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It was only the beginning of their four day,
500-mile mountain climbing trip and Rachel was already so excited
she could almost burst. A trip with some of her best girl friends
was just what she needed to take her mind off her endless dating
troubles. No men, and especially no boys, allowed. She wanted to
make the rule that they couldn’t even talk about guys or
relationships at all during the trip, but she knew that was too
hard to accomplish. They were still females, after all.

Rachel’s last relationship had ended recently
and it was all she could do to try and stop thinking about it. She
was swearing off all men for the time being, she couldn't handle
any more disappointment for a while.

This wasn’t just any girl's trip. Rachel and
her friends weren’t like other women they knew. They didn’t go
shopping or go to spas and get manicures. They didn't go on
vacations to beaches to lay dormant on the sand, watching hairless
men in Speedos, getting pointless tans around the rims of their
expensive sunglasses. They were adventurers. They wanted to run,
jump, sweat and feel the heat of the sun. They loved the satisfying
burn that emanated from deep within their stressed muscle fibers.
They wanted to get lost and to get dirty, and go to sleep hearing
the rustle of the leaves outside instead of the rush of traffic.
Most of all they needed a challenge.

Burning energy surrounded by her best friends
in the world, was the greatest thing she could think of to distract
her from what was shaping up to be a very dry spell in her love
life. She was getting older, and she was starting to feel the
anxious ticking of her biological clock. She wanted to have kids
one day, to give birth, to experience the full cycle of natural
life and reproduction, but she didn’t want to copulate with just
anyone. The sterile and upstanding men she dated in the city were
all too clean-cut, too vanilla, and too weak.

These men didn’t deserve for her to carry on
their seed. Rachel didn’t want to slow the pace of her life for
some man-child whose greatest ambition is to sit on the couch and
watch other people play sports.

Rachel’s friends Michele, Emily, and Katie
weren’t quite as adept at rock climbing as Rachel was, but they did
have one thing in common - they were all single. And they were all
tired of the same bullshit.

The cabin they rented far up in the reaches
of Sequoia National Park was not some fancy chalet or cushy
get-away house. There was no electricity and barely any running
water. The only mini-bar was the one they brought themselves, and
the beds were more like cots, with scratchy warm blankets and
pillows that felt almost like they were stuffed with straw. If they
were going to be in the forest, they were going to do it right. No
television, no men and no crying.

They made a hearty meal of tough bread,
sausages and soup, and each of them poured at least an inch of
whiskey into the metal canteens they had brought along. The next
morning they would start their grueling climb to the top of the
first cliff, but tonight they were going to start off by having a
little fun.

The sun was beginning to set behind the
trees. The girls lit candles and the smell of hot wax emanated
throughout the cabin. They talked about their waning love lives,
the last men they had been with, all the things they liked and
disliked about their jobs. As the whiskey was flowing and their
cheeks started to flush, their conversation got a little
bolder.

“Okay Katie, truth or dare?” asked
Rachel.

“Truth.”

“How many times a day do you masturbate?”

The ladies all fidgeted uncomfortably. Even
grown women sometimes felt silly talking about certain things, even
if they all did it themselves.

“Ha ha,” said Katie. “Very funny. Like I
would ever tell you perverts.”

“Come on, you know us! We’re like your
sisters, you should be comfortable talking to us about anything,”
Rachel pushed.

“Fine,” she said. She thought about what she
had done just that morning, in the shower, before she had gotten in
the car for the trip, “At least twice a day, and in the summer
sometimes more.” Katie turned bright red.

The girls erupted with laughter. They all
agreed that satisfying themselves was something they did regularly,
but talking about it in a group got them strangely riled up.

“Your turn, Rachel. Truth or dare?” Michelle
asked, mercifully taking the heat off Katie.

“Truth.”

“Have you ever masturbated with something
other than a dildo?”

“No way!” she said, as a reflex, without even
thinking about if it was true. She was trying not to think about
what would fit inside her vagina on this trip. But, she realized,
some thoughts were harder to push away.

“Not even with a cucumber?” Emily laughed,
cracking up and almost spilling her drink.

Rachel thought about it some more, she was
the one turning bright red now. She remembered a few times she and
her roommate at Cal State had gotten drunk and feisty with an empty
beer bottle. Corona, she remembered, had the longest neck. Modelo
was the thickest one. But all of them were cold and lifeless.
Playful, sure, but not arousing. Man those were some wild and crazy
times, Rachel could hardly recognize the girl from her college
years.

“I don’t know, maybe in college? I don’t
really remember," she said evasively.

“Once I used a hairbrush,” said Emily. She
was usually the first to open up to the group in any conversation.
“I was trying to tease this guy I was fucking. I wanted to show him
what I could do to myself and get him really riled up so I made him
a video. He went crazy for it.”

They made a list of things they had used to
penetrate themselves when there was no one else around to do it for
them, the weirdest by far was Emily's admission of once using a
hotel travel-sized shampoo bottle. It was a desperate situation she
pleaded.

“Once I rolled up a sheet and used it,” said
Katie.

“I will admit, I do touch myself a lot. But
it is not the same, though,” said Michele, “as it is with a
man.”

The other girls nodded in agreement. One by
one they all got the glazed look of someone who was imagining
something far more visceral than could be played out in decent
conversation. Even a conversation among close friends.

“I mean sure, you can orgasm. But nothing
beats the warm hard feeling of someone coming inside you. Let’s not
kid ourselves, it is still just like fucking a mirror.”

