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​The Wolf Within: The Tragic Case of Jean Grenier
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In 1603, thirteen-year-old Jean Grenier confessed to transforming into a wolf and devouring children across rural France. His disturbing claims of using a magic ointment and wolfskin to become a predator led to his arrest and trial before the Bordeaux Parlement.Rather than condemning this self-proclaimed werewolf to death, the court made an unprecedented decision, citing Grenier's "imbecility" and diminished capacity. He was sentenced to perpetual confinement in a Franciscan monastery, where he remained for eight years until his death in 1611.

The Grenier case represents a pivotal moment in legal history—establishing early precedent for considering mental illness in criminal responsibility. The monastery's approach, balancing security with therapeutic care, anticipated modern treatment of mentally ill offenders by centuries.Chronicled by demonologist Pierre de Lancre, Grenier's story became influential throughout Europe, though often misrepresented to emphasize supernatural elements over psychological factors.

Modern psychiatric interpretation suggests Jean suffered from a complex dissociative disorder stemming from childhood trauma and neglect, his "wolf" identity representing a fragmented self-state.The teenage werewolf of Bordeaux continues fascinating scholars across disciplines precisely because he embodied that blurry boundary between monster and victim, challenging our understanding of human nature's darkest transformations.
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​Chapter 1: The Forests of La Double

The year was 1603, and the dense forests of La Double stretched like a dark shroud northeast of Bordeaux, a labyrinth of twisted oak and chestnut where sunlight seldom pierced the canopy. In spring, fog crept through the undergrowth at dawn and dusk, transforming familiar paths into ghostly passages. By summer, the stagnant ponds bred fever that swept through the scattered hamlets, claiming the weakest among the peasants who scratched a meager living from this unforgiving land.

Jacques Mercer paused at the edge of the tree line, clutching his woodsman's axe a little tighter as daylight began to wane. His eyes scanned the darkening woods with the practiced vigilance of one who understood their dangers. Three children from neighboring villages had vanished since Michaelmas, their small bodies later found with throats torn and flesh rent from bone. The authorities in Bordeaux called it the work of wolves, but Jacques had lived in these forests for forty years, and something about these killings felt different.

"Mind you're home before dark," his wife had cautioned that morning, making the sign of the cross as he departed. "The beasts grow bold."

Beasts indeed. The wolves of Guyenne had always posed a threat, particularly in harsh winters when game grew scarce, but never had they been so brazen, so deliberate in their hunting of human prey. Just last month, old Henri swore he had witnessed a wolf take an infant directly from its crib in a cottage where the door had been left ajar. The mother's screams had woken the entire village, but by then, the child was gone.

The provincial authorities had organized hunts, offering bounties for wolf pelts, but the attacks continued. Men spoke in hushed tones at taverns of wolves larger than any they had seen before, with eyes that reflected something beyond animal hunger – something that seemed almost human in its malice.

As Jacques gathered the last of his firewood, the distant howl of a wolf echoed through the trees. Closer than it should be, too close to the village for comfort. The sound was joined by another, then another, a chorus of hunger that raised the hair on the back of his neck.

"They say a wolf that tastes human flesh will crave no other meat," the village priest had warned after Sunday mass. But the oldest among them, like Grandmother Renard with her milky blind eyes, spoke of something worse.

"Not wolves," she had whispered, her gnarled fingers working at her rosary beads. "Loup-garou."

The word alone was enough to silence a room. Werewolf. The cursed men who, through unholy pact with the Devil himself, could don the skin of a wolf and hunt in bestial form. In the tavern, men laughed nervously at such superstition, but alone in the gathering dusk, even the most rational mind could falter.

It was said that a loup-garou could be recognized by certain signs – the joined eyebrows, the curved fingernails, the strange gait. They were marked by their unholy origins, often born of sin or sacrilege. The transformation required a ritual – an ointment of fat rendered from unbaptized children, a belt of wolfskin, words of blasphemy spoken under a full moon. Once transformed, they hunted not from hunger but from a perverse pleasure in human suffering.

The church in Bordeaux officially condemned such beliefs as peasant superstition, but the local priest, Father Laurent, was less dismissive. He kept a silver crucifix above the church door and blessed the hunting parties before they entered the forest.

"The Devil walks among us," he had preached the previous Sunday. "He seeks the weak of mind, the base of spirit, offering power to those who would renounce their humanity."

Jacques quickened his pace as the light continued to fade. The path home wound through a particularly dense section of forest where the branches seemed to reach like grasping fingers. The wolves howled again, and this time he was certain they were closer.

