
Call

Of the

Moon

––––––––

Beth Atwell

Copyright © 2025 Beth Atwell

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, storage in an information retrieval system, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the author.

This is a work of fiction. The events and occurrences were invented in the mind, imagination and dreams of the author. Any similarities of characters or names used within to any person past, present or future is coincidental.

This book was written by an Australian author using Australian spelling.

––––––––

Cover Design:  Beau Milburn and Beth Atwell



  	
	    
	      Also by Beth Atwell

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Calder Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Quest for the Rei Mala

          
        
          
	          Demon Spawn

          
        
          
	          Demon's Revenge

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Magical Wolf

          
        
          
	          Call of the Moon

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Beth Atwell

Dedication

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

Chapter 42

Chapter 43

Chapter 44

Chapter 45

Chapter 46

Chapter 47

Chapter 48

Chapter 49

Chapter 50

Chapter 51

Chapter 52

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication

[image: ]


To 

My five Grandchildren

Who I love dearly

Acknowledgements

Thanks to Marnie for being my inspiration and encourager.

Thanks to Paula for her critique and editing of this book. She made it much better.

Thanks to my sister, Nanette, for testing my storyline and starting me off reading books those many years ago.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


I love the moonlight. I spend as much time as I can outside at night, especially in the clearing in the forest behind the university dorms. I actually chose to study Environmental Science two years ago because one of the topics was the moon. Our assignment was to study the moon through a telescope or binoculars, noting the features and its different phases. I found it fascinating. When I was home for the holidays, I used to spend my evenings on my front veranda, looking through my binoculars at the moon, drawing diagrams. I got some strange looks from people passing by and expected to get a visit from the police at any minute.

Here I am once again, in the forest. Tonight is special as it is a supermoon, being at its closest point to Earth during its orbit, which means that it appears bigger and brighter than usual. A supermoon occurs only three or four times a year and I try to spend as much time in the forest as I can. Unfortunately, it sometimes occurs when I have to stay in my dorm studying for an exam the next day, although I try to catch a peep through the window. 

Lying on my blanket and cushions, I can’t take my eyes off it. It seems to call to me. However, I am not enjoying it tonight as much as I usually do. 

I have a strange feeling.

Someone is watching me. 

I look around but cannot see anyone. The forest has gone quiet. Not a sound can be heard from the animals which usually move through the undergrowth, foraging for food. A bat flies across the face of the moon, throwing a shadow past my eyes. I jump in fright. 

Time to head indoors. I gather the cushions and blanket and begin to head back to the dorm. I hear a crack from a broken branch somewhere behind and to my left. 

I look over my shoulder, nothing there. 

I walk a little faster, and I hear footsteps also getting faster. 

I begin to run. Luckily, I wore my jeans and sneakers tonight. The footsteps are catching up to me. I run as fast as I can. 

I hear heavy breathing. 

It is me. 

I feel a blow on my shoulder. It was moving faster than me and the force of the collision takes us both to the ground. It is an animal. It is large, bigger than me. It lands on top of me and I see a pair of yellow eyes reflecting the giant moon. I can feel it sniffing my neck, below my ear. I put my hands up to push it off me. It is covered in soft fur. Really soft fur. It feels so nice to run my fingers through it. A tongue is extended, licking, tasting my skin, sending a shiver down my body. It feels like the attention from a lover.

I have had boyfriends in the past. After all, I am twenty-two. I even slept with one of them. It didn’t last as he was a jerk. Everything had to be about him. Whatever he wanted to do, that’s what we did. There was never a time that he asked what I wanted to do. The sex was okay, but again it was all about him. The number of times I had to go to the bathroom after he had climaxed and fallen asleep to finish myself off. 

The animal raises its head and I look into its eyes. It gazes back at me. My heart begins to beat faster and my breath quickens. The animal shifts its position and bends its head again. It nuzzles at my neck again and then bites me. It hurts. I scream, and scream.

I wake up screaming. Oh my God. I was dreaming. Thank God it was only a dream. I have never had a nightmare like that before and I hope I never do again. It is almost enough to put me off going to the forest in the future, but I’m sure that my love of the moon will call me back next full moon.
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Only a few months to go to finish my degree. In one way, I can’t wait. It will be fantastic leaving the classroom and exams forever. However, it will mean leaving the university dorm and my favourite clearing in the forest. My nightmare hasn’t put me off going there. I still enjoy lying there on my cushions and blanket gazing at the moon. Bathing in the moonlight. My excitement is gathering. Tomorrow night is a waxing gibbous, the night before a full moon. This month’s full moon will be a supermoon. No exams this week so I will be able to enjoy it in full. The moon is predicted to rise at 7 pm so I will be home in bed by 1:30 am. I will spend the next three nights enjoying my passion.

