                  
    
Howling In The Moonlight

Farleven

Published by Farleven
Copyright 2021 Farleven

More information about Howling In The Moonlight and other stories by Farleven can be found at:
http://farleven.wordpress.com

For the latest information about Farleven's newest releases and exclusive offers delivered straight to your inbox, please signup for Farleven's Newsletter!

Farleven is now on SubscribeStar!  Get exclusive early releases, access to my back catalog and a chance to influence my future work all while supporting my efforts!  Come visit me at Farleven's Domain
Table of Contents
Copyright Page
Howling In The Moonlight 
From the Author
License Page
Howling In The Moonlight
The smell of roasting marshmallows with a hint of melting chocolate tickled at his nose. He took in a deep breath, savoring the sweet smell and letting the memories of so many previous campouts play through his head. The campfire crackled in front of him as Simone fought to get the half fried ball of goo off of the branch and onto the half sandwich of graham cracker and chocolate bar.
"Here, let me help you." He slid over and wrapped his arms around her so that he could hold the branch steady while she did the work. Nathaniel had to fight to keep from taking a deep breath as he held his chin over her shoulder. He knew just how wonderful she smelled, but he could feel his skin beginning to crawl. It wouldn't be long before such a scent would break through his control.
Simone let out a happy little mew as she felt him wrap his arms around her. There was simply something perfect about having a big strong man wrapping his arms around her with a fire popping warmly nearby and the stars twinkling above. He was the same well built man she'd dated in college, and she had several pleasant flashbacks as he helped her with her marshmallows.
"Why don't we do this more often?" Simone turned her head towards his and gave him a little peck on the cheek. They'd been close for a long time, but in the last couple years he'd drifted further away. It had taken almost a month of badgering to get him to agree to this little camping trip. She noticed something in his resistance, though, it was as if he wanted to go, but felt he had to hold back. Even now that she finally had him here, she could tell he was fighting to keep from getting to near her.
"You know how the weather is out here." Nathaniel tried to be dismissive. It was hard enough having her in his arms without adding in stronger emotions. Even though he wasn't trying, her scent still drifted into his nose, and he could feel his needs starting to boil inside him. He didn't need an argument.
She nodded. The weather was often bad up here, and they were just hitting the beginning of camping season. In fact, she'd been lucky that the weather had broke in time for this campout. When Nathaniel agreed to the trip, the forecast was for rain. Luckily, the clouds had melted away and now they had a perfect night, right down to the slight chill that she could use to encourage him to stay close.
"But you've been avoiding me for months, Nathaniel. I know you like me, so what is it?" She gave him a slightly accusatory tone. She didn't want to push too hard. She liked him too, but she didn't want to let him off the hook either.
"I know, it's all me, I've just got some problems I'm trying to work through." He replied. He felt a rush of anxiety and pulled away from her. He didn't know what he'd do if he lost it with her in his arms. He took a big breath and took in the sight of her again. He couldn't deny that she was lovely, even as she stared at him with a slightly forced scowl. He had to resist the urge to laugh as she actually looked far more cute than intimidating. It was just another thing that he adored.
Simone was a small woman, just a few inches past five feet, with a rather lanky figure aside from her breasts. They weren't excessive, but on her small frame they tended to stand out, and she made sure to wear clothes that showed them off well. She kept her hair long and black, long enough to cover her chest, and in the harsh light and shadows of a campfire the contrast with her light skin made her look like some dark goddess.
That fact made it even harder for him to ignore his growing desire. He glanced up at the moon, cursing the fact that he hadn't checked the calendar before agreeing to this trip. He thought it would be okay, She was usually an early sleeper, but tonight had gone too well. He'd lost track of time after they'd finished cooking up the fish he'd managed to catch. They'd simply talked for hours, just like in the old days, and now the moon was well over the mountains.
"Well, I'm here you know, you can tell me. When have you ever held back?" Simone replied. They'd certainly been through a lot, especially in college. Between his family problems and her medical problems, they'd been through a big enough roller coaster to last a lifetime. If he hadn't gone back to his hometown right after they'd graduated to help his parents, she thought they might have gotten really serious instead of just a close friendship. Somehow they'd even managed a friends with benefits relationship in their senior year when they both agreed that they didn't need to add romantic issues adding onto everything else. The sex had been good too!
Nathaniel shuddered a bit as his skin started to crawl. Simone was the last person he wanted to talk with about this. Especially right now. He shook his head at her. He had to get her to sleep now, that was what was important.
