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Moonbeast: A Shifter
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Lovingood. This new version is over 15% longer, with tighter pacing
and more descriptive action.
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Excerpt

 


“You promised to stay
inside,” he said, a hint of melancholy in his voice. It broke my
heart as he turned away. I felt bad. Horrible.

 


Suddenly, he doubled over, growling and
choking. I rushed over, touching his back, tenderly. Almost
motherly.

 


He growled, turning. “DON'T TOUCH ME!” he
said, backhanding me. I fell backward, tripping in the soft sand of
the beach, landing with a thud that briefly knocked the air out of
me.

 


I rolled over to get
up but he was on me in a heartbeat, pouncing on my back, pushing me
to the ground. Growling and snarling, he clawed at my shirt with
long-nailed, human-like fingers, tearing it to shreds and pulling
it from my body. Except for my shoes, I was naked, completely at
his mercy. I lifted myself to my knees because he let me. A moment
later, he stabbed at me, like an animal, with that enormous bestial
cock of his. It hit me once – close but no cigar – then a second
time, with such force that it hurt, bringing sharp tears to my
eyes. The third one, though, found home. It found my sweet spot and
he shoved it inside of me with such force, I pulled my head back
and let out a terrific scream...
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Chapter 1

 


 I moved out to the country for its beauty and for the solitary
peace and quiet one can expect, living in the woods, high in the
mountains. I got plenty of the first but the rest went out the
proverbial window rather quickly. Not that that's necessarily a bad
thing...

 


It's always the same when you move. You
think you got rid of everything you wouldn't need but you still
find you have way more stuff than you thought you did. And half of
it, you won't need in the new place and there's a ton of things you
don't have that you will. The movers put the stuff where I told
them I thought I wanted it but that, of course, was not where they
would necessarily wind up after the heavy-lifters were gone. I
worked on the place for two days, going from a small one-bedroom
apartment to a decently-sized three bedroom house, before I had had
enough. There was still so much to do but I needed a break. I
wanted to get out and remind myself why I was out here, instead of
in the city. Aside from my new job, of course.

 


"I need to get out," I said out loud, to no
one, and then did just that.

 


The sun was already
waning, casting a beautiful light on everything. I took a deep
breath of fresh, smog-free air and headed down to the lake, at the
edge of my property. I walked and looked and relaxed with my
thoughts. I could stay here forever. Hmm,
I should get a rowboat. No, a kayak! Darkness came too soon and I used the light on my phone to
get back home, following the shoreline. I'll definitely need a real flashlight.

 


I had a week before the new job started so I
decided to make the walks a regular thing. I pretty much stayed
close to the shore but ventured further down it each day. On the
third, I was about to turn back when I heard a man's voice. “Well,
hello,” he said. Surprised, I turned, real fast. At a glance and
even in the waning light, I could see that he was handsome. Tall
with dark hair and chiseled features. A real, outdoorsy type.
Rugged, I guess you would call him. “I'm sorry, I didn't mean to
startle you.” I told him it was okay and not his fault, though it
was hard to hear my voice over the pounding of my own heart. “You
must be the new neighbor,” he said, stepping forward, hand
outstretched. “I'm John.”

 


It was odd to think of him
as a neighbor, living so far from him. Even at a brisk pace, I must
have been five to seven minutes from my place but his place was the
next house over. I shook his hand, noting how firm and masculine
his grip was. And how big and rough his hand was.
Especially the big part... “Katy,” I replied. “So, John, you live all the way out here
with your wife?” Sly, eh?
But I figured I might as well get the important
information right up front.

 


He shook his head. “No, I
live out here by myself,” he said. “Not married. Don't have a
girlfriend, either.” Then he got an impish grin. “I'm sort of
hoping that was your next question.” Bold
but with a sense of humor. I'm not going
to lie, I found him very charming on top of all his physical
attributes and began to feel a familiar twitch down there.
How long has it been? I
wondered. Too long, came the reply. Too busy with the move and all that that
entailed, I surmised. And sometime before
that, too. Don't forget that. Yeah, the
juices were definitely flowing. I smiled back and mentioned that I
was single, too. I'd say I wasn't sure why I was being so forward
but that would be a lie.

 


He motioned toward his place. “Would you
care to come in?” he asked. “I was about to have some dinner.
There's plenty... That is if you're hungry.” The offer was tempting
but as I looked around, I noticed how dark it was getting. Yeah, I
had a real flashlight with me, now, and the route was fairly clear
but still, I had only been venturing out for the last three days
and didn't know it all that well.

 


“I'd like to. I am
hungry,” I said, “but it's almost dark and I should be getting
back.”

 


“I get it,” he said. “It's
easy to get lost around here when you're new. But what if I promise
to be a perfect gentleman? I won't try anything, I swear...”
Well, where's the fun in that?
“...and I'll even walk you back to your place,
afterward. I love the quiet out here but sometimes I crave some
good conversation.”

 


After a minute of back and
forth, I gave in and do you know what? He did, indeed, keep his
word. He's a pretty darned good cook and the conversation ran from
interesting to profound to deliriously funny and back again. I was
very much regretting his promise when he left me safe and sound and
unmolested, back at my front door several hours later. As he shook
my hand and thanked me for the company (and I, him), he asked if
I'd like to come over again the next night. “Same promise,” he
assured me. Damn it! was my inner reply.