She was right, Rachel thought. Of course
there was nothing better than a real, rough and tumble man. With
his sweat and strength and hair rubbing her chest raw as he
straddled her.

“It's not that there aren’t any men out
there,” Rachel said. “We’ve all had our fair share of dicks and
johnsons. It's just that none of them are tough enough. None of
them can climb as far or as fast as we do. None of the city boys we
date like to get dirty. I don’t want to be the wildest one in bed,
do you know what I mean?”

The other ladies knew exactly what Rachel was
talking about. They all echoed back to her, “yes," and “hell yeah!"
They were getting riled up, the whiskey bottle had a good sized
dent in it by now.

“That's why we’re here,” said Katie, and she
held up her canteen for a group toast. “To the masculine energy of
the wilderness!”

Michelle roared, “To finding our even wilder
sides!"

They all took long sips, reaching the bottom
of the whiskey faster than they’d hoped. Rachel went around to
refill all of their containers with as much as they would hold.
This weekend was about pushing their limits after all.

“What is it about the forests of the west
coast that bring out the wildness in people?” said Emily already
slurring some of her words. “One time when I was a teenager, I came
camping here with my family. We were staying in two tents, the kids
in one and my sister and me in another one. When they thought we
were asleep, I could hear my parents having sex. It was the loudest
and craziest I had ever heard anyone going at it. To this day, I
cannot get those sounds out of my head. They were like animals,
like dogs.”

After that, they took turns telling stories
about the craziest thing they had ever experienced in the outdoors.
Katie told them about her first time at Girl Scout camp. She was
ten years old and they had been sleeping five to a tent, with the
camp leader in her own tent a few feet away.

“Late into the night we heard a rumbling
outside the tent,” said Katie. “We were all scared, and no one
wanted to go outside. We kept really quiet, and turned off all of
our flashlights hoping whatever it was outside would go away, but
it kept coming closer. When our counselor finally went out of her
tent, she let out the loudest scream I’ve ever heard to this day.
It was a bear. A hulking grizzly bear. We saw its shadow from her
lantern on our tents. It was like something out of a cartoon. We
were so terrified, and the other girls and I grabbed each other as
hard as we could. Our scout leader’s scream scared the bear away
and he never came back, but none of us could go to sleep after
that."

Michele told them about the time she and her
college boyfriend had gone canoeing at Yosemite. They had come upon
a pack of wolves heading towards the bank of the river to get
water, and slowed their boat down so they could watch. The wolves
were majestic, she said. Like pets but with almost human facial
expressions. All of a sudden, while they were sitting in the boat,
a rabbit came towards the water to get a drink and the wolves came
to life. Almost telepathically, the wolves all jumped at once in a
group to surround the rabbit while the largest female grabbed the
animal with her majestic jaws.

“It was so amazing, so incredibly arousing,”
said Michele, “that I grabbed my boyfriend right there in the canoe
and told him to take me right there. I couldn’t even wait until we
were back on land. I think deep inside, I somehow wanted those
wolves to be near while we were doing it. He fucked me so hard that
afternoon that our boat almost sank. I still remember how the wood
of the canoe felt on my back as he was going down on me, the oars
bouncing around inside the boat, echoing with his grunts and my
screams. We made so many waves in the water that afternoon. Sending
the heat from our bodies literally splashing onto the shore.”

Moans came from each of the other friends. It
had been too long since any of them were so turned on, and here
they were in a cabin full of only women.

The wind outside the cabin began to blow
harder. The sun had set and they were almost finished with their
first bottle of whiskey. Rachel knew that the best time to climb
was early, before the sun hit its highpoint in the sky, so she said
goodnight and headed to her own room to go to sleep. The other
girls kept talking for a while, but one by one they headed off to
their own rooms to get some rest before the big day.

Once she got to her tiny room and took off
her clothes, Rachel couldn’t stop thinking about their
conversation. The wool of the thick blankets rubbed against her
skin, and she laid spread eagle, eyes closed, taking in the pure
mountain air that came in through her window. She wished she could
bottle it, take it home with her or inject it directly into her
veins.

When she opened her eyes, she saw her
climbing gear laying in a haphazard pile on the floor. Harness,
ropes, more ropes, chalk, clamps, helmet, shoes, elastic cases,
clothes made especially for sticking close to your skin.

And then there were the picks. When she first
started as a climber, she used belay ropes and spiked shoes to get
her way up the rocks. It was slower and safer than the pick method,
which required intense arm strength and a trust of the rock beneath
you, a knowledge of the nature you were engaging with. But she was
a professional now. She could handle higher climbs, denser rocks,
heavier equipment. Her newest purchase had been the 6 inch pick,
used to get a grip deep in the rock and pull yourself up. It was
the thickest pick she had ever used. The new rubber design of the
handle had a textured grip and finger grooves so you could hold it
even if your hands were sweaty.

As she ran her fingertips over the thick end
of the pick, Rachel got an idea. She carried the instrument over to
her bed and laid down, spreading her knees wide open. Slowly she
started to touch herself, first running her hands down the hard
muscles of her stomach, years of core-strengthening had given her
the tough but nubile body of a warrior.

Her nipples were getting harder and
contrasting with the supple skin of her breasts beneath them. They
were large for an athletic woman, but they never got in her way.
She loved the way they felt through the thin fabric of sports bras,
brushing against the hard rocks that she climbed. And how they felt
now, open and puckering beneath the night breeze.