"Sorry, I just... don't want to talk about it right now. How about tomorrow? We've got to get up early if we're going to catch lunch." He forced a smile. He didn't want to her to worry, that wasn't what he wanted at all. But he didn't know how much longer he could hold out and he didn't want her to see him lose it.
Simone shrunk back a bit. He was certainly dismissing her now, but she could sense the same conflict in him. She didn't know why, but it was clear that he thought he was protecting her from something. She didn't come here to argue, though, and he was right about it being late. She knew he was just trying to get her to drop the issue, but she hoped that he would open up to her in the morning.
"Okay, tomorrow, then, bub. I don't want any excuses." She handed him half of her snack and then bit into her part.
"Okay, don't worry." He savored the flavors, the intensity of the sweet, warm chocolate and marshmallow made it hard to think for a moment. His senses always started to take over right before he changed. It was a sign that he didn't have much more time. He quickly finished off his snack and then turned to tamp down the fire.
Simone helped clean things up and noticed that he was trying to keep his distance from her. It wasn't hard to miss when it seemed like he was almost jumping away from her any time she got close. She couldn't understand what would make him act like that, but he looked more and more anxious as they continued. That had her worried, but she didn't say anything more before they both headed back to their tents. She'd planned to come up with some excuse to hop into his tent before they went to bed, but given how he was acting she decided not to push it.
Finally, she tucked into her sleeping bag. She tried to get to sleep, but gave up after a few minutes. Simone couldn’t keep her mind off of Nathaniel’s strange behavior. She really wished she knew what was going on, but it was just so out of character for the man she knew. It seemed as if he just became more restrained and anxious as the night wore on.
The truth was, she hoped he’d come poking at her tent door. He’d done it more than a few times on camping trips in the past, sneaking in after everyone else had gone to sleep. Well, on those college camping expeditions, no one really slept, and Nathaniel made sure that she didn’t break with tradition. Of course, he had to sneak back to his tent by morning so that no one else caught on.
It was probably about twenty minutes later when she heard a zipper being slowly pulled open. She couldn’t mistake the quiet popping sound, and she braced herself for him to come knocking on her tent flap. And she waited. She could hear him trying to be quiet as he walked through their campsite. Nathaniel was never the silent stalker type, and she could easily trace his path past the campfire, over the supplies and then off into the woods.
For a moment she considered that he was just going out to take care of his bladder or something, but then she realized he was going the wrong way. With a full moon out, there wasn’t any excuse for getting lost, and she debated what to do for a few moments. When he didn’t come back, she decided that she really only had one choice.
She slipped out of her sleeping bag and then pulled on her jacket, pants and hiking shoes. She paused for another moment to make sure that he hadn’t returned. While Nathaniel could never manage to keep quiet, Simone was a master at sneaking around. Part of it was her light frame and dancer training, the other part was the fact that she was patient and careful.
She headed off in the same direction she’d heard him go. The moon was bright so it wasn’t hard to spot the path he’d torn through the brush. She paused from time to time to listen for him. At least she kept listening until she got near to the edge of the nearby stream.
There was a big tree that had fallen and on top of the sideways trunk she spotted all of Nathaniel’s clothes piled up. Simone stood there stunned for a moment. He certainly wasn’t the type to go skinny-dipping, much less the water would freeze him to the bones in a few minutes on this late spring night.
“Stop.” She heard a gruff voice from the other side of the tree. She turned to it, the light casting strange shadows, she could see a figure slightly hunched over and standing on the other side of the tree. She couldn’t make it out, but it seemed bulkier than Nathaniel. The voice had a strange timbre as well, a roughness that she’d not heard before.
“Nathaniel?” She asked, trying to see if what she suspected was true. Simone didn’t know how, but she felt that this had to be him.
“I didn’t want you to see me like this.” The growl came from the other side of the tree. The figure turned from side to side, as if decided whether it should run or stay. For them moment, it stayed. “I… I can’t always control myself when I’m like this.”
“It’s okay, Nathaniel. Whatever it is, please, come here.” She prodded. It made more sense now, but she still didn’t understand. She needed to know, and if this truly was Nathaniel, she wanted to help him.
“Don’t be frightened, please…” It turned and started to walk slowly towards her. She stood, watching as the silhouette moved, occasionally catching a ray of moonlight. The flashes were not revealing, however, until it stepped out of the shadows and into the opening that the fallen tree had made.
“Oh, my…” Simone gasped as she saw him. She could see in his eyes that this was Nathaniel. Yet, the rest of his body was something else. He was covered in a thin coat of gray fur, his muscles bulging larger than she’d ever seen. His face had grown longer, his nose and jaw casting the outlines of a muzzle as two large ears rose from the sides of his head.