In the village ahead, lamps were being lit, doors barred. Parents called their children inside with unusual urgency. No one lingered outdoors after sunset anymore. Not since the remains of little Marie Poirier had been found at the forest's edge, her face untouched but her body savaged, as though whatever had killed her had wanted her to be recognized.

The village had changed since the killings began. Neighbors eyed one another with suspicion. Strange behaviors were noted, whispered about. Old grudges surfaced as accusations. Who among them might harbor such darkness? A loup-garou was human most of the time, walking and talking like any other, concealing the beast within until the moment of transformation.

As Jacques reached the village, he nodded curtly to Pierre Boulanger, who stood guard with a loaded arquebus. Each night now, men took turns watching, though few believed a common wolf would approach the fires and noise of human settlement.

"Anything?" Jacques asked.

Pierre shook his head. "Nothing yet. But Marcel found tracks this morning, heading toward La Roche-Chalais. Big ones."

La Roche-Chalais, a day's journey to the northeast, where the forests grew even wilder. Jacques felt a small relief that the danger might be moving away, followed immediately by guilt at the thought of other villages facing what they had endured.

"They say there's a shepherd boy there," Pierre continued, his voice dropping. "Strange one. Talks to himself in the fields. Claims his father was a priest."

Jacques crossed himself reflexively. The unholy offspring of a man of God – precisely the sort of origin that folklore attributed to those who became loup-garou.

"Gossip," he muttered, though he didn't sound convinced even to himself.

As night fell completely over La Double, Jacques hurried to his cottage, where his wife had barred the windows and lit blessed candles. Their youngest daughter slept near the hearth, her small face peaceful in the firelight. Jacques placed his axe near the door, within easy reach, and added wood to the fire to keep it burning through the night.

Outside, the wolves howled once more, their voices blending with the wind that rustled through the ancient trees. But it wasn't only wolves that the people of La Double feared in the darkness. It was the monster that walked in two worlds – the human shape that concealed the beast, the wolf that carried a man's cunning.

And somewhere in the shadows between the scattered villages of Guyenne, something was indeed hunting, something that preferred its prey young and tender. Whether wolf or loup-garou remained to be seen, but the forest would soon yield its terrible secret.
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​Part I: The Wolf's Shadow
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​Chapter 2: A Boy Named Jean

In the humble village of La Roche-Chalais, where the eastern reaches of La Double forest yielded grudgingly to small clearings of farmland, lived a boy whose name would one day be whispered throughout Guyenne with fear and fascination. Jean Grenier was thirteen years old in the spring of 1603, though his slight frame and hollow cheeks might have suggested a child of ten. The son of a poor laborer, his existence had been defined by hunger and hardship from his earliest days.

Pierre Grenier's cottage stood apart from the others in the village, a ramshackle structure of crumbling stone and rotting thatch that leaked mercilessly during the frequent rains. Inside, the floor was packed earth, perpetually damp and cold. A single bed of moldy straw served the entire family, and the hearth seldom held more than smoldering embers, insufficient to drive away the chill that seemed permanently settled in Jean's bones.

"Boy! The sheep won't watch themselves," Pierre would bark each morning, rousing Jean from fitful sleep. The older Grenier was a hard man, withered by labor and embittered by poverty. His hands were calloused from working the fields of wealthier men, and those same hands fell heavily upon Jean when his patience wore thin, which was often.

On this particular morning, Jean trudged out to the small pen where their meager flock of seven sheep huddled against the spring chill. His tattered clothes hung loosely on his undernourished frame. His face, which had never known the fullness of childhood, was a canvas of sharp angles and sallow skin. Dark, lank hair fell across eyes that seemed both vacant and strangely intense—a gaze that made the village women cross themselves when it fell upon them.

"Take them to the eastern pasture today," his father ordered. "And mind you don't lose another. We can't afford it."

Jean nodded silently, collecting his crude shepherd's crook and a small pouch containing a heel of hard black bread—his only sustenance until nightfall. The sheep followed him reluctantly, as though they, too, sensed something disturbing in the boy's presence.

As he led his flock past the village well, two women drawing water fell silent, their conversation arrested by his approach. Jean heard one whisper to the other as he passed.

"Unnatural child... have you seen how he talks to himself in the fields? Laughing at nothing?"

"It's no wonder. They say his real father was that priest from Coutras who disgraced himself. The Devil marks such children."

Jean didn't turn his head, but his thin lips curved into a strange half-smile. The rumors weren't new to him. Indeed, he had fostered them himself, finding a peculiar satisfaction in the fear they inspired.