She traced her abdominal muscles and reached
down to her thighs, stroking slowly until she got to her pussy. It
was hot, and already so much wetter than she could remembered being
in a long time. She found her engorged clit and began to rub
ferociously, up and down, slinging her own juices onto the rough
blanket of her cot.

With her eyes closed, she began to imagine a
tongue licking her pussy. Not the tongue of any man she knew, or
any she had dreamt about. It was more primal than that, a more
desperate and innate kind of licking. Lapping up her juices like a
thirsty animal, not able to stop, never getting enough.

She felt the heat start rising in her feet
and her legs began to twitch. She was close to coming, but she
wanted to try something. She reached over to the pick and carefully
turned it over. She took the grip end and inched it up inside her,
pulling back and forth, feeling the ridges and the finger grips and
the wide hard handle beneath it and “oooooOOOHH!” she started
moaning before she could even stop herself.

She reached for a pillow and placed it over
her face. She fucked herself over and over and over, opening her
tight pussy up to this new toy, this new permutation of a man’s
virtuous member. She was getting greedy. She felt like she could
take even more, that she needed more, that she could take a whole
mountain inside her right then and all of a sudden, it was all
over.

Her muscles tensed and spasmed and her whole
body shuddered while the handle was still deep inside her. Her
fingers were drenched in her own cum, and she pulled the handle out
slowly and returned it to its place among her supplies. As she
caught her breath and her heartbeat was returning to a normal pace,
she heard noises coming from the other rooms in the cabin. Maybe it
was the wind?

But then, she noticed muffled sounds and
repetitive banging motions that were all too familiar. It seemed
that her friends had gotten the same idea. She listened to each of
her friends make unique sounds: Emily’s was soft, like a crying
puppy; Katie was grunting, muffled but intense, saying “fuck, fuck,
fuck, fuck”; Michele’s was like a song. Rachel could imagine
Michele’s mouth in a perfect ‘O’ shape, sucking and blowing air as
she thrust her own toy inside her.

The noises got louder and louder, reaching a
crescendo all at once, like a magnificent aria. She could almost
feel the very foundation of the house shaking from all that noise,
all those orgasms. After that, all Rachel heard was the slow
mountain breeze coming through the curtains.

She might have felt weird, if they were
anyone else or if they had been in any other vacation spot,
listening to the sounds of her friends’ pleasuring themselves. But
here, it felt like a cozy blanket, covering her with the thought of
warmth emanating from the earth’s true center.

That night there the cabin was full of so
much estrogen, so many female smells and pheromones and needs, all
pulsing through the air and seeping into the birch wood of the
floors and the walls. The smell of four single ladies, all in
perpetual heat, wafted through the open screen of the windows and
into the forest beyond.

That smell attached to the molecules in the
air and disseminated into the wide swaths of land around the
reserve. Anymore, it was a scent unfamiliar to humans. Thousands of
years of evolution and urbanization and chemicals and the
sterilized scents of stainless steel buildings had made it
impossible for humans to recognize anymore the debilitating and
vicious scent of their own desires. But that same native smell was
still intoxicating to animals, especially the most human-like
animals.

Before she finally fell asleep, Rachel made a
solemn vow to herself that once she and her friends left that cabin
in the woods, when their vacation was over and they had
accomplished what they had set out to, she would find someone to do
to her what she had only just begun to do to herself. To take her
laying down on a bed of peat moss, standing up against a balboa
tree, or bending her over a glacial boulder. To show her all the
ways that nature could be the ultimate aphrodisiac. She would find
her wild man once and for all. But for tonight, she only
dreamt.

The next morning, Rachel and her friends were
going to be scaling the largest cliff in the whole reserve: the
Agro Craig. “Go big or go home,” they all agreed. And none of them
were too keen on going home without some epic stories to tell.
Starting with the toughest climb would only make them stronger,
prouder, tougher. The height and inclination of this cliff was the
hardest any of them had ever tried, but the pent up energy from
last night’s conversation and the mist of the early morning were
revving their engines like they had never been tired in their
lives. The girls felt like they might never be tired again.

As per usual, Rachel was the first to ascend
the rock. She made sure to secure her helmet first, and then
wrapped the ropes and harness tightly around her body. She secured
the carabiners into place near her hips, and her still sensitive
groin. The hexes, clams, and the ice pick with the large wooden
handle still slick from last night's pleasure adventure, were
tucked into her backpack. Everything was in its own special elastic
spot. She reached into the pouch at her waist and rubbed her hands
with chalk, to increase the friction between her hands and the
wall.

She began to scale the craig as the other
ladies were still putting their harnesses on and tightening the
straps. The plan was for them to climb to the top, meet at the
crest and break for lunch and then all make their way back down and
around the mountain back to the car to get home before dark. This
was the tallest and hardest of the climbs they had scheduled for
the trip, but they should all be able to make it back by
sunset.

“Last one to the top is a pussy!” Rachel
yelled playfully at her friends and fellow gluttons for the dirty
side of nature.

One foot after another, one hand reaching
above her head at a time, she moved up the hard face of the
mountain. Inch by inch, relishing at each pound of her body that
she was strong enough to lift herself. There was still a ways to
go, and she planted her feet into grooves in the rock face, sitting
in her harness and turning her face towards the rising sun behind
her.

By now she was at least a hundred feet up.
Rachel looked around at the gorgeous view. The redwood trees extend
hundreds of feet above them, phallic and hard and authoritative.
She had never seen anything so beautiful. Her muscles were starting
to swell. Her body was covered in sweat, and the harness was tight
around her groin.