She’d never been one for monster movies or those kinds of stories. It had always been just silly fantasy to her, and yet, in front of her was something all too real. The light of the full moon had left his fur shimmering, the fur of a werewolf. It couldn’t be possible, and yet here she was staring at it with her own two eyes.
“How… What… Are… are you okay?” She managed to stammer as she stared at him. He stood silent, his eyes full of worry. Simone knew what he must be thinking, that she would be frightened or worse, but she was far too much a realist for that. Despite all that she’d been taught, she could never doubt what she saw.
Nathaniel didn’t really know how to answer her. He twisted back and forth for a moment again. His nose twitched as a sudden breeze brought her rich feminine musk to his nose. He’d heard her coming earlier and that was why he’d tried to hide away. Now, it was too late, and he could already feel his excitement rising. He wasn’t hurt, wasn’t in pain, but he still didn’t know what to tell her.
“I… you shouldn't be here.” He tried to take a step back. Simone wouldn’t let him get away now. She closed the distance to him before he could turn away. Nathaniel stopped. He knew she wanted to help, even if she couldn’t, but most of all, his own needs were keeping him planted. Her musk was tickling his senses, and in his current conditions, such visceral needs could not be controlled for long. If she didn’t leave, he was afraid of what he would do.
“No, Nathaniel, whatever it is, I want to help you.” Simone insisted. She couldn’t just let him be, not if he was in trouble. She had to admit that she felt a strange thrill looking at him as well. There was something in the air that was making her heart flutter. She didn't usually go for the muscle bound guys, not so much because she didn't like the look, but the jock attitude just put her off. Seeing him so buff was entirely different, she knew his heart, and that let her appreciate the rest.
"I... can't control myself... not like this..." He managed to say between grunts. Her smell was driving him wild. He clenched his fists until his nail dug into his palms, fighting to keep from doing what his boiling blood yearned for. It didn't help any that he noticed more than just Simone's normal scent, his nose was sensing the distinct aroma of feminine arousal.
He shook his head, not truly believing what his nose was telling him. How could she be aroused? He was a monster! Even though his new nose rarely lied to him, he couldn't make himself accept that.
Simone could sense the conflict in him. Her mind was still whirling with the possibilities and realities of what she was seeing. Nathaniel was some kind of werewolf. He was also losing control over his actions, or he worried that he would. Then she nearly slapped herself when she realized exactly what he must be worried about. That moment of clarity laid bare another question, what did she want? She knew she had better make that decision before he lost his restraint.
"Then... don't..." She reached out to run her hand over his furry arm. She shuddered, surprised by how rough his fur felt to her hand. Her fingers traced his bulging biceps and then slid over his arm until she grabbed onto his balled fist. She wrapped his hand in hers for a moment, until he opened up and then took her hand.
He pulled her hand close to him as his other arm swept around and pulled her close. For a moment he nuzzled against her neck, savoring her closeness even as his control began to slip. He took in a deep breath and tilted his head back and let out a deep howl. He fought to keep from tearing her clothes off. It took all of his concentration not to just ravage her.
Simone could feel it as well. The way he held her tight to him and the ferocity of his howl was making her hot as well. There was a raw energy to the air, and her chest was heaving as her own need was growing. She could feel his hardness rubbing against her stomach, and her pussy quivered. Somehow he felt bigger here as well, and she could barely wait to feel him inside.
She also knew he was still holding back, and that it couldn't last. The way his cock throbbed and the demanding way his hands pulled at her told her just how close he was to letting his animal instincts take over. Despite being held so tight, she managed to start stripping off her clothes.
Her pants were the easiest, but she managed to squirm her way free of her jacket and shirt before he started to lick and bite at her cheek. The feeling of his tongue sliding up from the side of her neck until it slid around the back of her earlobe made her shiver lustfully as she managed to get down to just her bra and panties while his hands pawed at her. Despite the cool evening air, she felt warm in his arms, his heat and his fur were doing all they needed to keep her boiling.
"Oh! Oh, yes!" She gasped when his hands started to squeeze her ass and breasts. She kissed at his chest and neck as he continued to nuzzle and lick at her. Simone felt like she was going crazy, locking the arms of a wild wolf man and nearly naked in the woods. It couldn't be real, and yet it was.
Nathaniel was letting his growing lust take over as he was awash in the taste and scent of the beautiful woman in his arms. When he became the wolf everything was so much more visceral, but he'd avoided people, he'd never imagined the raw need that could build up inside him. He couldn't think of anything beyond his desire to mate.
