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Hunted By The Wolf

 


After four days of riding, Jake was a long
way from the ranch and an even longer way from good sense, but
something about finding his prize cattle with their throats torn
out put him into an awful frenzy. After all this riding, he was
convinced the wolf was screwing with him, which made him even
angrier. The wolf trotted across the plains and Jake followed,
determined to exact some measure of revenge on a creature that
seemed far too intelligent for its own good. The wolf went winding
up trails and barely-there paths into the mountains and Jake
followed him up despite his lack of cold weather clothing.

Tonight, he decided to settle in when he
could no longer see the path or trees. Now the cowboy dozed beside
a flickering fire, trying to keep his eyes and ears open for any
sign of the wolf. Even in his sleep, it taunted him. Every time he
shut his eyes, strange dreams came. He saw yellow eyes watching him
in the night and each time he woke, every hair on his body was
standing on end like something was out there, hunting him.

Exhausted after days of hard riding and
tracking, Jake pulled the blanket up to his chin and propped his
rifle against the tree, making sure it was within arm’s reach
before he shut his eyes.

Sleep fell over him quickly and he dreamed
wolf dreams. He ran over the hills with fresh blood in his mouth,
howled at the moon in chorus, and he chased down wounded prey.
Dreams ran together and then faded into another, an oddly out of
body experience. He found himself watching a cowboy—himself—sleep
by the fire as he paced on all fours just out of light. His dream
wolf-self chuckled.

A growl in the darkness shook him awake and
Jake reached for his rifle, only to find it missing. Yellow eyes
gleamed at him from across the fire and he swore he heard the same
chuckle from his dreams as it stepped forward. He found himself
confronting a huge, sleek creature, dark grey save for flashes of
white around the muzzle and eyes. It stopped just short of him and
gave a low woof and he swore its mouth pulled back in a smile as he
flailed at the tree searching for the gun, but it was nowhere
within reach.

Jake stumbled to his feet and put his back to
the tree, trying to stare down the wolf. He found the strength
within himself to overcome his fear and balled up his fists,
resolving to die on his feet if he was going to die. He threw
himself at the wolf and swung wildly, but it danced out of the way,
leaping out of the side with what he swore was a laugh. Jake
pivoted and punched again, arm flailing wildly and hitting only air
as the wolf jumped out of the way. They lurched and danced around
the fire for a while, the wolf never attacking, just circling
around him with his tongue lolling out, as if they were dancing and
playing the most fun game ever invented.

The wolf finally tired of the game and moved
to the attack, but it was a playful sort of attack. Jake tried to
hit it as it jumped forward to slam into him or shoved into his
legs to knock him down. Large white wolf teeth gleamed in the
moonlight as it snapped and bit at him, not making contact but
keeping him on edge, and the wolf battered and butted and chased
him all over the clearing, and even still Jake couldn’t help but
feel it was screwing with him.

Clouds moved overhead and the moonlight broke
through, bathing the clearing in pale white light. The wolf shifted
as he watched, turning into a huge, powerful man wearing a pair of
battered old pants and nothing else. The wolfman grinned as he
caught Jake staring and hurled himself forward, tackling the
stunned cowboy. A brief and futile struggle erupted and the cowboy
found himself on the grand, hands twisted and tied up behind him,
the wolf perched atop him contentedly.

“Well, Jake,” the wolfman said, his voice a
deep and husky growl, “I’ve had a lot of fun with you, especially
since you came all the way up here all by your lonesome.”



“You can talk?!” Jake was stunned.

“I can do a lot of things,” he said,
stretching out and warming his hands by the warmth of the fire.
“Kill cattle, lead you all over the place, sometimes in circles,
lick you in a fight. And that’s just tonight…”

“I knew you were screwing with me,” Jake
said, sounding more triumphant than he felt, though it overcame his
surprise at finding his foe was a talking, shape-shifting wolf.

“Then you shouldn’t have kept coming,” the
wolf leaned in to check his bindings and seemed satisfied, then
climbed to his feet.

