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    To those who embrace the wild within.
 
CONTENT WARNING:This story contains explicit sexual content, including intense and consensual scenes of rough and primal werewolf erotica, power dynamics,  and detailed descriptions of animalistic mating rituals. It involves adult themes and graphic intimacy. Please read only if you are 18+ and comfortable with paranormal erotic content featuring non-human characters and dominant/submissive dynamics.

      

    

Tonight is the Wolf Moon; the first full moon of the year, a sacred time when the pack renews its bonds and claims what has long been promised. It’s said that under this moon, the wildest magic stirs, and all who are bound by blood and oath must answer the call.

For you, this Wolf Moon carries a weight unlike any other. It is your Binding Wolf– the inaugural full moon since you came of age, the moment your body and soul are finally ready to fulfill the promise made years ago.
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The full moon hangs low and swollen, a cold silver eye watching you from the night sky. Its light bathes the clearing in a ghostly glow, turning every leaf and twig into something sharp and alive. You can feel the pack’s eyes on you–dozens of glowing amber orbs circling in the shadows, waiting.

Your wrists are bound tightly with braided rope, rough and stiff against your skin, the ceremonial knot biting into your flesh, marking you already. They brought you here like this, stripped of all dignity, carrying you through the dark woods until you were finally set before them. Before him.

You’ve known since you were a child that this day would come. From the moment they selected you–when the pack’s elders chose you as the destined mate for the alpha–you carried the weight of that promise deep in your bones. You remember the warmth of the ritual fire, the scent of pine smoke curling through the air as they braided a silver thread into your hair, sealing your fate beneath the ancient woods. You were just a girl then, barely tall enough to see over the table, but the meaning of that day was clear: you belonged to the pack.

For years, you dreamed. Nights filled with shadows and whispers, imagining the moment your Binding Wolf Moon would come. The moment you would be ready for claiming. You traced your fingers over the scars and marks you had earned in training, each one a testament to your dedication. You learned patience. You saved yourself, for this. Every ache in your muscles, every sleepless night, every secret yearning was part of the preparation. 

As you got older, you mastered the ways of your own body. Exploring every curve and ache with your own hands, always–only–thinking of him, of this moment. His claws, his scent, his power. Never letting another come close. You denied yourself everything else, holding back until you could offer your whole self to this moment.

You had never known anything more important than this rite, this tradition, this promise.

And now, that moment has arrived. You stand barefoot in the clearing, dew soaking into your skin, the chill of the night nipping beneath the thick blanket of moonlight. The world is quiet except for the steady rhythm of your breath and the low growls echoing in the dark. 

Around you, the pack waits. Eyes gleaming gold and amber from the shadows. You feel the loaded weight of the wildness you’re about to join. Your excitement grows in your chest. You’ve wanted this for so long.

From the edge of the circle, the alpha emerges. His breath steaming in the cool night air. The scent of musk and sweat and wildness emanating from his rough fur. He towers over you on his hind legs, his powerful frame casting a commanding shadow in the moonlight.  The air between you crackles with something raw, something older than words.

His eyes meet yours–sharp, fierce, and utterly possessive. His gaze draws a fiery heat that runs through your veins and throbs between your legs. You can already feel yourself dampening.

“You’ve waited well,” he says, voice low and deep. “Now, it’s time.”

He steps closer, you feel the scrape of his claws against your skin. His large hand grabs the edge of your torn smock—left over from the way they dragged you here—and tears it free with a brutal snap. His hands move with brutal authority, pulling at your undergarments until you are bare before them all—exposed, vulnerable, utterly his.

The pack murmurs approval. Deep, guttural sounds that vibrate through the earth beneath your feet. You’re exposed–naked, bound, and entirely at their mercy. Your skin prickles under their gaze, but your pulse quickens with the thrill of being watched, judged, claimed. The circle tightens as the wolves lean forward, their eyes drinking you in like a prize.

Your eyes can’t help but drop, drawn irresistibly downward to the thick, red, raw flesh protruding from his wiry fur. You’ve never seen it in this state, and it’s three times the size you expected. You swallow hard, heart racing as the sight of it, rock solid and glistening.

The alpha circles you slowly, predatory, his gaze drinking in every curve and tremble of your body. When he faces you again, you shiver. Cold air licks at your bare skin, but his touch burns where it lands, claws scraping lightly down your spine as he pulls you closer. With a swift, deliberate swipe, he slices through the braided rope binding your wrists.

“Kneel,” he commands.

You obey without hesitation, dropping to your knees on the damp earth, head bowed but breath catching in your throat.

Your eyeline is now mere inches from his leaking red cock. It pushes free from the dense line of fur at his lower abdomen, veined and flushed an angry red, as if the beast inside him demanded release. You watch it throb, the slick head flaring wide, stretching with each pulse as it springs up from that thatch of wild hair. The sheer size of it makes your lips part unconsciously, your instinct telling you to submit before you've even touched it.

His fingers trail across your collarbone before hooking under the delicate curve where your throat meets your jaw.

The rough pads of his calloused hands send a shiver rippling down your spine. Slowly, deliberately, his thumb presses just below your chin while the rest of his fingers curl around the sides of your neck, firm but not cruel, owning you with quiet, undeniable authority.

He tilts your face fully toward the moonlight. You can see the hunger in his eyes, the promise of possession. You feel the sharp twigs and rough earth press harshly into your bare knees.

His grip tightens on your throat, commanding and unyielding, as his other hand wraps around the back of your head. Coaxing you in. The thick, musky scent hits you first—a wild, heady mix of salt, sweat, underlined with the distinctive linger of urine clinging to his fur. Your breath catches as you lean even closer, and you wet your lips, trembling in anticipation.

You soon feel the touch of his swollen head, slick with precum. It’s red hot against the cool night air. You inhale sharply, tasting the metallic tang that’s unfamiliar yet intoxicating, urging you to open wider. The glans catches your lips slightly as it grazes over, pulling them side to side with a teasing anticipation.

Your eyes look up and lock onto his, fierce and unyielding, as if daring you to resist. But you are anchored in the moment completely; no escape, no doubt, just raw, primal possession.

Your tongue extends out, brushing the underside of his shaft instinctively. Swirling around the spiked head. Suckling gently like a babe put on the breast. He pushes himself forward, slow at first, inch by agonising inch filling your mouth. His sharp claws still wrapped around your neck and head. Your jaw stretches wider, accepting more of him, until he hits the back of your throat with a jolt. You gag and pull off immediately, trying to compose yourself.

The watching wolves stir, hackles twitching, uneasy. One snarls. Another paces. The air thickens with restrained instinct.

Your hands brace on his hips, fingers sinking into the course grey fur. Your lips still holding his swollen
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