Simone squealed when she felt him rip away her panties and then picked her up and easily flipped her around until she was kneeling with her naked ass pointing back at him. She fought down the sudden urge to bolt. It was crazy, she knew, she shouldn't let him do this, but as scary as it was, she wanted him to take her. As he leaned down behind her, she parted her thighs and presented her sopping pussy for him.
"God!" She yelped when she felt his long tongue slide all the way from the front of her mound to the bottom of her pussy. His tongue pressed into her slit, parting her tender lips and driving her wild as he lapped at her wet folds. It wasn't like anything she'd felt before, a normal guy's tongue was so much smaller, and the strangeness just made her hotter.
Nathaniel was enjoying her taste. It was so purely feminine that it was making his cock throb with need, but he managed to hold onto a last shred of discipline. He knew he needed her to be dripping wet, so he could take her. Her body seemed to know it as well, and his mouth was soon dripping with the flavor of her hot pussy.
"Yes, please... take me..." Simone panted when she felt his tongue slide off of her and he climbed over her. They'd always been a bit of a mismatched pair, with her so small and him so large. Now, he was even bigger, and even though she was on her hands and knees, he had no trouble holding himself above her on his hands and knees as well.
She panted when she felt his bulging cock begin to probe at her nether lips. She'd never been taken like this. It was so much more than doggy style when a werewolf was about to enter you. Simone whimpered as the tip of his shaft slid up and down her slit until it was coated with her juices. She was going to be truly taken, mated by this beast of a man.
Then he thrust into her. Nathaniel pressed his hips forward, driving into her soft wet folds, forcing her open with one hard lunge. He threw back his head, howling again at the savage pleasure of claiming his mate. Her hot flesh squeezed him, almost resisting as he stretched her open with his hard shaft.
Simone wailed as well, her own cry far more shrill than his visceral howl of conquest, but no less passionate. Her aching flesh parted for him, the raw fullness, making her wild as he began thrusting into her. His cock was demanding, dominating her helpless flesh. She braced herself as best she could as he hammered into her with abandon.
When he started to lick and bite at her neck again, she did her best to howl with pleasure. Simone had never been taken so hard, and it felt perfect. She did her best to work her hips with his, and fought to keep his rhythm. The untamed passion of the moment was accentuated by the unearthly light of the full moon casting everything as a if it were a dream.
"Yes... harder..." She panted and he obliged. She didn't know if he truly heard her or simply was responding to his own animal needs. It was all she could do to keep herself from collapsing beneath him. The pleasure was nearly overwhelming, as was the force of his thrusts. The way his cock nearly filled her to her limits was driving her crazy and forcing her towards a savage release.
Nathaniel had nearly lost all sense beyond the ecstasy of having his cock massaged by her tight passage and the raw scent of their combined arousal filling every his every breath. He was the beast, claiming his mate, taking that which he wanted most. The powerful needs of his body overwhelming every other thought. When he felt her pussy begin to clench around him, he thrust even harder, throwing his head back for another victorious howl.
His savage roar filled her ears just as her pussy squeezed down on him. Simone cried out while he slammed into her. His rough thrusts, forcing her quivering flesh past the point of control, and she felt her orgasm slam into her. Just as the pleasure shot through her quivering flesh, he buried himself deep, and she wailed as it pulsed inside her, filling her with his hot seed.
As the echoes of their shared passion began to fade, they collapsed onto the ground. Nathaniel pulled to his side and rolled onto his back and brought her with him before she could fall. He regained enough of his senses to pull free from her and let her lay face down on top of him as he wrapped his arms around her.
Simone felt like a rag doll as he helped her come to rest. He could handle her so easily, and she was limp from the intensity of the pleasure still coursing through her. It was hard to compare the heights she'd reached with him and now she snuggled against his warmth as she recovered.
Nathaniel could feel some of his discipline return as that first release quenched his animal needs for a moment. He marveled at how eagerly Simone had responded, and he could tell from the way she stroked at his fur covered chest that she was as satisfied as he was. He also knew it wouldn't last. The needs of the wolf were not so easily quenched. Even now, her scent was having its effect on him again.
"Thank you..." He growled as he stroked at her naked flesh. All of his earlier anxiety had turned to relief. He'd worried so much about how she would react when she found out that he'd pulled away. Now, he couldn't imagine being more at ease. If she could accept him like this, there was nothing more to keep them apart.