"They don't know the half of it," he muttered to himself as he led the sheep into the misty fields beyond the village. "My true father was a priest, yes, one who portrayed the church." He spoke the words with a curious pride, as though this alleged parentage conferred upon him a special significance rather than shame.

In truth, Pierre Grenier was almost certainly his biological father, but Jean had constructed an elaborate alternative lineage for himself—one that explained the darkness he felt growing inside him. For in the lore of the region, children born of such unholy unions were particularly susceptible to the influence of the Devil, predisposed to becoming loup-garou.

Alone in the pasture, Jean settled against a gnarled oak tree, his vacant eyes tracking the grazing sheep without truly seeing them. His mind wandered as it often did, filling with visions that both terrified and thrilled him. In these daydreams, he ran through the forest on all fours, faster and stronger than he had ever been in his frail human form. He hunted not with the awkward crook he now held, but with sharp teeth and powerful jaws.

"Jean! Jean Grenier!" The voice jolted him from his reverie. It was Claude Meynard, another shepherd boy whose father's lands bordered the Grenier's meager plot. Claude was fifteen, robust and well-fed, his cheeks ruddy with health and his arms strong from proper work and proper meals.

"What do you want?" Jean asked, not bothering to rise from his seated position.

"My father says your sheep are straying onto our pasture again." Claude stood with hands on hips, projecting an authority that his age barely justified. "He says if it happens again, he'll take one as payment."

Jean's eyes narrowed. "Tell your father to be careful in the forest at night. Strange things happen to men who threaten the wrong person."

Claude's confident posture faltered slightly. "What are you talking about, you simple fool?"

"You've heard the stories," Jean said, a peculiar intensity entering his usually dull gaze. "About what's been hunting children in La Double. What if I told you I've seen it? What if I told you I know what it is?"

Claude took an involuntary step backward. "You're touched in the head, Grenier. Everyone knows it. That's why no one wants you near their children."

It was true. The village mothers kept their little ones close when Jean passed by. Not just because of his odd behavior and disturbing talk, but because younger children seemed inexplicably drawn to him despite—or perhaps because of—his strangeness. Like moths to a flame, they would approach him with wide, curious eyes, only to be hurriedly pulled away by anxious parents.

"Go back to your sheep, Claude," Jean said with sudden weariness. "I'll keep mine from your precious grass."

When Claude had gone, Jean reached into his pouch and broke his bread into small pieces. He didn't eat them. Instead, he arranged them in a careful pattern on the ground before him, murmuring words under his breath that no Christian child should know—fragments of incantations he had overheard from an old woman who lived alone at the forest's edge, who people said had knowledge of herbs and darker things.

Most days, Jean spent entirely alone, from dawn until dusk, with only the sheep and his increasingly disturbing thoughts for company. He had never learned to read or write, had never been inside the village church except for the obligatory Christmas and Easter services. His education had come instead from the forest itself—from watching predators hunt, from observing the decay of dead things, from listening to the whispers of superstition that traveled between villages.

At night, when he returned to the Grenier cottage, he ate his meager portion of thin stew in silence. His father never asked about his day, and Jean never volunteered information. Their conversation, what little there was, remained functional and sparse. If Pierre noticed his son's growing strangeness—the muttering, the vacant stares, the collecting of small bones and teeth from animals he found dead in the fields—he made no comment.

After supper, while his father snored on their shared pallet, Jean often slipped outside to stand at the forest's edge. On moonlit nights, the trees cast long shadows that seemed to reach for him like beckoning fingers. Sometimes he thought he could hear voices calling his name from deep within the darkness, promising him power and satisfaction of the gnawing hunger that never seemed to leave him, no matter how much of the family's poor food he consumed.

It wasn't hunger for food that plagued him, though his belly rarely felt full. It was a deeper, stranger craving—one he couldn't name but increasingly feared he would soon need to satisfy.

In the village, people were beginning to talk more openly about the boy's oddness. They noted how animals grew nervous in his presence, how crops seemed to wither when he passed too near the fields. Some claimed to have seen him collecting strange herbs by moonlight or speaking to something unseen in the depths of the forest.

"The boy isn't right," the village elder told Pierre Grenier one evening at the tavern. "There's something in him that doesn't belong in a Christian soul."

Pierre had shrugged off the concern with the defensiveness of a father whose neglect was being implicitly criticized. "He's slow, that's all. Not much wit about him, but he does his work."

But even Pierre had begun to look at his son with growing unease, particularly when he caught Jean staring at the younger children in the village with an expression that resembled hunger more than any human emotion should.

As spring deepened toward summer, Jean's isolation grew more profound. The other shepherd boys refused to graze their flocks near his. The village children were forbidden to speak to him. Even the priest crossed to the other side of the path when Jean approached, though he would deny doing so if questioned.

