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Becoming The Werewolf’s Mate: A Story of Steamy Werewolf Sex and Transformation


The dimly lit restaurant sung with the chattering of people and tapping of silverware on plates. Evelyn glanced at her watch again—twenty-five minutes, now. The heel of her shoe bounced on the floor, the menu opposite untouched. 

I guess this is what I get for finding a date online.

Time continued to pass as restaurant patrons filtered out of the entrance, exchanging polite farewells to one another. The night sky grew darker, before a waitress cleared her throat beside Evelyn, startling her.

“Madam, I regret to tell you that we are closing in ten minutes,” she said. The young woman had a sympathetic sparkle in her eye as she looked at Evelyn.

“Oh, thank you,” Evelyn blurted. “Here, take this,” she continued, handing a five-dollar bill to the waitress. “A tip for the wine.”

“No need, miss,” the woman replied. “Have a good night.” Grabbing the menus from the table, she smiled, and walked into the kitchen a few yards away.

A heavy sigh escaped Evelyn. As she stood up from her seat, she noticed the clusters of empty seats around her, and the silence which now filled the restaurant. 

God, this is sad. 

Two entire hours passed as Evelyn waited for her date—some office manager named Simon, or maybe Steven—to arrive. Iced water and a small glass of white wine were her only companions that evening, unless you count the waitress who politely but firmly encouraged her to leave the establishment. Full and round, the moon beamed in the sky as Evelyn departed, and the night air was chilly, blowing across the woman’s bare clavicle. The headlights of passing cars twinkled as she stepped onto the sidewalk and began to walk to her car, disappointment lingering in her mind.

The apartment door lock opened with a click. Evelyn pried it open, shuffling her purse from her shoulder, it slumping to the floor. Before she could shut the door, a gruff voice broke through the cold evening air.

“Hey, you’re Evelyn, right?”

Evelyn’s brow furrowed. She peeked around the doorway to see a tall man standing outside her apartment, his face stubbly and freckled.

“Uh, yes? And you are...?” Evelyn questioned, suspicion flavoring her words.

“My apologies, I’m Claude. I just moved here last week, two apartments down from yours,” the man clarified. A red flannel shirt hung from his broad shoulders, and a low V-neck exposed thick, dark hair covering his chest. Glimmering in the light, a gold ring fit snugly on his left pinkie finger, and the hair on his head fell past his ears, deep black in color. Much better looking than the guy who didn’t show, Evelyn thought to herself.

“Well, nice to meet you, Claude, but what are you doing outside of my apartment at... eleven at night?” Evelyn asked, peeking at her watch again. 

“Oh, I’m just trying to get to know my neighbors. I saw you in the hall as I was heading out and thought I’d say hello,” Claude replied. “Sorry I startled you.” His voice had a roughness to it, like tires on a gravel road, though his tone was warm. Waving a hand, the handsome man walked down the hallway, exiting out the complex door into the night.

Evelyn hesitated before closing the apartment door. The smell of pine swept into the air of her apartment, maybe from Claude’s cologne or shampoo. A smile sprouted on her lips—the man really was good looking. Grinning, Evelyn settled in for the night, changing into cream-colored loungewear, her thoughts lingering on the sight of Claude outside of her apartment. 

The following day, as she departed for work, the sight of Claude returned to Evelyn in the hallway of the apartment complex. Claude approached with his shoulders hunched and his head hanging low, a brown leaf clinging to a section of his messy, dark hair.

“Good morning,” Evelyn called, reaching a hand into the air with a gentle smile. The man’s gaze met hers. Evelyn noticed a faint golden glow in his eyes—she could have sworn that they were green the night before, or maybe blue, but definitely not glowing. My contacts must have a scratch on them, she thought to herself. 

“Hey, Evelyn,” Claude muttered. The same flannel and shirt covered his torso, now with mud spattered on the sleeves, alongside a few tears. His gravelly voice was lacking the warmth it held the night prior. The rough-looking man brushed by Evelyn, his shoulder bumping into hers as he walked past. 

Evelyn’s head clouded with confusion.

“You okay, Claude?” She asked, turning her head to follow his figure. Like a ghost, he had vanished around the corner, leaving dirty boot prints on the gaudy carpet below.

Okay, weird. What’s gotten into him? I shouldn’t have gotten my hopes up from one conversation, apparently, thought Evelyn. With a disappointed huff, she continued her exit from the complex and headed to work.

Exhausted and irritated—as she felt finishing every workday—Evelyn entered her apartment once again, shutting the door behind her. Her shoes toppled to the floor and her coat landed atop the coat rack as she undressed, her tired body desperate to find more comfortable garments and a warm mug of ginger tea. While Evelyn’s job distracted her from the unpleasant interaction of the morning, her return home resurfaced the memory. 

Evelyn sighed. It’s ridiculous to get attached after one interaction, she thought, but she couldn’t help but feel allured to the man next door. Was he home? What did he do for work? And why was he covered in mud and leaves this morning, wearing the same clothing as the night before? She tried to suppress her mind’s flood of questions with a book. The woman chewed on her lip at the turn of every white page. The story, centering a hunky man and an unsatisfied woman tangled in a flirtatious dance, was no help in distracting Evelyn from where her mind yearned to wander.

