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The night was alive.

 

A human cannot truly understand what it means
to run through the forest on soft paws, crashing through the
underbrush and chasing down prey. A human can’t feel the simple
glory of the cold night air filling your lungs and carrying the
scents of every living thing surrounding you.

 

It was quite a good thing then, that I was no
longer human.

 

Once upon a time, I was called William. I
lived a simple existence where each day bled into the next in and
endless tide of sameness. I knew no other life, and I probably
never would have if Steven had not stepped into my world. Dark-eyed
Steven, with his wicked smile, had turned my life inside out, and I
could never thank him enough.

 

We galloped through every square mile of that
never ending forest that first night. The thick pine branches
shielded us from the eyes of any villagers that might have taken it
upon themselves to investigate the howling. Once I would have been
frightened of the darkness. The trees would have loomed like
terrifying figures in the night, their branches reaching our to
capture me like spectral arms. William’s world was so small.

 

But now I was a wolf, and the night shone
bright as day to my wolf’s eyes.

 

That night was the beginning of our new life
together, and when the sun rose and our wolf bodies melted back
into our old selves, he took my hand with the gracious manners of a
gentleman and asked, “Will you walk with me?”

 

“I will,” I answered,
sensing that his question was less about a morning stroll and more
about walking by his side through the world.

 

He lead me to a small clearing where two
horses were tethered to a tree. One was a tall slender chestnut and
the other was a smaller dark bay. Both horses nickered in greeting
when Steven came into view, but Steven’s attention was on other
things. I found my back pressed against one of the trees as he
kissed me with abandon, his tongue searching every inch of my
mouth.

 

Steven tasted of freedom and the cold night
air, and for the first time since I had shifted back to my human
body, I was aware of my nudity. Steven’s cock was hard and fit
easily between my legs, pressing against my own stiffening member.
I widened my stance in invitation, leaning back against the tree
and welcoming him to rut against me.

 

That first thrust almost buckled my knees as
Steven’s cock pressed against my own. The pleasure I had felt when
Steven fucked me as a human was intensified tenfold by my wolf’s
senses. The rough bark scratched my back, and that tiny bit of pain
was the perfect counterpart to the pleasure. Steven’s hand snaked
between us to probe my entrance, still slick from where he had
taken me before our transformation. My walls clenched around his
fingers and, finding me ready, he used his supernatural strength to
lift me up just enough to impale my body on his cock.

 

I groaned loudly in pleasure, hearing the
bark splinter under my fingers as I gripped the tree as Steven
began a driving rhythm into me. He had claimed me as a human, now
he was claiming me as a wolf. 

 

“You. Are. Mine,” he
growled, punctuating each word by driving his cock deeper into my
ass.

 

“Yesssss,” I hissed, his
possessiveness arousing me even more. I wrapped my leg around
Steven’s slim waist, pulling him closer as an orgasm shook through
me and my come painted stripes across his stomach. I clung to his
shoulders as the tremors threatened to send me to the
ground.

 

Steven groaned and slammed forward once,
twice and emptied himself into me with a cry of my name.

 

We stood there for a long moment, gasping for
breath in the cool morning. Steven kissed me again, a light, almost
chaste kiss on my lips before walking to the horses and returned
with a saddlebag. He handed me a soft white shirt and a pair of
trousers made of fine black cloth and I could only stare and the
beautiful things I held in my hand. I’d never had anything nicer
than rough, homespun wool in my life, and now these things were
mine.

 

“Where would like to go, my
William?” he asked, helping me into the saddle of the bay and
pressing his lips to mine in a lingering kiss before settling onto
his own horse.

 

I paused for thought. No one had ever asked
me what I wanted.

 

“Vienna,” I said. “Let’s go
to Vienna.”

 

Steven’s face broke into a smile. “As you
wish.”

 

***

 

We rode across the countryside for a day and
a night before stopping to rest in a village not much larger than
my own had been. The inn was small but the beer was cool and the
thick beef stew the inkeeper served us quickly chased the chill
from our bones.
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