Alone in the pasture with his sheep, Jean began to craft a different reality for himself—one where his weakness became strength, his isolation became specialness, his hunger became power. And in this reality, there was someone—or something—waiting in the forest to offer him a way to transform himself from the pitiful, dull-witted child everyone scorned into something they would all have reason to fear.

"Soon," he whispered to himself as darkness fell and he reluctantly led his flock back toward the village. "Soon I'll show them all what I really am."

And as if in answer, a wolf howled in the distant forest, a sound that made his sheep huddle together in terror but caused Jean's lips to curve into that same unsettling half-smile. For him alone, it seemed not like a warning, but a welcome.
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​Chapter 3: The Devil in the Fields

It was the longest day of summer when Jean Grenier's life changed forever. The sun hung suspended in the western sky, reluctant to surrender the world to darkness, casting long shadows across the sheep pasture where Jean had dozed fitfully against the trunk of an ancient oak. His flock grazed peacefully nearby, seemingly untroubled by the oppressive heat that had driven even the forest birds to silence.

The day had begun like any other—his father's rough voice rousing him before dawn, a crust of bread thrust into his hands before he was shoved out to take the sheep to pasture. The other shepherds had given him a wide berth as always, guiding their flocks to distant meadows when they spotted his approach. Jean had felt their eyes on him, watchful and wary, and had taken a perverse pleasure in their discomfort. Let them fear him. It was better than the contempt and pity they had shown before.

As midday approached, Jean had settled in the shade of the oak that marked the boundary between the village pastures and the encroaching forest of La Double. It was here, in this liminal space between the world of men and the wild darkness beyond, that he felt most at peace. The constant gnawing hunger that plagued him seemed to quiet somewhat when he pressed his back against the ancient tree's rough bark and closed his eyes.

Jean's dreams, when they came, were vivid and disturbing. He ran through moonlit forests on all fours, his body powerful and fleet. The scent of prey filled his nostrils—not the dull, woolly smell of sheep, but something richer, sweeter. Human flesh. He had woken with a start, the taste of blood so real in his mouth that he had spat reflexively onto the ground.

Jean's eyes fluttered open, not certain what had woken him. The air had grown suddenly cool, though the sun still shone. A shiver passed through him, raising the fine hairs on his thin arms. Something had changed in the familiar landscape of the pasture—a presence that hadn't been there before.

"You sleep while your sheep wander, boy."

The voice came from behind the oak. Deep and melodious, it held an accent Jean couldn't place, as though French were not its native tongue. He scrambled to his feet, shepherd's crook clutched defensively before him.

"Who's there?" Jean demanded, his voice cracking with fear despite his attempt at courage. "Show yourself!"

A man stepped around the tree, seeming to materialize from the very shadows cast by its ancient trunk. He was tall and lean, dressed in finer clothes than Jean had ever seen in La Roche-Chalais—a dark coat of unusual cut, breeches of soft leather, and boots that rose to his knees, unmarked by the mud and dust of country roads. A wide-brimmed hat cast his face in shadow, though Jean could see the gleam of eyes watching him with unsettling intensity.

"Do not fear, little shepherd," the stranger said, raising a gloved hand in what might have been meant as a reassuring gesture. "If I wished you harm, you would not have awakened."

Jean tightened his grip on the staff. "What do you want? There's nothing to steal here. The sheep belong to my father."

The stranger laughed, a sound like dry leaves rustling. "I have no interest in your father's pitiful flock. My business is with you, Jean Grenier."

Jean felt a cold weight settle in his stomach. "How do you know my name?"

The stranger moved closer, his movements fluid, almost predatory. As he stepped into a patch of sunlight filtering through the oak's branches, Jean saw his face clearly for the first time and nearly dropped his crook in shock.

The man was handsome in a severe way, with a strong jaw and high cheekbones, yet there was something not quite right about the proportions. His eyes were too widely spaced, their color a metallic green that seemed to shift with the light. His skin was pale to the point of translucence, the blue veins beneath visible at his temples. But it was his smile that held Jean transfixed—perfect white teeth that appeared unnaturally sharp, more suited to tearing flesh than chewing bread.

"I know many things about you, Jean," the stranger continued, removing his hat with a flourish. His hair was black as a raven's wing, streaked with a single band of silver that seemed to glow in the sunlight. "The son of Pierre Grenier—or so he claims. A boy who speaks to the darkness when he thinks no one listens. A boy who collects the bones of small animals and arranges them in patterns by moonlight."