A firm knock at the door made Evelyn jump in her seat, the book in her hands tumbling to her lap.

“Coming!” Evelyn shouted as she shuffled out from the fleece blanket that covered her legs and made her way towards the door. She quickly fixed her brown curls and adjusted her tank top, pushing the fabric down over her hips.

Evelyn’s heart skipped a beat as Claude’s face appeared from behind the door. A clean, long-sleeved shirt clung to his muscular arms and biceps, and dark blue jeans covered his legs. 

“Evelyn,” he said, a tinge of nervousness in his voice.

“Claude! Come in,” Evelyn replied, shifting to invite the man inside. The muscles of her face fought a grin at the sight of him, his stubbled face smiling back. Evelyn closed the door behind him and as a warmth spread along her cheeks.

“Thank you,” he responded. Though a smile decorated his handsome face, his eyes were practically glued to the floor. Evelyn gestured for the man to sit on the couch, to which he nodded and obliged, and Evelyn took a seat beside him, the scent of musk and pine sharp in her nostrils.

“What’s up?” Evelyn questioned, sipping her cup of tea, the steam swirling into the air.

“I wanted to explain myself, and apologize, for this morning,” Claude answered. He sat politely, but his large shoulders and tall stature caused him to hunch forward, the fabric of his shirt stretching across the rippling muscles of his back. The smile fell from his face, now replaced by a serious, almost urgent expression. Interest danced in Evelyn’s stomach.

“Okay, go ahead...” Evelyn said uneasily. 

“I’m sorry for acting so rudely to you, Evelyn,” Claude detailed. He paused—his clasped hands fidgeted and rubbed together. Evelyn’s heartbeat quickened in her chest. Why is he so nervous? 

Claude continued, “I have a... secret. A secret that nobody else can know of, for my safety, and yours.”

Evelyn’s heart raced in her chest.

“Why my safety?” She blurted, starting to rise from the seat of the couch, but something within her kept her sitting next to Claude.

“I will explain everything—you first must promise that you won’t tell a soul.” The man’s gold eyes suddenly locked with Evelyn’s. A bead of sweat trickled down his brow. His eyes were full of energy, laser-focused onto Evelyn’s, his pupils almost vibrating. This was not mere nerves, but an ocean of anxiety, drenching every inch of Claude’s skin.

“Okay, okay, relax, Claude—I won’t tell anyone,” Evelyn promised urgently. She waved her hands as if soothing the air around him, shifting on the couch to lean in towards his hunched figure. “What is going on?”

Claude paused. A silence fell in the apartment, the sound of pattering rain upon glass windows only vaguely audible under the huffing breath of Claude. He rubbed his hands together once more, which attracted Evelyn’s attention to his fingers—Claude’s fingernails were pointed and claw-like. 

“Evelyn, I... I’m not quite human,” Claude murmured. His voice growled from deep in his lungs. Dark strands of hair fell before his now downturned face.

Evelyn stared at him, unblinking. Is this guy out of his mind?

“I know, it sounds absurd,” Claude continued, sighing. “But you must believe me, Evelyn,” he urged, before pausing. “The blood of wolves runs through me.”

Again, silence hung in the air, heavier this time. It was as if the rain had stopped hitting the window, and even the breathing of Claude and Evelyn had ceased.

Before Evelyn could react, Claude rolled up the sleeve of his shirt, exposing a deep, crimson-colored ring of puncture wounds on his forearm. The circle of wounds looked old, yet somehow never completely healed, eternally scarred into the flesh. The hairs on his arm were dark and full, hiding the scars beneath them.

The explanation for the mud on his shoes, the rips in his clothes, and the foliage in his hair that morning became clear. Words tried to escape Evelyn’s lips, failing, only coming out as short breaths and noises.

“There is more, Evelyn,” Claude chimed, clearing his throat in a low rumble. Evelyn blinked her eyes at the man. 

“More...?” she asked, her voice quiet. A cold shock pumped through her body, erasing any coherent thoughts or feelings.

“Yes,” Claude sighed. “I have been granted the privilege of leading a pack,” he explained. “Though, I lack one thing, and without it, I will lose such an opportunity.” 

“Well... what is it, then?” Evelyn inquired restlessly. Panic and suspicion should be dominating her body, but instead, Evelyn found herself growing more curious by the second. Handsome and rugged, the intense expression of Claude’s face was magnetizing, no matter the ridiculousness of the words it produced; Evelyn truly wanted to know more, and to help him, if she could.

Claude cleared his throat with a rumble again.

“I require... a mate.”

Evelyn froze.

“A mate?”

“And I’d like it to be you.”

Time stood still. Blood rushed through Evelyn’s ears. This can’t be happening, no way.  A werewolf’s mate? What does that even entail? I can’t do this!

“...Okay.” The word shot from Evelyn’s mouth in an instant.

What?!

Evelyn’s brain screamed at her, and her body fought back, a clash of powers exploding within her. Beyond that, though, a sense of thrill ran through her limbs. The tempting face of Claude in Evelyn’s mind quieted all reason, and a fire bloomed in her abdomen. 

Claude’s head lifted, his electric, golden gaze meeting Evelyn’s once again. He searched in her eyes for an explanation, finding none, as the woman stood tall in her seat beside him.

“It will change your life, Evelyn. You must be turned, and
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