“Am I still feeling the leftover tremors from
last night,” she thought, “or... am I actually getting aroused by
the scenery?” It wouldn’t really surprise her. As a child she was
always touching herself outside, rolling naked in the mud and
rubbing herself against trees in their sprawling yard. These were
things she had not told the other girls the night before when they
were sharing stories. It was not because she was shy, or because
she didn’t like sharing with them, but because she had forgotten
how powerful those feelings were until right then. Something about
nature, and the raw power in the animal spirit always got her
juices flowing. Now, suspended above the earth she could see why no
man she’d ever met had ever satisfied that most basic of needs in
her.

She reached into the bag of chalk to coat her
hands, afraid the increased moisture would cause her to slip.
Slippery was good, she liked slippery. Just not when she was
hanging from the face of a mountain by a thin rope and a six inch
metal pick.

The top of the mountain was something they
could reach. A goal, a point of contact, something to conquer. But
now that they were here, on top of it, immersed in it, the mountain
surrounded her and she became a part of it. It was bigger than her,
and she let herself melt into the face of the earth, touching her
whole body to the rock, hardening as it hardened, then feeling both
of them soften simultaneously. She was becoming closer to nature,
and as it was happening, she wanted even more of it. Suddenly she
felt her body surge with energy. She reached down and grabbed the
pick, shoving it back into the rock above her head.

Each climbing step was harder and harder, but
she took it in stride, feeling the heat and power of the mountain
itself running through her own body. Looking down, she saw her
friends far below her. She was way ahead of them, and from here she
felt almost alone, like she was the first person to ever climb this
mountain, the first woman to ever get as high with the strength of
her own arms lifting her up.

By the time Rachel reached the top of the
mountain, she was covered in sweat. Glistening with the natural
result of burning so much of her body’s energy. She took one more
sweeping look at the other mountains and the sprawling tree-scape
behind her before reaching her hands over the top of the cliff.
Pulling herself up and over, she felt a surge of pride and
accomplishment. She unhooked the ropes and harness from her torso,
and stood at the top of the mountain looking around at the
magnificence surrounding her.

“Aaaaaooooooooohhhhhhh!” she shouted. The
loudest sound she had ever made, coming from somewhere deep within
her. She had made it to the top of this mountain. From now on,
nothing could stop her now from accomplishing her life’s
ambitions.

Behind her, Rachel heard a rustling of trees.
A snapping of twigs. She turned around quickly, scanning the forest
for animals. The wind played all kinds of tricks up here at these
altitudes, she knew, but the sound had been more intentional,
almost human. A few yards away behind a massive pine tree, she
caught a glimpse of a shadowed figure.

“Hello?” she called. “Hello? Is there someone
there?”

But there was no response. Her mind must be
playing tricks on her. She knelt down and looked over the side of
the cliff to see how far down the other girls were. She knew she
had been way ahead of them, and she couldn’t even hear their voices
now from this far up. As she peered over the edge, careful not to
lean too far over, she heard the noise again behind her, this time
something closer to footsteps. She turned her head around
quickly.

“Hello?”

But as she turned around, she heard another
rustle and she swore she saw the shadowy figure run behind another
tree. It was as if it was spying on her. If Rachel hadn’t known any
better, she would have sworn the shadow was in the shape of a
human. A man, actually.

“Don’t be stupid,” she told herself. “There’s
no one else up here. The park rangers told us there was no one else
attempting this mountain this weekend. You’re being crazy. It’s
probably just the altitude. Just get it together and look at the
height you just climbed. You’re tired and-”

There it was again, leaning out from behind
another gigantic sequoia tree. It’s movements were more graceful
than a man, but it was larger than any animal Rachel had ever seen.
She walked towards it, but when she got closer the figure started
to run.

Before she knew what she was doing, Rachel
had grabbed her gear and began running after it. It wasn’t as fast
as a wildcat, running just beyond her as if it wanted her to follow
it. She was tired, she needed rest, but the adrenaline was pumping
through making her faster, more limber, bolstering her curiosity
above all else. Together, with her closely at its heels, they ran
down a bank of the mountain to a clearing, where tree branches
thick with leaves obscured much of the sunlight. In the mottled
darkness, the figure raced behind another tree and began circling,
tree after tree, but still obscured in the shadow. Rachel stood in
the middle of the clearing, turning around in circles.

“Hello?” she said. “Who are you? I just want
to see you. I promise I won’t hurt you.” She realized how silly
that sounded. She was much smaller than the creature, whatever it
was. But humans were still the natural predators of the wilderness
and all its children. Rachel called out again but nothing
responded.

She started feeling dizzy, and leaned over,
putting her hands on her thighs to steady herself. She looked down
at the ground and the bed of leaves beneath her cushioning her
aching feet, feeling all of a sudden like she needed to take a nap.
The last thing she remembered hearing was a loud flutter of leaves
and the soft pouncing of an animal expertly catching it’s prey.

When Rachel opened her eyes, she felt a
tightness around her limbs and her belly and a familiar scratching
against her back, which she realized then was completely bare. She
was tied to a tree. Her arms, above her head, and her legs, spread
out below her, were bound using the ropes from her own climbing
gear. She tried to scream, but she was too tired, and almost no
sound came out.

Across the clearing, she saw her creature. It
came closer and she finally gets a look at the thing she chased
here, the thing that must be responsible for her capture. It’s
walking on all fours, covered head to paw in a thick grey fur. The
color of rock, of a winter sky.