I move down the line in the canteen. Pushing my tray ahead of me, I choose the bacon, eggs, tomato, toast and orange juice. My friend Peta is right behind me. She is a very pretty girl, straight black hair, blue eyes and a lovely figure, shown off to its best in a pale blue t-shirt, dark blue jeans and black sandals. She is 5’4” in height. She is not only my best friend, but has been my lab partner and study buddy for the last four years. We met the first day of university and we hit it off instantly. We have the same interests in study and the same sense of humour. The only area we differ is in my love of the moon and her indifference to it. She loves computer gaming and reading so when I am in the forest, she keeps herself occupied. After all, the moon occupies my time only three nights a month. The rest of the time, we are together, enjoying various activities including ten-pin bowling, tennis, watching sports such as rugby league and hockey as well as studying or doing assignments. 

Peta has a boyfriend who fits in very well with our activities. He never seems to resent my presence with them. His name is Jake Pedley. He is 5’ 11”, dark brown hair and eyes. He is at me all the time to get a boyfriend so we can play doubles in tennis, instead of one of us sitting out all the time. I continually tell him I am not getting a boyfriend just to play tennis.

We pay for our breakfasts, pick up our trays and head off to find a table. Jake spots us and waves us over. As we take our seats, he keeps looking over my shoulder.

“I think you might have an admirer, Lainey,” he says.

“What are you talking about, Jake? Still trying to get a fourth for tennis?” I laugh.

“No, I mean it. There is a guy who hasn’t taken his eyes off you since you and Peta walked into the canteen.”

“How do you know he is looking at me and not Peta?” I ask. “After all, she is beautiful and moves like a dancer.”

“I know that, I am her boyfriend and appreciate all her attributes. I also know that you are stunning, although not my type,” he says, tongue in cheek, with a quick glance at Peta. “The combination of auburn hair, green eyes, fair complexion and 5’9” in height, and legs that go on forever is hard to get past.”

“Hey,” says Peta.

“Don’t worry, Peta. I already said she is not my type. I like a little pocket rocket.”

“Where is this guy you reckon is checking me out?” I ask Jake.

“Over to your right, one row back, six tables up. Blonde hair, can’t see his eye colour from here but looks like he might be about 6’3”.”

I pick up a piece of bacon, turn my head to the right like I’m casually looking around the room as I eat my bacon, and I spot the man Jake is talking about. Our eyes meet and I find it hard to look away. His eyes seem so familiar. His hair is shortish, thick, wavy, looking very shiny and soft. He is incredibly good looking and I can feel my heart speeding up. I tear my eyes away from him and turn back to Peta and Jake, trying to act like nothing momentous just happened.

“Well? Was I right? He is checking you out, isn’t he?” says Jake.

“No, I don’t think so. He is just having breakfast like us. Because he is on his own, he is probably looking around the room looking for his friends,” I answer.

“Yeah. Right,” says Jake. “Ow,” he adds as Peta kicks him in the shin.

“What are we doing after classes today?” asks Peta.

“Well, I’ll be going to the forest tonight. I know that I usually only go for three nights a month, but with a supermoon in a couple of days, I think tonight will be spectacular as well. The moon will rise at 7 pm so I will leave about 6:50,” I say. “What do you two have planned?”

“Nothing as yet. We could have a game of tennis, provided your new friend is available,” says Jake. This time, he gets a kick on both shins.

We finish our breakfast and gather our trays and rubbish and head off. I can feel his eyes on me. A quick look confirms he is staring at me. We put our rubbish in the bin and the trays in the cabinet and walk out the door. We pick up our backpacks and head off to class. When we get to our classroom, Jake kisses Peta and heads off to his classroom which is in the next block. For the first time in ages, I find it very difficult to concentrate in class. All I can see are those eyes. Why are they so familiar? I have never seen that man before.

Classes really drag today. I am so happy to head off to the dining room at the dorm for dinner. Yum. Roast pork, roast vegetables, peas and gravy followed by apple pie and ice cream. Back to my room to gather clean clothes and head off to the shower. I choose a red t-shirt, jeans and sneakers again as I will be going to the forest. Sneakers are pretty much a necessity as the ground has a lot of broken timber that is perilous to naked feet in sandals. Jake and Peta decided on going to the movies. It will be nice for them to have a proper date on their own.
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By 11 pm, I am starting to feel sleepy. I have had a lovely, peaceful time in the clearing, lying on the blanket and cushions, mesmerised by the moonlight. The moon looks almost full, with just a small sliver of darkness on one side. The moon is bright, but nowhere as bright as it will be in a couple of days’ time.