Jean took a step backward, heart racing. The stranger knew things no one should know—things he had done in secret, thoughts he had never spoken aloud.

"What do you want with me?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

"I've been watching you," the stranger said, circling Jean slowly, appraising him as a butcher might assess a lamb before slaughter. "I've seen the hunger in your eyes, the one that no amount of your father's thin stew can satisfy. I've heard your prayers in the night—not to the Christian God, but to older, darker powers. You seek transformation, Jean Grenier. You seek release from the prison of your weak, despised body."

Jean felt his knees weaken. The stranger was giving voice to desires he had scarcely acknowledged even to himself. "Who are you?"

The man's smile widened, revealing more of those disturbing teeth. "I have many names. In this region, some call me Le Maître de la Forêt—the Master of the Forest. Others, less charitably, name me Le Seigneur des Mouches—the Lord of Flies. But you may simply call me Master."

"Are you..." Jean hesitated, the word sticking in his throat. "Are you the Devil?"

The stranger's laugh was like the sound of ice cracking on a winter pond. "The Devil? Such a limiting concept. I am older than the faith that invented him. I walked these forests when the Druids worshipped in oak groves and the Romans had yet to conceive their empire. But if it helps your simple mind to think of me as such, then yes, I am he whom your priests warn against in their sermons."

Jean should have been terrified, should have crossed himself and fled. Instead, he felt a strange calm settle over him. If this truly was the Devil, then all the village whispers about him were correct—he was marked for darkness from birth. The son of a priest who "portrayed the church," destined for damnation regardless of his actions. There was almost a relief in confirming what he had long suspected.

"It's not what I want with you, Jean," the stranger continued, seeming to read his thoughts. "It's what I can offer you. What I can help you become."

He reached into his coat and withdrew a small earthenware jar, sealed with black wax stamped with a symbol Jean didn't recognize. "Power. Freedom. Satisfaction of the hunger that gnaws at you day and night."

Jean's eyes fixed on the jar. "What is it?"

"An ointment. Made from ingredients few would dare to use—the fat of an unbaptized infant, the blood of a hanged man, herbs gathered at the dark of the moon from graves where murderers lie." The stranger placed the jar on a flat stone between them. "It opens the door between what you are and what you could become. But it's only half of the gift."

From beneath his coat, he produced something else—a bundle of gray-brown fur, folded with careful precision. As he shook it out, Jean saw it was a cloak made from wolfskin, the pelt still bearing the creature's head, its glass eyes glinting in the fading sunlight.

"This comes from no ordinary wolf," the stranger explained, running his gloved fingers through the thick fur with obvious affection. "This beast was my companion for many years, hunting at my side, sharing in my feasts. When his time came, he gave his skin willingly so that another might walk in his power."

He held the cloak out to Jean. "Feel it. There is still magic in the fur."

Jean reached out hesitantly, his fingers brushing against the pelt. A jolt of something—not quite pain, not quite pleasure—shot through his arm. The fur felt alive somehow, warm despite having been separated from its original owner. Jean yanked his hand back.

"On certain nights—Mondays, Thursdays, and Saturdays when the moon waxes—you will apply the ointment to your skin," the stranger instructed. "Three marks on your brow, seven on your chest, over your heart. Then you will don the cloak, drawing the wolf's head over your own. As you do, you will speak these words: 'Par ce signe et cet onguent, je me donne à vous, Maître de la Forêt, chair, sang, et âme.' For one hour, you will become what you were meant to be."

Jean struggled to memorize the incantation, mouthing the words silently. "A wolf?"

The stranger's smile revealed more of those too-sharp teeth. "Something between wolf and man. Stronger than either. Faster. Hungrier. With teeth that can tear through flesh as easily as your father's knife cuts cheese, and jaws powerful enough to crush bone. You will run on all fours, yet retain your human cunning. You will hunt as the wolf hunts, yet choose your prey with man's deliberation."

Jean's mouth had gone dry, his heart pounding against his ribs like a trapped bird. "And after the hour?"

"You will return to your human form, though the memories of your hunt will remain. The transformation taxes the body—you will feel a great weariness afterward, a bone-deep exhaustion. But with each change, it becomes easier. In time, you may even learn to control the duration, to remain in wolf form for longer periods."

"What must I give you in return?" Jean asked, for even in his limited understanding of the world, he knew such gifts did not come without price.

The stranger's expression grew serious, his shifting green eyes fixing on Jean with uncomfortable intensity. "Your soul is already marked, child of sin," he said, his voice dropping to a whisper that seemed to bypass Jean's ears and speak directly to his mind. "Born of a priest's transgression, you were mine from your first breath. I ask only that you use these gifts as your nature dictates. Hunt. Feed. Bring terror to those who have scorned you."