The closer it gets to her, the more of its
body and face she sees. It is definitely a male, she can sense his
energy and smell the musk of something that values the conquest
even more than she does. His body is moving swiftly towards her,
and in the light that seeps beyond the leaves, she sees a face,
half wolf but with distinctly human eyes. Rachel gasps.

“What are you?”

“I’m Rannulf,” he said. “And I could smell
you coming from miles away,” said the creature. Rachel caught her
breath. His voice was so husky, so sensual. It was like a growl
made coherent.

“What do you want from me?” she whispered,
knowing already what his answer was but wanting to hear his voice
again.

Instead of a response, the animal stood up on
its hind legs. She scanned its body, feeling almost faint as she
saw the human-like abdominal muscles flanked by distinctly animal
ribs.

And then, she saw it. A huge, bulging cock.
The base, where the furry mammalian balls were tucked into his
abdomen, was dark and brooding and black. But the cock itself was a
bright pink, red, like it had grown out of him right then, sensing
in both of them such a strong desire. Evolution at will. It was
unlike any human’s she had ever seen. Like a giant and perfect
hybrid between man and animal.

She was transfixed, and as she stared at it,
she saw it begin to get hard. Her mouth began to water and her
pussy was moistening. The head was still like that of a human, with
the curving glans she knew so well. Her tongue traced the line of
it in her mouth as she imagined taking it there. But below the
first part of the thick shaft was a second curve, getting fuller
and harder by the minute. She could only imagine how good it would
feel inside her.



She could feel her pussy lubricating itself,
her body imagining for itself what it would need to handle such a
massive animal phallus. The side of her face began to sweat, she
was consumed with a kind of desire she had only ever felt in
nature. This thing, this creature, was the perfect combination of
the masculine energy of the wilderness and the human-likeness of a
man. Finally, she knew what he was. Something she had only ever
thought of as a fairytale. A story told to scare hikers.

He was a werewolf.

“I thought you could only come out in the
light of a full moon?” Rachel said. She was no folklore expert, but
some things she knew about creatures like this. Creatures she
always thought were imaginary, but would soon know to the fullest
and widest extent.

“You’ve been reading too much science
fiction,” said Rannulf.

She nodded, as much as she could with her
head held tight against the tree. “Besides, sexual energy gives
people nearly invincible powers. You must know that yourself. We
control the moon, not the other way around.”

“What do you mean by that?” she asked.

“You’ll see,” he said, “if you’re lucky.”

Rannulf walked closer to her, coming right up
to her body, standing upright and placing his giant paws against
the tree above her head. Standing near her she could see just how
tall he was, towering over her, casting his shadow down her whole
body. A chill came over her, and she shuddered in the wake of his
presence.

She could smell his fur, the woody musk of
his body. The full extent of his need reached out and she felt the
tip of his head grazing her thigh.

“Aren’t you going to fuck me?” she asked. She
had never been more ready in her life. She could feel her dripping
cunt pulse with desire. She wanted to taste the fur of his chest,
the musk of his thick canine cock, and to inhale the essence of his
body into hers. Rannulf growled and leaned his head down toward her
face, which was so much smaller than his.

She realized he could take her whole head is
his mouth if he wanted to, he could almost eat her whole. She
looked over at his powerful jaw and saw a glimpse of his sharp
teeth. She could almost feel them biting into her skin. She could
imagine them tearing into her and her insides coming out, splayed
on the forest floor. She couldn’t tell now if she was more afraid
for her life or for her own sexual desire. Before she could decide,
Rannulf leaned towards her, and put his giant man piece into her
waiting feminine folds. Nature was having its way with her, and all
she could do was to hang there and take it.

“Ohhhhhh,” she yelled. It was sensation she
had never felt before. Her whole body shuddered with him inside
her, she felt the lips of her sex bursting open to be filled by his
growing member. It felt almost as if with every thrust, he grew
larger. So unlike all the like the men she had ever known. It was
like he was sapping his energy from her, and then giving it back in
a looping frenzy. At the same time, she felt herself becoming
larger, felt her insides expanding to accommodate his growth. She
was becoming the shape shifter, adapting to her own primal urges
and the needs of her mate. She was becoming a part of nature, now,
just as nature was invading her most private places and becoming
one with her body.

“I’ll show you what the wilderness is like,”
he huffed. “You think you’re wild? You don’t know anything
yet.”

Hearing his voice again, tunneled right into
her ear while he thrust in and out of her pussy, made her go weak.
If she hadn’t been tied so tightly to the tree, she knew she would
have crumbled to the forest floor. She felt the ropes digging into
her arms and legs, rubbing the skin raw just as the skin of her
womanhood was throbbing from the friction of his fucking, the
warmth pulsing through to her fingertips. She felt the blood being
rerouted from her limbs directly to her core, and down into her
sex. She wanted him to go deeper. To feel that second curve
cresting over the opening of her flesh.

Almost as if he could read her thoughts, she
felt him give another shove, and the hair of his chest flared
against her bare breasts, rubbing into her nipples as the large
round curve of his wolf shaft burst into her pussy, and they both
gave a furtive moan.

“Take me, Rannulf, I’m yours. Take all of
me!”