"No... I never imagined It could be like this." Simone smiled up at him. She could still see the outline of Nathaniel in his eyes, and the slight turn of his brow. She could feel her strength starting to return, and could feel him regaining his vigor as well. In this half form, she didn't know quite what to expect, but there was more that she couldn't resist doing.
Before he could say anything to stop her, she slid down his furry body. Simone, marveled at it, that merger of man and wolf, but she didn't dawdle before she came down to the throbbing hardness of his shaft. In the moonlight, she couldn't tell much more than its shape, and was a bit surprised to see that it still looked much like a regular cock, aside from the length and girth that had been so satisfying.
That wasn't the end of her curiosity, however, and she flipped herself around until she was hovering over his growing hardness, with her wet pussy pointed back towards his face. Simone stared down at him for a moment before lowering her head. She carefully slid her tongue around the bulging tip, and was hit by the strong flavor. She rarely went down on guys after sex, and the tang of her own juices only seemed to heighten the power of his strong masculine flavor.
Nathaniel growled as she continued exploring him with her tongue. The scent of her hot pussy right in front of him was no help either. Teasing him like this wouldn't take long before he'd be forced to react. The pleasure of her lips and mouth on his cock kept him from simply taking her again, but it could only tame him for so long.
Simone knew she must only be making him more wild as his hardness started to twitch in her hands. She tried to suck on him, but only managed to get a bit more than a third of him inside her mouth. Still, she enjoyed the whimpering growls of pleasure he let out as she sucked on his tip.
Just as she started to think about turning back around. She felt his hands grab onto her thighs and his tongue began sliding up her pussy lips again. Simone moaned out as he continued to assault her tender lips, and she did her best to return the favor. It was so hard to keep her focus each time he would press his cold nose into her hot nether lips and simply breath on her. It was just too wicked.
Finally, she had enough, and did a quick flip around. Simone straddled his hard cock, rubbing his length with her wet slit. She threw her head back, letting her hair cascade around her as she reached up and finally pulled off her bra. Now, she was naked in the moonlight and about to mount the hard wolf man below her.
She knew better than to tease him. She pulled herself up, letting his cock slide up her slit until it was poised at the entrance to her wet folds and then she lowered herself onto him. Simone moaned as her pussy stretched around him, her pussy lips straining around him. It was so intense, and so perfect. There was simply nothing she'd have wanted more than this.
Nathaniel reached up to stroke her. Their needs boiling over as she started to work her hips on top of him as his hands squeezed and pressed into her soft flesh. All sense of restraint was gone, and they took turns howling into the night as their pleasures peaked and ebbed.
They rutted and mated shamelessly into the depths of the night. Only the glimmering moonlight illuminating their passions as their cries echoed through the empty woods. It wasn't until the moon had slid below the crests of the nearby mountains that the pair finally collapsed together and slept, satisfied and exhausted.
It was barely past dawn that Simone found herself cold and naked on top of Nathaniel. His bulky furriness had given way to his normal and worst of all hairless physique. She found herself fighting for warmth on his bare skin. She quickly snapped awake and started to gather up her clothes and get dressed.
"Aren't you cold?" She poked at him after she'd managed to get her top and pants on. When the shivering finally abated, she was stunned to see him merely resting on the ground and watching her.
"Sure, but I don't often get to watch such a beautiful woman get dressed so fast." He smiled. It was true, usually she was much more demure in the morning on those rare occasions when she'd spent the night. "Besides, I've gotten kind of used to waking up this way. It's kind of invigorating."
She gave him a disbelieving shake of her head before she realized that he wasn't kidding. "How long has this been happening to you?"
"A little over a year." He finally decided to get up and hunt down his own clothes. "It's just easier if I go out into the woods when the moon hits. I tried staying home once and it didn't end well."
Simone nodded. She could just imagine. He was so much more wild as the wolf, she could only imagine the trouble he would cause in his apartment. "But why didn't you tell me?"
"Would you believe me? Even if you did, you'd probably think I was a freak or something, so I kept it to myself." He came up and gave her a hug once he'd gotten his pants on. "I'm so glad you're still here."
"Well, I care about you stupid, and that was probably the hottest night I've ever had." She gave him a quick kiss. "Now, you have to tell me how this happened."
Nathaniel shook his head. "That's a story for another time. Right now, I'm famished, let's go catch some breakfast."
Simone felt her own hunger pangs and laughed. She knew he wasn't going to have to wait until he was ready. Until then, there was fishing to do. She grabbed his hand and walked with him back to camp. They'd have plenty of time, no need to hurry anything. Except for breakfast, she didn't want to wait for that.
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