 


“I'd love to,” I said,
honestly, just before a reminder popped into my head. “Oh, but I
have a late appointment in Brockway.” He nodded in understanding.
My mind whirled, though. I really wanted to see him, again. And the
sooner, the better. “I, uh... I could drive to your place from
there. Then you wouldn't have to walk me home
afterward.”

 


He smiled. “I like walking you home,
though,” he said. His sincerity struck both my heart and other
regions, lower down the body. “But yeah, that sounds like a
date.”

 


“A date?” I asked, liking
the sound of the word.

 


“Sure,” he said, backing
away, that devilish smile on his rugged good looks. “You can decide
if it's the first or second, though. I'll leave it up to you.
Frankly, I think tonight was too good not to qualify.” I smiled,
even blushed a bit.

 


“Second date, then,” I
said. Geez, my juices were flowing. I would have killed to invite
him inside but... Maybe it was best to play it this way.
Have I found a guy who says he's a gentleman and
he actually is a gentleman? Surely, John
had to have a fault, somewhere.

 


I was chomping at the bit the next day, even
through my appointment but, like I had told John, the meeting
couldn't be avoided. Afterward, I had to keep myself from speeding
as I drove to John's place, my mind filled with all those folklore
tales of small-town speed traps and corrupt sheriffs. I made it,
though, and the evening was even more wonderful than the night
before. My mind was all a whirl and my body was twice as much. I
firmly believed that in order for a relationship to last, you
shouldn't sleep with someone until the third date but there were
several parts of my anatomy providing some very convincing
counterpoints to that way of thinking.

 


The end of the evening came way too soon.
Actually, one AM did. "Where did the time go?"

 


"Right?"

 


He walked me to my car. “I'd love to take
you out on a good and proper date. Maybe to dinner and some
dancing, this Friday. I know a great little French Bistro in North
Haverbrook. It's only about thirty miles from here.”

 


That struck me as a long distance to travel
for dinner. In the city, even five miles was far and the ersatz
cutoff point for what distance I was willing to travel for most
things. But out in the country, I was soon to realize, it was par
for the course.

 


I have to say it all sounded wonderful,
though I didn't relish waiting those three days until Friday. I
turned to him, putting my hand on his upper arm. Even that light
touch was electric. His firm, hard bicep. His masculine musk... We
were very close, my heart was beating fast and I was struggling to
keep my breath from going shallow. “I was hoping to return the
favor,” I said. He gave me a puzzled look. “You know, you cooking
for me.” He smiled, saying it was no big deal. I ignored him. “Why
don't you come over tomorrow night and let me cook dinner for
you?”

 


He nodded and we hugged. It was the first
time I was in his arms, feeling the soft heat of my body against
his muscular firmness and it felt so damned good. Inwardly I sighed
but I also knew that I wouldn't let him go home the next night
without getting some, first. My mind, body, and soul were set in
seduction mode. He pulled back a bit, though we stayed in each
other's arms, looking into each other's eyes. He smiled, I
smiled.

 


And then, John kissed me! He leaned down and
pressed his lips to mine. I closed my eyes, kissing him back, lips
parted, tongues entwined. Our hands felt each other, running over
our bodies. He crushed my breasts, pinching my rock-hard nipples
through my blouse and bra. My hand ran over his muscular ass,
pulling him against me. I could feel his bulge pressed against my
stomach through both of our clothes. By this time, I wasn't really
surprised at just how big it felt. Mostly, anyway.

 


My heart was pounding, my breath was
shallow... Hands and mouths, everywhere. Bodies pressed against one
another. Hot breath tickling my neck. I wanted him... I had to have
him, now! “Maybe we should...” I tried to suggest going inside but
his hands reached under my skirt and a moment later, my panties
were down around my ankle. A quick lift of my feet and they were
gone completely. He spun me around, bending me over the hood of my
car, kicking my feet apart and lifting my skirt. I humped at the
air in anticipation, hearing him tear open his belt and pants. A
moment passed. One rough hand on my hip, the thick head of his cock
pressed against my dripping void, then he pushed inside of me.

 


“Ufff...” He knocked some
air out of me. “Ungh!” His thickness spread me. “Uh... Ohhhhhh....”
I gasped as he sunk into me, none so tenderly. This wasn't making
love, this was fucking! His cock filled me and stretched me. I
hadn't seen it, only felt him through his jeans with my tummy but I
could tell that he was big. Much bigger than any I could recall
ever having had before. He pumped me only a few times before I
came.

 


The built-up sexual tension exploded
furiously through my body, my eyes rolled up inside my head and I
lost cognitive thought for a moment, only humping back on pure
instinct and the greed for my own pleasure. I moaned long and loud,
free with the knowledge there was no one to hear me but him. When
my orgasm finally subsided, I realized he was in me even deeper
than before. “Oh, fuck,” I moaned. “Fuck, yeah.”

 


He laughed, lustily, smacking me on the ass.
The noise and the sting surprised me, making me gush and adding to
the swamp that was my cunt. He pressed his hard, rough thumb into
the red spot. I moaned and gushed some more. I came again, a few
minutes later, gasping for breath at the intensity of it all, then
again as he slammed into me, his cock expanded and his seed gushed
inside, filling and overflowing my sweetly battered snatch. He
collapsed across
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