She could barely get the words out when she
felt him engorge even further, his powerful cock felt like thunder
pulsing in and out of her, displacing all her other organs. She
didn’t care. She felt as if her whole body was destined for this
one moment, this one act of pure natural reproduction. She had been
born for this, bred for this. She had been waiting for something,
someone, like this her entire life. As his gruff voice began to
grunt at an increased rate, faster and louder, she felt herself
getting quieter and quieter, concentrating all her powers to
contracting her pussy around his raging authority.

She could smell him finishing before she
heard it, her whole self shuddering to accommodate the rush of cum
that emanated from his animal-like shaft. The temperature of her
body felt like it was changing from the inside, and she closed her
eyes to take the feeling in even deeper, feeling his face rise up
towards the sky in one long vibrant howl.

“OU OU OU OU OUOOO OOooooooo”

The ground below them began to shake. The
trees were rustling and many of the leaves in the sky above them
came tumbling down. If the sky had really been falling, Rachel
wouldn’t have noticed or cared.

If she had been thinking of her friends, she
might have been concerned that they would fall off the face of the
cliff. But her mind was full only of the sights and sounds of this
act, this welcome violation of her flesh by one of the most natural
wonders of the world. She closed her eyes and dropped her full
concentration down into her body from her toiling mind, to the
place where their bodies came together, to the place that issued
life and pleasure all in one swift and mighty gesture.

When Rachel opened her eyes, she realized
that the wolf was still coming, still issuing seed from his hairy
center. She opened wide and saw that the sun, suddenly, was gone,
snuffed out and replaced by a vibrant full moon, hanging low, as if
beneath the trees. The silver glow of the new night sky sent
rippling waves of moonlight washing over and through the entire
forest.

The air itself began to glow. She felt the
moonlight wave over her bare skin, a tactile sensation almost like
the feeling of a pure silk sheet covering her naked body. It was as
if she were underwater, nearly drowning in her own pleasure,
looking up through the torrid darkness to see the bright light of
that mirroring rock. The brilliance of the moon’s glow was matched
only by the magnificence of Rannulf’s coat; glistening, almost
diamond-like, the color of the moon itself and every rock Rachel
had ever climbed. As he began to expire, panting like the dog he
was, Rachel felt an amazing surge of energy and power. The sun was
back, warming up her sweaty skin, melting her body into his
fur.

She felt like both the conquered and the
conqueror. The earth and the sky. More filled than she had ever
been and more satisfied. But instantly, like an addict anticipating
the comedown, she wanted more. More Rannulf, more moon, more of his
sperm in her hollow and empty womb.

“Again,” she cried. “Fuck me again, fuck me
until I disintegrate into thin air. Until I become a part of the
wind!”

Rannulf huffed.

“You’ve served your purpose,” he said.

He took his wide claws and severed the ropes
binding her to the tree. She fell in a lump at his feet, only now
she realized what a massive creature she had been at the mercy of.
She reached around, feeling the pieces of bark that were pressed
into her skin as if they had grown there, the leaves that stuck
blindly to the bottoms of her feet. Even her chest bore the
impressions of his fur, lines carved into her skin as if each piece
of fur was as hard as his raging rod.

“Now be gone,” he said, “or I’ll have to kill
you.”

Rachel’s head reeled. She needed to have
more. She didn’t understand why he had taken her so fiercely only
to let her go after one try. She sat upright in the dirt, putting
her small, calloused hand on his giant paw.

“Don’t you get it?” he yelled, causing more
leaves to fall. “We are done here! I am finished with you and you
don’t look good enough to eat. Get out of here unless you want to
be dead.”

She flared her nostrils. The energy from the
sun and his sex and her own triumphant spirit came through her body
all at once. She yelled and screamed, tackling Rannulf to the
ground. She had already taken the mountain by force today and she
could surely take him. She moved faster than she ever had before,
running the ropes around his hind legs and tying him to the tree
she had just been released from. Before he could fight back, she
grabbed his paws and used her pick to climb up the tree and secure
his front legs around his head and around the tree, still
completely naked. She tied knot after knot, assuring he wouldn’t
escape, and that even if he did, the whole tree would come down
with him.

“You underestimate me,” she said, growling
into his pointed ears. Dropping her voice so it was closer in tone
to his. “You think you’ve seen all my tricks, everything I have to
offer you. But you’re wrong.”

He was growing angrier, but looking down at
his pubic region she saw that he was also getting more aroused. She
shimmied down the tree and swung her body around so she was
repelling down his body, dragging her soft skin and hard muscles
down his equally ripped chest, caressing the fur on her way
down.

“Don’t you want to see what else I can do?”
she said.

He said nothing, but his growing erection
answered for him.

She wasn’t just trying to save herself from
his strength. She wasn’t just trying to conquer him, like she did
her other adventures. He wasn’t just a picture or a thing to cross
off her bucket list. It wasn’t just about finding someone to ravage
her body until she was cast away from it. She had seen the moon he
could conjure, she had felt the energy of the earth invade her
body, absorb into her from the inside out. She had a taste of what
the wilderness was like when it consumed her and she wasn’t going
to let that go. She had found her man. She had found her womb’s
ultimate counterpart. She would show him just how fit she was to
carry on his seed.

Rachel grabbed the pick from out of the tree
and walked over, stopping directly in front of Rannulf. She sat on
the ground in front of him and spread her legs wide, exposing the
pink folds of her pussy, introducing the wet cavern of her insides
to the lively mountain air. She leaned forward and spread herself
out further, letting her gaping lips show him where he had been and
where he undoubtedly wanted to go again.