Suddenly, I notice that the forest has gone quiet. I sit up and look around. I can’t see anything out of the ordinary. I hear a faint footfall. I stand up and grab the cushions but before I can get the blanket, a man walks into the clearing. He is familiar. It is the one from the canteen this morning.

“Hello,” he says. “Enjoying the moonlight?”

“Yes. Actually, I was. What are you doing here?”

“I enjoy the moonlight, as well. My name is Mackenzie Owens. Everyone calls me Mac. And you are?”

“Lainey Cadell.”

“Do you mind if I join you? The moon will be setting in about two hours.”

“I always watch the moon on my own. Sorry.”

“I won’t disturb you. I promise. I like to watch it in silence.”

“Well, okay. But you speak, I’m out of here.”

“Deal.”

He settles on the blanket. I watch him for a minute and he completely ignores me. I replace the cushions and sit down. I don’t feel comfortable enough in his presence to lie down. It is not as good watching the moon sitting up. It is too hard on my neck. After half an hour, I have had enough. I stand up, pick up the cushions and indicate I need the blanket he is lying on.

“Sorry. Are you leaving?”

“Yes. Had enough for tonight.”

“Perhaps we could do this again next month?”

“Why next month? Tomorrow night is the waxing gibbous followed by a supermoon. Aren’t you going to watch it?”

“Love to but I can’t. Busy.”

“Mac, can I ask you something?”

“Of course. What is it?”

“Were you watching me in the canteen this morning?”

“Who wasn’t?”

“What do you mean?”

“You have to know how beautiful you are. Surely, wherever you go, guys can’t take their eyes off you.”

“You’re kidding, right?”

“Not at all. You are the most gorgeous girl I have ever laid eyes on.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Will you have breakfast with me in the morning?”

“I’ll think about it. May I have my blanket, please?”

“Of course.” He picks up the blanket and folds it neatly making it easier to carry. “May I walk you back? I’m assuming you live at the dorm.”

“Yes. I do and yes, you may. Sometimes it gets a bit spooky here. Thank you.”

As we walk back to the dorm, we chat. I find out that he is doing a PhD after completing a Masters in engineering. He has one more year to go. I haven’t seen him around before because he lives off campus. Arriving at the dorm building, he pauses.

“So, breakfast?”

“I always have breakfast with my best friend and her boyfriend. Would you like to join us?”

“Sounds good to me. They won’t mind, will they?”

“No. of course not. See you at 7:30.” I walk away from him and enter the building. It takes me a while to get to sleep. Those eyes keep coming back to me.

At 7:30 am, I meet up with Peta and Jake as usual. We fill our trays and find a spare table. No sooner do we sit down, than Mac is standing next to my chair. Peta and Jake look amazed.

“Peta, Jake, this is Mackenzie Owens. Mac, this is my best friend Peta Hart and her boyfriend Jake Pedley. Please sit down.”

Mac sits next to me and empties his tray onto the table. 

“How did you two meet?” asks Peta.

“We met in the clearing in the forest. Mac turned up to watch the moon,” I reply.

“Really? You like to watch the moon? Do you play tennis?” asks Jake.

Peta again kicks him under the table.

“Love the moon. Been involved with it for seven years now. And yes, I do play tennis. Is that a requirement for having breakfast with you?” says Mac.

“Sorry. Ignore Jake. Tennis is an inside joke with us,” says Peta.

We indulge in light chatter for the rest of the breakfast. Mac seems to fit in well with our little group. He appears to have the same type of humour as us and he keeps us in stitches with his tales of the engineering mishaps of his ex-lab partner. All too soon, it is time to go to class so we go through the routine of packing up and departing the canteen. Mac says goodbye, makes arrangements to see me at breakfast two days after the waning gibbous and heads off to his study area to work on his PhD while Peta and I head off to Maths and Jake to Physics.
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It is the night of the waxing gibbous. The moon rose at 7:50 pm and I have been lying on my blanket absorbing the beauty of the moonlight, which is bright, but tomorrow night, will be amazing. A shadow passes over my face and I look up into the face of a hideous animal. Before I can move, it is on me, holding my shoulders to the blanket. Its weight prevents me from moving the rest of my body. I open my mouth to scream, and it lowers its head to nuzzle my throat. This is starting to be all too familiar. Am I dreaming again? Did I drop off to sleep? I look up into its face to try to work out what kind of animal it is. I am struck by the familiar yellow glowing eyes. How do I know those eyes? 

