me wait for it. We always took off work for the three days of the full moon, and she was probably going to make me wait for the entire long weekend.

Or maybe not. Maybe she would give in, take what she wanted, and fuck me on the breakfast table. That was always a possibility. Her teasing wouldn’t work on me nearly so well if I didn’t know I might be released from it at any moment.

My cock was getting hard, my breathing broken. “Please,” I gasped. “Janey...”

Her lips curled into a satisfied smile, and a wicked laugh rumbled from deep in her throat. “Good boy,” she said, removing her hand from the back of my neck—a dismissal.

I sat down with my coffee, feeling a little dizzy.

“Thank you, Janey,” I said in the meek, timid voice I used for our roleplaying.

“You’re welcome.” Her devilish grin lit up her face, and I desperately wanted to kiss her again.

I was almost tempted to tell her I didn’t want to play this game today. But I did want to play. Sex now wouldn’t compare to the unrelenting fog of lust that Janey was able to hold me in for days on end.

“Tonight,” Janey said, returning to her breakfast, “we should probably use the chains, just to be on the safe side. I don’t know what got into him last night.”

I had a flash of terrifying memory.

Technically, I could remember everything that happened to the wolf. But wolf memories were intense and dreamlike, almost impossible to translate into terms I could understand. They weren’t exactly animal thoughts. Janey and I were confident that the wolf was as intelligent as I was—at least as intelligent, she liked to tease. But his thoughts weren’t human thoughts, either.

This memory... I thought I understood this memory.

“Oh, god,” I said. Janey frowned, suddenly concerned. The horror in my voice was unmistakable. “Last night, the wolf—he wanted to chase you. He wanted to run you down like a hare.”

Janey only took a moment to process that. “We’ll definitely use the chains tonight, then,” she said dismissively.

I couldn’t shake the horrible thought of hurting Janey. There was a vivid image of her body falling limp as the wolf pounced on her.

“Hey!” she said, breaking through to me. She laid her hand on the table for me.

I clasped it in mine and squeezed, hypothetical worries diminished by the reality of her touch.

“I’m careful. I’m safe. You don’t have anything to worry about, okay?”

I nodded.

“We’ll use the chains. And if you’re good today, maybe we’ll get you chained up extra early. Just to be safe.” She pulled on my hand, tugging playfully. “Would you like that?”

I grinned, and nodded again.

“Hmm?” she said sharply. “Speak up.”

“Yes, Janey.”

* * *
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In the dimly lit basement of the little house by the woods, on the second night of the full moon, the wolf howled. He remembered the little man’s pain, from when the little man had grown into his loose chains. Sometimes the wolf didn’t think the little man was real. Those memories were too quiet, and the wolf’s feelings were too loud. But the little man’s breaking and stretching of growth hurt enough that it made the wolf sad to remember it. He was glad the little man wasn’t really real.

The shackles were tight on the wolf’s wrists and ankles. There were rings in the floor at the corners of the wolf’s mattress, and each chain was looped through one of the rings. The chains held the wolf down so he couldn’t move. That was good. It was harder for him to be bad when he couldn’t move. But it was also bad. He wanted to stretch and run and hunt, and he didn’t know how long he would have to stay in the dark, underground room. Sometimes Janey kept the wolf in this room all alone when she didn’t want to play with him.

The wolf pulled on his chains, and he howled more. Then he remembered that loud howling was bad, so he stopped. He looked around to see if Janey was there and if she had heard him being bad.

Janey was coming down the stairs. She was so pretty, the wolf forgot about howling.

The wolf did not know what a bathing suit was. If someone had tried to explain it to him, he wouldn’t have understood. Putting on clothes to go swimming wasn’t something a wolf would think of doing. The wolf didn’t even like that he had to wear pants when Janey let him run outside with the moon.

So when he saw that Janey was wearing her one-piece bathing suit in a size too small, the wolf thought, sausage. When Janey wore her sausage casing, all her best, juiciest bits—like the tops of her thighs and the sides of her breasts—squeezed out of the edges just like the good bits in a sausage squeezed out when the wolf bit into it. Janey was packed tight into the casing, so her ass was extra round and bouncy. And the wolf could see how much Janey’s hips curved out at her waist.

The wolf really liked sausage.

Not that he wanted to eat Janey. He would never hurt Janey, not for real. He would only play-hurt her, the way she hurt him to make him feel good. And he would only do that if it made Janey smile and she said he was a good boy. He would only play-bite. He would only hurt her to make her feel good.

The wolf was naked—he didn’t even have his muzzle on—and his cock and balls were hairless tonight. He didn’t know why his balls were smooth some nights and furry other nights, but he did know that Janey liked when they were smooth. And, sure enough, Janey was looking at the wolf’s erection as if she and it had made plans together that the wolf didn’t know about.

The wolf could smell that Janey wanted sex. The smell was extra strong tonight. He
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