Jean's hand moved toward the jar, drawn by a compulsion he could neither understand nor resist. The gnawing hunger that had been his constant companion intensified suddenly, becoming an almost physical pain. "Will it hurt? The changing?"

"There is pain in all transformation," the stranger admitted. "The breaking and reforming of bone, the stretching of sinew, the eruption of fur through skin—these things are not accomplished without suffering. But the power that follows is worth the price. And the pain lessens with each transformation, as your body learns the way of it."

Jean thought of the village children who mocked him, the adults who crossed themselves when he passed, his father's contemptuous dismissal of his very existence. To become something they feared instead of despised—the thought was intoxicating.

"I accept your gift," he said, his voice steadier than he expected.

The stranger smiled, revealing those terrible teeth once more. "Then let us seal our pact." He extended his hand, palm up. A thin blade appeared between his fingers, its metal dark and strangely textured, like iron that had never known a forge's fire.

"A drop of blood seals our covenant, freely given."

Jean barely felt the cut across his palm, so entranced was he by the stranger's words and the promises they contained. The blood that welled from the shallow wound looked black in the dying light.

The stranger pressed his own palm against Jean's, their blood mingling. His skin felt unnaturally hot, almost burning. Jean gasped at the sensation, a current of energy passing between them that made his hair stand on end.

"When next we meet, little wolf, you will thank me for this gift," the stranger said, his voice resonant with power. "Until then, hunt well and feed deeply. Let them know that something walks among them that is neither fully beast nor fully man, but something far more terrible than either."

And then the stranger was gone, seeming to dissolve into the lengthening shadows beneath the oak. Jean blinked, wondering for a moment if he had dreamed the entire encounter. But the jar and the wolfskin remained as evidence, and the cut on his palm still oozed dark blood.

Jean gathered the items with trembling hands, concealing them beneath his ragged shirt. The sheep bleated nervously as he herded them homeward, shying away from him as though they sensed the change in their young shepherd. Jean found himself looking at them differently, noticing the pulsing vein in their throats, the soft vulnerability of their bellies. The hunger within him surged, and he had to turn his face away.

His father barely acknowledged his return, grunting something about being late and gesturing toward a pot of thin gruel cooling by the hearth. Jean took his portion mechanically, not tasting it, his mind filled with thoughts of transformation and the hunt to come. When his father stumbled to bed, already half-drunk on cheap wine, Jean slipped outside to the small shed behind the cottage where he sometimes slept when the old man's temper flared.

By the light of a stolen candle stub, Jean examined his strange acquisitions. The ointment within the jar was thick and greenish-black, smelling of grave soil and something metallic that made his nostrils flare. He dipped a finger in cautiously and felt an immediate burning sensation, as though the substance were trying to bore through his skin to the bone beneath.

The wolfskin cloak was even more disturbing upon closer inspection. The fur was surprisingly soft, its coloration a mix of gray, black, and tawny brown. The preserved head still had its teeth, yellowed but sharp, and the glass eyes seemed to follow Jean's movements around the shed. When he ran his hand along the inside of the pelt, he could feel where the creature's muscles had once been attached to the skin, like a map of the power that had driven it through the forests of Guyenne.

It was Saturday night. The waxing moon hung full and heavy in the sky outside his small window, bathing the shed in silvery light. Perfect conditions for his first transformation, according to the stranger's instructions.

Jean's hands trembled as he stripped off his ragged clothes. The night air was cool against his skin, raising gooseflesh on his thin arms. He hesitated only a moment before dipping his fingers into the jar, the ointment cold and slick against his skin.

Following the stranger's directions, he drew three marks on his forehead and seven over his heart. The burning sensation intensified immediately, sinking beneath his skin and spreading through his veins like liquid fire. Jean bit his lip to keep from crying out, tasting blood as his teeth broke the skin.

With shaking hands, he lifted the wolfskin cloak and wrapped it around his shoulders. The fur felt alive against his bare skin, writhing as though seeking to meld with his flesh. He pulled the wolf's head over his own, the dead creature's jaws resting on his brow like a grotesque crown.

"Par ce signe et cet onguent," Jean whispered, the words coming to his lips unbidden, as though the cloak itself were speaking through him, "je me donne à vous, Maître de la Forêt, chair, sang, et âme."

The transformation began immediately and violently. Jean fell to his knees as pain unlike anything he had ever experienced tore through his body. His bones cracked and elongated, his spine curved, forcing him onto all fours. His jaw distended with a sickening pop, teeth pushing through his gums like daggers. Coarse fur erupted from his skin in a wave that began at his spine and spread outward, covering him in a pelt not unlike that of the cloak, which seemed to have melted into his own changing flesh.