She played herself like a harp. Plucking her
folds and rubbing her pearl in rhythm, mesmerizing more than just
Rannulf. His member was swaying along with her movements, though
his body was tied securely to the tree. The entire forest seemed to
come alive as she warmed up, buzzing with life and sex and new
sounds that she had never heard in all her years of outdoors
exploration.

“How do you like this,” she said. “Getting a
closer look. I bet your other conquests never gave you such a
show.”

He looked down at his own body then back at
her.

“Just wait,” she said, “you haven’t seen
anything yet.”

She reached for the pick and slowly entered
herself again with the rubber end, lubricated by the remnants of
his sperm. She kept going in, knob by knob, wrapping both hands
around the top of the pick, and lifting her legs for him to see
just how far in she was going. The tree he was tied to began to
quake.

“Oh fuck,” she said, pulsing in and out,
stopping only to tease him more. “Look Rannulf. Look what you made
me do. Look how hungry you made me, with your wild cock, you made
me so hungry I may never get full enough again!”

She was going to try something wicked.
Something she had only ever done once before, and even then only by
accident. She started fucking herself faster and faster, feeling
her orgasm begin in the twitching of her toes and then her leg
muscles, and moving upward into her cunt. She took one hand and put
it in her mouth, wetting all of her fingers, tasting herself and
what was left of Ranulff. Oh, what she would give for another
taste. A real one. What she was already giving! She planted the
soles of her feet into the ground, tough as trees, as if she was
growing back into the earth. She reached her long, tan, muscular
legs out as far and wide as they would go, opening up for him - for
them.

She moved her fingers back to her clit,
rubbing hard and fast, in violent unnatural figure-eights. She
spread her legs further, opening her slit and inching her body
closer to her wolf, her mate. He was shaking the tree so hard now
that the leaves were beginning to fall like the first day of
Autumn. She pointed her pelvis towards him, and plunged the handle
in as hard as she could, with all the energy of the earth and the
sun and the moon and then, with a mighty push of her most intimate
musculature….

Whooooooooooshhhhhh. She exploded with
orgasmic juice, ejaculating with ferocity all over Rannulf and his
huge, pulsing, shaking, animal phallus. She had never seen such a
rush, never felt so much like a victim of her own masturbation. She
saw it all as if it was in slow motion, the rush of fluid raining
through the air covering his fur, falling down in glorious droplets
on the forest floor. She thought she saw stars, rainbows, the whole
world was made of moon rock and she and Rannulf were the only bits
of living flesh that mattered. She could never have done it without
her audience. She was soaked to the bone, and so was he. She laid
back on the mossy ground until her muscles recovered some modicum
of strength, and then she looked back up at the wolf man. His human
eyes bore holes right through her.

“How did you like that,” she said, crawling
on all fours over to him, running her hands up his hind legs,
towards his tight round sac. She put her fingers through the fur,
grasping his source of reproduction, his vitality. Wanting even
more of what was waiting inside of them to be inside of her.

“I can do so many things, things I bet you’ve
never even dreamed of.”

She reached her hands around his member,
needing both to grasp its full girth, fingering the curves and
veins that made him the perfect hybrid of man and beast. Her juices
were still soaking him, and she used her party trick as her
lubrication, running her hands up and down, looking up at his
snarling face that began to soften, to open wider, to look back
down at her.

She opened her mouth and ran her warm tongue
around the head of his cock, tasting the meld of his metallic skin
and her own remnants. She opened her mouth wider, taking his whole
head into her mouth, sucking on the warm pink cock as if it was the
last one on earth--because for her, it was.

When she closed her lips around him, she
could almost hear his insides, hear his heart beating faster and
faster. Rachel could hear his growls and moans issuing from deep
within his hulking body. She wrapped her hands tightly around his
shaft and ran them over the flanking double curves again and again
while she sucked at the head.

“Woman,” he cried out to her, the vibrating
tenor of his voice wrecking havoc on her own still sore pussy, “you
vile creature, you cannot tame me! You cannot--”

His voice grew raspy and thin and the trees
began their violent rumble. She saw his face soften, and the paws
of his hands grow sweaty and she felt, through her fingers at the
base of his pole, the familiar rush of cum coming from his cock.
This time it was like a tidal wave hitting the back of her
throat.

Instead of moving her face away or clamping
down her lips, she moved her mouth further onto the head of his
manhood, pushing him deeper into her throat so she could feel the
full force of his ejaculation shaking her to the very core. She
would show him how much of him she could take, and then take even
more. As the taste of him washed into her mouth, she swallowed
again and again, keeping her mouth wide around him and lapping at
him with her tongue.

She felt a weight on the top of her head, and
only then did she remove her face from his loins. It was Rannulf’s
paw, resting gently above her forehead, and stroking down her
matted hair, now covered with the musk of their overlapping juices.
She looked over and saw that the ropes were laying placidly on the
ground beside them, while Rannulf stood upright leaning unbound
against the tree.

“You were free the whole time?” she said.

Rannulf smiled and she saw again his
glisteningly sharp teeth, imagining the strength of his jaw, but
noting for the first time his relaxed and open demeanor.

“The strength of the blow must have knocked
off the ropes,” he said. She could almost swear she had seen him
wink at her when he said it. “Nice work. You might be more useful
than I thought."

“But if you’re going to stay with me, you’re
going to have to prove you can keep up.”

By then it was actually night time. The moon,
if it was even out at all, was hiding somewhere above the trees,
providing no light to their path. Rannulf took off in a quick trot,
looking behind himself only once to see that Rachel was still
there.

