There was a knock at the library door.

A month or more had passed since Matthias had almost violated the monogamy of his marriage to Allandra. It hadn’t been entirely his fault, he told himself. Phoebe was a were-vixen, able to change forms at will between an admittedly beautiful human woman, a normal fox, and a dazzling fox-woman hybrid. Dazzling was the right word, because for whatever reason, she was nearly irresistible in that form, almost magical in nature. Matthias was a wizard of growing power, but even with his advanced intellect, he had almost lost the willpower to resist. He remembered that night, lying above her furred, naked body, the tip of his erection poised between her warm folds. If he had done as Phoebe had begged, and pushed himself inside her, he knew it would have been too late, but at that last possible moment, his thoughts drifted to his pregnant wife, the love of his life. He could never betray Allandra, and despite every nerve in his body telling him to penetrate the sweet-smelling vixen, he had left her there, stunned.

Desolate, Matthias had told his wife everything. It had hurt Allandra a great deal to hear how far it had gone, but he refused to lie to her. Thankfully, she had forgiven him with time, and Phoebe, who was close friends with both of them, had been exceedingly apologetic. Matthias knew the vixen hadn’t meant things to escalate any more than he had, and he had forgiven her. He wondered if Phoebe had told her own husband what had happened, but it wasn’t his place to pry. It had been months since he had spent any time alone with her.

She wasn’t the only lycanthrope in the town, in fact at least ten percent of the small town was infected. But it wasn’t as bad as it seemed. The first full moon after infection, an infected person transforms against their will, and controlling the powerful animalistic instincts is almost impossible. The town had a task force specifically designed to patrol during the full moon to restrain anyone who had somehow become infected. Once restrained, it took between a week and a month to train the lycanthrope to control their forms. Matthias had experienced this first hand, having become infected by coincidentally, Phoebe’s husband. Now both men were were-deers. Not very ferocious, no, but it seemed to enhance his magical powers. His first transformation, the wizard hadn’t roamed the city, tearing people apart...instead he had skittered into the forest and grazed. If all lycanthropes were herbivores, they wouldn’t have such a bad name.

Most natural born lycanthropes never had trouble controlling themselves at all, much like his wife, Allandra. She had been a were-tiger since birth, and he had quickly fallen for her lithe, muscular body, in every form. But it was more than that; Allandra was perfect. She always said the right thing, and her tolerance and forgiveness were supernatural. Even so, things had been tense since Matthias had almost betrayed her.

That’s why he was surprised to find Phoebe - of all people - outside the wooden door of the library, well into the night. Since that awkward occasion, he had only seen her sporadically around town: at the grocery, watching the construction of the new temple, and around town on his way to one of his frequent visits to learn magic from Lady Novia.

It was raining lightly, the winter frosts having melted into the burgeoning spring, and Phoebe stood nervously two feet from the door, her skin slightly wet. Her eyes reflected a kind of determination he hadn’t seen before. Her clothing was fairly standard, for her, and revealing: she sported a bare midriff under a soft blouse, with a mottled skirt that almost reached her knees, the tail hole covered while she graced his presence in human form. He hadn’t seen her shape shift since that fateful night; she might be afraid to lose control of herself again.

"Phoebe?" he questioned, anxious. Why had she visited him, especially this late at night?

"I...must speak with you," she replied, with a delicate pause.

He was hesitant to invite her into his home. Allandra’s pregnancy had been advancing rapidly, and it wouldn’t be much longer until Allandra was ready to give birth. He was nervous. More to the point, for medical reasons he was "too male to comprehend," Allandra had been spending most of her nights at the hospital in town. The doctor assured him that everything was fine, but Matthias was suspicious. The thought of inviting the woman with whom he had nearly slept into his house while Allandra was away was not tempting, but regardless of what had happened, he couldn’t keep Phoebe out in the rain. From the look in her eyes what she had to say must be important.

"Please, come in. Get out of the rain." He backed up, closing the door softly behind her as she entered. She looked around the stacks of books for a place to sit, but, finding none, gave Matthias a questioning look. The only other room in the small building was Matthias’s bedroom, and he certainly didn’t want to invite her there. He hadn’t been sleeping well recently - that is to say, he slept through the night, but when he awoke in the morning he was still tired. He must be having bad dreams, or something, but he never remembered them in the morning. He was not in the mood for this.

He said evenly, "What do you have to say?"

She looked away, pausing before saying quietly, watching him from the corner of her eye, "I have a request."

Taken aback, Matthias said, "A request?" He was never a man of eloquent words.

She stepped toward him quickly, saying, "Is there someplace more comfortable to talk?"
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