Jean tried to scream, but what emerged was a strangled howl. His vision blurred, then sharpened dramatically, the darkened shed suddenly as bright as day to his new eyes. Scents assaulted him—the musty straw beneath him, the lingering traces of his father's cheap wine, the distant aroma of sleeping humans in the village, their blood pulsing hot and sweet beneath fragile skin.

The hunger, always present, exploded into an all-consuming need. Jean—or what had been Jean—crashed through the flimsy door of the shed, splinters flying as his new strength made kindling of the wood. He paused in the moonlight, raising his transformed head to the sky and letting loose a howl that echoed through the sleeping village.

Then he was running, faster than he had ever moved in his human form, his powerful limbs carrying him effortlessly across fields and into the depths of La Double forest. His senses guided him unerringly through the darkness, picking up the scent of potential prey—a rabbit huddling in the underbrush, a fox slinking between trees, a wild boar rooting in the soft earth.

But none of these satisfied the burning hunger within him. His transformed mind, a strange hybrid of human cunning and bestial instinct, knew what he truly craved. He turned toward the distant farms that dotted the forest's edge, where humans slept unaware of the nightmare that now prowled their lands.

At a small cottage on the outskirts of a neighboring hamlet, Jean paused, scenting the air. A dog inside began to bark frantically, sensing his presence. Jean's lips pulled back in what might have been a smile, revealing rows of gleaming teeth. The hunt had begun.

For the next hour, Jean experienced a freedom and power he had never known. His transformed body moved through the forest like a shadow, capable of speeds and feats that would have been impossible in his human form. He killed the barking dog easily, almost dismissively, but found its blood "disgusting" to his transformed palate. This was not the prey he hunted.

When the transformation ended—as suddenly as it had begun, with another wave of pain that left him gasping—Jean found himself naked in the forest, kilometers from home, exhausted beyond measure. The wolfskin cloak lay beside him, once again a separate entity. Blood stained his hands and face, and the metallic taste in his mouth told him he had fed, though on what, he could not clearly remember.

Dawn was approaching as Jean staggered back toward La Roche-Chalais, the cloak bundled under his arm, his body weak but his spirit soaring with dark elation. He had become something new, something powerful. The hunger had been temporarily sated, leaving behind a warm contentment.

In the coming days, Jean would hear the whispers—another wolf attack, this time on a farmstead three kilometers from the village. A dog killed, its throat torn out. A child's cradle found empty, the back door of the cottage mysteriously open. Villagers crossed themselves and spoke in hushed tones about the devil's work, about the loup-garou that stalked their lands.

And Jean Grenier, the dull-witted shepherd boy, would listen to their fears with his face carefully blank, counting the days until Monday, when the moon would be full and the hunt could begin again.
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​Part II: Blood in the Woods
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​Chapter 4: The Hunger Awakens

The transformation left Jean Grenier hollow and ravenous. He lay curled in the damp straw of his shed until midday, his human body bearing no visible marks of the night's metamorphosis, yet feeling fundamentally altered. His muscles ached as though he had run for leagues without rest. His jaw throbbed, phantom pains lingering where it had elongated into a muzzle. Most profound was the hunger—a yawning emptiness that seemed to consume him from within, more intense than any starvation he had known in his impoverished life.

When Pierre Grenier finally bellowed for him to attend to the sheep, Jean rose on trembling legs. The simple task of crossing the yard to the sheep pen required monumental effort. Each step sent shocks of pain through his body, but beneath the discomfort lay something new—a consciousness of strength temporarily dormant, like a predator sleeping beneath his skin.

"You look like death warmed over," his father observed, narrowing his eyes. "Been into someone's wine, have you?"

Jean shook his head silently, accepting his meager breakfast of hard bread with shaking hands. The food tasted like ashes in his mouth, offering no satisfaction to the strange hunger that clawed at his insides.

"Get those sheep to the eastern pasture," Pierre ordered. "And mind you're back before dark. There's been talk of another wolf attack near Contaut."

Jean's heart quickened at the mention of wolves, memories from the previous night flashing through his mind—the forest rushing past as he ran on all fours, the intoxicating freedom of movement, the overwhelming assault of scents and sounds his human senses had never detected. Had he truly transformed, or had it been some fever dream born of desperation and the strange man's suggestions?

The evidence was undeniable. The shattered door of the shed. The blood dried beneath his fingernails and in the corners of his mouth. The wolfskin cloak carefully hidden beneath the loose floorboard, still warm to the touch as though it retained some vital essence.