I feel a bite on my shoulder. It doesn’t hurt like in my dream. In fact, it sort of turns me on. After biting me, the creature licks the wound. I find myself climaxing hard. My hands are roaming over its body. The fur feels just like in my dream, very soft. It is cream in colour. The beast’s hands, hands? are roaming over my body as well. The claws at the end of its fingers prickle just enough to add danger to the experience. I have never felt anything like this before. What is wrong with me? It lowers its head and licks my breasts. I again climax strongly.

The creature tears itself away from me and runs off into the trees. I get a good look at it, thanks to the bright moonlight. It stands upright about 7’ tall, slightly hunched over, cream in colour. It has human-like hands with claws instead of finger nails and its feet are shaped something like a dog’s. Its head is shaped very much like a dog or a wolf, with elongated snout and sharp teeth. What is it? I have never heard of an animal like this, especially in this area.

I decide to go home as my adventure has spoiled my love of the moonlight for now. I gather the blanket and cushions and realise that my t-shirt has been torn open along with my bra. I wrap the blanket around me to preserve my modesty in case I run into anyone. My breasts feel tender with tiny scratches covering them both. My senses are heightened and I become aware of every small creature foraging in the undergrowth. I make it back to my dorm room without meeting anybody. I grab my pyjamas and go for another shower. I look into the mirror and there is no sign of a bite on my shoulder, nor scratch marks on my breasts. Have I been dreaming again? I place my torn clothes in the rubbish bin and my jeans and wet undies in the laundry hamper.

This morning, I wake up feeling feverish. I take a couple of paracetamol tablets, get dressed and head off to breakfast. I run into Peta outside the dorm as usual and we set off to the canteen, meeting Jake who saved a table for us. I look around for Mac but don’t see him. I feel a stab of disappointment even though he had said that he wouldn’t see me for several days.

Luckily, today is Saturday so we don’t have to go to class. Peta and I dress in the colours of Jake’s hockey team and head off to watch his game. Even taking regular doses of paracetamol to try to knock this virus on the head is not working. I am feeling lousy and getting worse as the day goes by. No matter how bad I get, it won’t stop me from seeing the supermoon tonight.

The moon will rise at 8:40 tonight, so after dinner, which I hardly touch, I have a nap. Waking up at 8:30, I quickly dress in a cotton buttoned-up shirt, leaving my bra off. I have the body for going bra-less but very rarely do. I add a skirt tonight and sneakers and I am ready. I grab my blanket and cushions and head out to my clearing.  I lay the blanket on the ground, arrange the cushions and lie down. My excitement level is way up. I have seen supermoons before so why am I feeling like this? Could I be hoping for the creature to come to me again tonight? Will I be disappointed if it doesn’t come?

Two hours have gone by. I am totally mesmerized by the moonlight. The moon is huge and very bright but is starting to turn red. I had no idea that an eclipse was going to occur tonight. This is a rare event. In another hour, the moon is totally red. What an incredible sight. I hear a noise and my pulse increases. Is it the creature? I sit up and turn around. Mac is walking towards me. He is totally naked! His eyes capture me and suddenly, I recognise them. They are the eyes of the creature. He slowly walks towards me. I can’t move. I am frozen in place.

He reaches me and lies me down on the cushions. He joins me and begins kissing me. I find myself kissing him back, my fingers running through his hair. He opens my shirt, exposing my breasts to his gaze. 

He bends his head and takes one nipple into his mouth and sucks strongly. His hand is gently squeezing my other breast, rubbing his thumb over the nipple which has become a hard nub. He adjusts his body so that he is lying between my legs which I had unconsciously spread apart. I can feel his erection prodding at me and I wrap my legs around him, my skirt riding around my waist. He reaches down and tears my undies off. He begins kissing me again and enters me strongly. It is a while since I have had sex but I am ready for him. We move in synchronicity, the rhythm increasing as the tension builds. He bites me on the shoulder and I can’t hold off any longer and explode with the best climax I have ever experienced. Another few thrusts, and he, too, climaxes. He lays down beside me, cradling me in the spooning position, his left arm under my head and his right hand cupping my breast. Again, his thumb is not still.

I find myself wanting more. I throw myself into a sitting position, encouraging Mac to roll onto his back. I straddle him and I can see that he is ready to go again, just like me. I place myself over his manhood, and sink down as low as I can go. He involuntarily gives a thrust from his hips. I begin to ride him, throwing my head back, forcing closer contact. His hands are on both my breasts, thumbs busy. I open my eyes and stare at the blood supermoon. He moves one hand to rub my special private place and I scream his name as I come. He looks up at the moon and sees that the total eclipse is over. The blood red shadow is moving off the moon from one side and the bright yellow light is starting to come through. 