“You killed my cattle!”

“I’m a wolf!” He flashed a wide grin that
even in human form seemed to have more teeth than necessary. “If I
had less of a sense of humor, you’d get yourself killed chasing me
up here. But I’d suggest we take shelter.”

“Shelter?” Jake said, kicking and fighting
against the ropes.

“Mhmm,” the wolf gave Jake’s ass a playful
slap. “Storm’s comin’. Am I gonna have to hogtie ya or will ya come
peacefully?”

Jake continued to put up a fight, so the wolf
shrugged and unwound Jake’s lasso. There was a brief and exciting
skirmish as he bound the cowboy’s hands and feet together, then
heaved him over his shoulder like a sack of grain.

“What about my horse?” Jake protested.

“Mhmm. Can’t forget about him,” the wolf said
to himself.

All Jake could see was the rounded shape of
the werewolf’s ass in the worn buckskin pants, but he could hear
his feet crunching over the grass and leaves. He heard his horse
give a frightened whinny and the wolf whispered encouragement in a
low, silken growl as he untied the reins, freeing the horse. Jake
thought for a moment that the werewolf might be bringing his horse
along, but he heard the wolf give a loud and hungry roar and his
horse screamed with terror and galloped into the trees.

“You didn’t have to scare him!” Jake shouted,
angry but acutely aware of his own helplessness.

“Aw, hell, he just needed a little
incentive,” the wolf said amiably. “He’ll find his way home. That
animal is smarter than you are. He knows a storm is coming.”

He turned and trudged into the trees as the
wind began to pick up, gentle gusts that carried the ominous smell
of an oncoming storm. Jake cursed his stubborn insistence on
chasing the wolf this far from home and shelter.

“If you’re gonna kill me, at least let the
cold do it,” Jake said, hanging upside down and stuck watching the
wolf’s ass as they wandered through the trees. “Don’t…eat me or
whatever the hell it is you people do.”

“You people?” The wolf huffed playfully. “Ah,
hell, Jake, I’m gonna tell you a little secret. I’m not gonna eat
you. Don’t much like the taste of people and you’re too much fun.
If I wanted to kill you, I woulda already done it. But we gotta get
inside before the storm hits.”

As if his words called it into being, white
snowflakes began to drift down from the sky and the sky flashed,
followed by an ominous rumble of thunder.

“So you were just…what, pickin’ on me?” Jake
said, not sure if he was more or less outraged to find out he was
just the victim of a prank.

“Something like that,” the wolf rumbled
beneath him. Jake could see very little except the wolf’s powerful
back and backside, but he had an impression of a cave’s mouth
outlined in moonlight just before they disappeared into darkness.
Occasionally, he could make out hints of a stone floor, but only
the cool air and feeling of descending told him where he was,
underground enough to be out of the weather. The storm picked up
outside and if he stretched, he could see fat white snowflakes
pelting down in great chunks. The wind howled ominously around the
mouth of the cave as the wolf plopped him down on the floor. Jake
squirmed on the cold rock as the wolf rummaged around, completely
at home in the darkness.

“So what are you gonna do with me?” He
demanded, squinting to make out the werewolf in the dark before
giving up, turning his attention to the snow rapidly piling up at
the mouth of the cave.

“Well, first thing was getting you out of the
snow,” the werewolf said, tromping over and dropping an old blanket
on top of him. “Not like I have a ton of supplies stashed here. Not
for you people, anyway,” Jake made out white teeth as the wolf
leered down at him. “But you’ll be warm and out of the snow and you
have the pleasure of my company to keep from going too crazy.”

“Could you at least untie me?” Jake asked
after a moment’s thought.

“Sure. Even you’re not dumb enough to run out
in that,” the wolf said.

He leaned over—Jake could see the shadow
looming over him—and pulled on the rope until it came free. Jake
twisted himself around and upright then skittered back against the
wall. He rubbed at his sore wrists and ankles, mustering the best
glare he could and pointing it at the yellow eyes in the
darkness.

“Now what?” He asked.
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