In the pasture, Jean found himself watching the sheep with new eyes. He noted the vulnerable curve of their throats, the rich scent of blood pulsing beneath their woolen coats. His mouth watered involuntarily. Disgusted with himself, he turned away, pressing his back against the familiar oak tree where he had met the stranger.

"What have I become?" he whispered to the empty air. No answer came but the rustling of leaves in the summer breeze.

When Monday arrived, Jean was consumed with anticipation. The wolfskin seemed to call to him from its hiding place, a siren song promising power and satiation. His hands trembled as he tended to his chores, earning a cuff to the ear from his father for spilling a pail of water.

"Useless boy," Pierre muttered. "Can't even carry water without making a mess."

Once, such words would have stung, driving Jean deeper into his bitter shell. Now, they washed over him like meaningless noise. His father was nothing—a weak, aging laborer, barely surviving on the edges of society. Soon, he would understand the true nature of the son he had so long despised.

That night, the transformation came more easily. The pain remained intense but somehow expected, almost welcomed. Jean surrendered to it, embracing the breaking and reforming of his bones, the eruption of fur through his skin, the reshaping of his face into something neither fully wolf nor fully human.

When the metamorphosis was complete, he loped through the forest with growing confidence, his hybrid form moving with fluid grace through the summer-thick vegetation. The night opened itself to his enhanced senses—he could hear the heartbeat of a vole twenty paces away, smell the musk of a fox that had passed hours earlier, see the heat signature of sleeping birds nested high in the trees.

But these small creatures did not call to the hunger within him. He needed something larger, something that would offer more substantial satisfaction. A wild boar crashed through the underbrush nearby, and Jean gave chase without conscious thought, his powerful limbs carrying him swiftly after the fleeing animal.

The kill was messy and exhilarating. His jaws closed around the boar's throat, powerful enough to crush its windpipe. Hot blood flooded his mouth as the animal thrashed in its death throes. Jean's transformed mind exulted in the primal victory, but as he began to feed, disappointment set in. The flesh was tough, the blood gamey and unsatisfying. He left most of the carcass uneaten, the hunger within him barely diminished.

Over the following weeks, Jean experimented with different prey. He brought down a young deer, its tender flesh promising greater satisfaction, yet still leaving him strangely empty. A farmer's cow, separated from its herd, provided a larger feast but the same disappointing result. Each kill brought momentary pleasure in the act of hunting itself, in the exercise of his terrible new power, but never truly sated the peculiar craving that drove him.

It was during his fifth transformation that Jean encountered the shepherd's dog. The large mastiff guarded a flock on the outskirts of a neighboring village, its deep bark carrying through the night as it sensed the approach of a predator. In his wolf form, Jean felt a flash of recognition—he had known this dog in his human life, had been chased and bitten by it when he'd strayed too close to the flock it protected.

The confrontation was brief and decisive. The mastiff, though brave and powerful by ordinary standards, was no match for Jean's supernatural strength. Its neck snapped between his jaws, blood spurting across his muzzle. Jean began to feed, then recoiled almost immediately. The dog's blood was revolting—"disgusting," a word that formed clearly in his hybrid consciousness. There was something missing, something he craved that no animal could provide.

In the moments before dawn, as he recovered from the transformation in a hollow beneath a fallen oak, Jean finally admitted to himself what he truly hungered for. The stranger in the forest had known it all along, had seen the darkness within him and given him the means to satisfy it. He craved human flesh—young, tender flesh that would feed not just his body but the void within his soul.

The realization should have horrified him. Some dim part of his consciousness, a remnant of the Christian teaching he had received in his early childhood, recognized the monstrosity of such desires. But that voice was faint and growing fainter with each transformation. The hunger was stronger than any moral qualm, more compelling than any fear of damnation.

"Boys and girls," he whispered to himself as he trudged back to the village, the wolfskin once again hidden beneath his tattered clothes. "Much more pleasant and delicate to eat."

The thought should have filled him with self-loathing. Instead, he felt only anticipation, already planning where he would hunt on Thursday when the moon would be full and his power at its height. There was a cottage on the edge of Contaut where children played in the yard until dusk, unguarded save for an elderly grandmother whose eyes were failing. Or perhaps the charcoal-burner's camp, where the youngest apprentice slept apart from the others...

"Jean! Are you listening to me, boy?" His father's harsh voice cut through his reverie. "I said take these tools to Simon the blacksmith for repair."

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
e Tra%ic Case of

an Gremer
By F’atu Cuzak

%\ /7 \\





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