He pushes me off him and rolls away. Getting to his feet, he runs across the clearing and into the trees. I hear painful moaning. Is that Mac? I get up and chase after him. What can have happened to him? Why is he in pain? I make it into the trees but can’t find any sign of him. I search for a good while, but eventually have to give up. I return to the blanket, do up my buttons, gather my stuff and head back home.
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It is Sunday morning and I can hardly lift my head off the pillow. My fever is sky-high, my throat is sore and I can’t even get out of bed to get my paracetamol. There is a knock on the door, and I croak, “Come in.”

The door opens and Peta sticks her head in. “Are you alright, Lainey?”

“No. I feel awful. I have a virus. I am feverish and have a sore throat. Can you get me a glass of water and some ibuprofen, please. I have been taking paracetamol but I am just getting worse.”

“You poor thing. Here you go,” she says as she hands me two tablets and a glass of water. Do you need a hand?”

“Can you help me to the bathroom, please. I don’t think I can make it by myself.”

“Do you want a shower? You are covered in sweat and your pyjamas are dripping.”

“I don’t think I can stand in the shower long enough,” I say.

“That’s okay. I will help you. It’s not as if you have never showered me before. Nice to be able to reciprocate,” she says.

She looks through my dresser draws and gets me a pair of clean pyjamas. She finds my toiletry bag and scoops my towel off the rack. She puts her arm around me and helps me up and guides me down the hall to the bathroom. She helps me undress, and under the warm water. She lathers my hair with shampoo and washes my body. I am too sick to be embarrassed. She rinses me off and dries and dresses me. I must admit, I feel much better. We make it back to my room where she strips the sheets off my bed and replaces them with clean ones. I get into bed and find myself dropping off to sleep again. The effort of showering taking too much energy.

Peta gathers the dirty sheets and the dirty clothes in the hamper and heads off to the laundry. She also grabs the clothes out of the rubbish bin, thinking that I was so sick I put them in the wrong container. In the laundry room, she sorts the clothes to put in the machine. She is shocked to find the ripped t-shirt, the torn apart bra and undies. She can also smell sex on the clothes. Has Lainey been raped? Should she tell Jake or wait until Lainey is better and can answer some questions? She puts the ruined clothes aside in case they are needed for evidence.

I wake up in time for dinner. I am starving, having not eaten since dinner last evening, and I hardly touched that. I get dressed and as I open my door, I catch Peta about to knock. We laugh and head off to the dining room. Sweet and sour chicken and noodles, followed by caramel tart is on offer tonight. After dinner, the three of us go to the movies. I had decided that I was going to skip going to the forest tonight for the waning gibbous because of the virus, but I am feeling much better and Mac might come. Or the creature. I don’t know which one I am more excited about. I have to go.

I leave Peta and Jake at the movies and hurry back to my room. The moon is rising at 9:10 tonight and I have only fifteen minutes to get there if I want to see it rise. As the moon peeps over the horizon, I can feel the excitement rising. Lying on the blanket, my eyes glued to the moon, my thoughts wandering to the last two nights. Will he come? I am ready for him. I didn’t wear underwear tonight. I have a button-up shirt and a skirt on again as it worked so well last night. No one has ever bothered me here beside Mac. I sit up and remove my clothes. If anyone happens to come, I can always wrap myself in the blanket.

The moon is now high in the sky and there has been no sign of Mac nor the creature. I am feeling feverish again but not from the virus this time. I am so ready for Mac.  But he doesn’t come. I wait for two more hours and then get dressed, pack up and go home. I slip into bed and cry out my frustration.
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After breakfast and dropping Jake off at class, Peta leads me to a bench seat under some trees.

“Lainey, I don’t want to pry but I am worried about you,” she begins. “When you were so sick and I helped you have a shower, I found the damaged clothes you threw out. I have to ask. Were you raped?”

“No, Peta but I don’t want to talk about it right now. It is too new and I don’t know what it all means yet. All I can say is that I had mind-blowing sex and I hope I can experience it many times in the future.”

“Was it Mac?”

“Sorry Peta. You are my best friend, but this? Too private for now.”

“Ok, but you know I am here for you. I love you, Lainey.”

“Thanks, Peta. I know you are here for me. I love you, too.”

We head off to class where we have an Organic Chemistry Lab today. These lessons are always fun. One of the boys keeps us amused with his antics. His idea is that you just add the chemicals together without measuring them too precisely, hence ‘bucket chemistry’. His idea is also that if you get 49% you are not working hard enough, 51% working too hard, 50% hit it just right. 

Next, we have Statistics. I hate this subject, but it is part of the degree so I have to suffer through it. I don’t think Peta likes it either but, at
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