She followed Rannulf closely through the
forest, down the side of her conquered mountain and back up the
crest of another, even higher, mountain. He ran instinctively,
cutting through the underbrush and darting between the trees with
nothing to guide him but his nose. She was panting, but the harder
they ran the more she felt the pure mountain air running through
her veins.

They ran for miles, cutting off other
animals, sending flocks of birds flying out of trees in a solid
mass, terrified for their lives. But Rannulf wasn’t there to hunt
tonight. Tonight he already had his trophy, and he was taking her
home. They ran through streams, over creeks and up and down the
craggy face of the mountainous terrain.

He wanted to be sure about this one, to make
certain that she was fit to be his companion. He had mated before,
with humans and werewolves alike, but they all disappointed him in
the end. They all grew tired and sore when he was only just rare
and still ready to go. They all lacked the energy and enthusiasm he
had for the climb, for the mountains, for the pleasures of the
flesh. This one, he could tell, was different. Since he sensed her
presence in his territory the night before, he could feel something
in her that was closer to anything wild he had ever seen in a
female creature. And she was passing all his tests with flying
colors.

When they got to the edge of a river valley,
she saw a wide-mouthed cave just beyond them. It was guarded by two
other werewolves, they seemed slightly smaller than Rannulf. She
hesitated near the entrance, waiting to be questioned by these
warriors, but they simply looked her up and down and nodded at
Rannulf, motioning with a nod of their snouts for her to follow him
deeper into the cave.

Inside, it was nearly pitch black. She held
onto Rannulf’s thick coat as they walked into the cavernous wolf
den. There was no light at the end of this tunnel, but Rachel
wasn’t scared. Though she was walking into unfamiliar territory,
she was the opposite of scared; she felt like she was home.

She heard sounds, familiar and unfamiliar,
reverberating echoes bounced off the walls. There were sounds like
water flowing, the clapping of hands, the clopping of paws. Her
eyes began to adjust to the darkness slowly and she began to sense
motion ahead of her, but she couldn’t quite distinguish any
individual shapes. Then, she heard a familiar sound. It was a human
voice. And not just any human voice.

It was the same sound she had heard the night
before, what seemed like years ago, back in the cabin. She heard
the sound of Emily’s voice, the soft crying puppy sound she had
made in her bed, but this one was louder, fuller. More at home. The
closer they walked to the noise, the more she could distinguish all
the sounds. She heard Katie’s muffled intensity and finally
Michele’s song, metered with the grunts and growls of three other
werewolves.

Of course there were more of them! And of
course her friends had been close behind her this whole time. She
had underestimated their prowess just as Rannulf had doubted her.
Now, they were all there together, finally, where they belonged.
The echoing sounds of the others having sex reverberated into
Rachel’s body as Rannulf nudged her towards his corner of the cave.
They were all in for a long, hard night.

This time there were no ropes, nothing
holding either of them in place, nothing between them but their own
flesh and hair, nothing below them but the cold grey rock, with the
smooth welcoming texture Rachel felt with every pore of her bare
skin. She got down on all fours, putting her hands and knees
sturdily into the ground, and turning her head to look at Rannulf,
his grey coat still glowing in the darkness. She beckoned him over,
and waited for him to mount her from behind. This time, she would
make the moon come to them.

* * *

A few months later, there was a new
generation of young wolf children running around the cave. Emily
and Katie and Michele and Rachel had all given birth in the same
week. One after another the werewolf pups came into the world. They
were a family now, or something even better than a family, a pack.
They would live here in the true wilderness as they had always been
intended to, as they had trained for and wished for. They would
raise their wolves together, with the males close by, and teach
them all the ways of the forest and the things they had learned not
to do in their other worlds. They wore the skin of lesser animals,
covering their milk-filled breasts with pelts that made them more
familiar to their young. Even as they were sitting there, talking
and watching their offspring play in the forest clearing beyond
their cave, they were all once again bearing fruit.

Every now and then, the women thought of
their old lives. They thought of their cars and the men they dated
and the computers and the jobs they had. Rachel thought about her
old apartment and her other friends back in the city. But just as
she began to feel some form of homesickness, she remembered that
first time with Rannulf in the forest. The moon he created almost
out of thin air, how the moonlight bowed as if to worship him. The
way the trees bent to the will of her mate, and how many times he
had made her truly howl, and brought out the beast inside her.
There was nothing like that where she came from. Nothing like that
anywhere else, with anyone else on earth.

“Do you want to hear a story,” Rachel said to
her friends, her sisters. “A story I’ve never told anyone. Not even
my old therapist. Not even Rannulf.”

The other women nodded. “Yes!” They said.
“Yes we do!”

So she began.

“Once, when I was a very young child, my
family and I rented a summer house up in these mountains. My
parents were always busy, having sex with each other and making
elaborate meals for the adults, but more than that, they wanted us
to experience the wonders of the natural world for ourselves. They
sent my siblings and I out into the forest every day with only a
canteen of water and a book with a list of edible berries.

“I was young, and curious, only just learning
about my body, learning about my own sex and my own truths just as
I was learning about the truths of nature. Which plants would harm
me, which animals would let me chase them. I was fearless and I
wanted to be born right in nature, so every day as soon as I was
outside I shed my clothes and went exploring in my own natural
fur.

For days, I saw nothing. I sat on logs and
touched myself, the smell of moss and moist wood making me feel
like the only thing I could do was go right inside myself for
adventure. One day, I came across the most gorgeous creature. It
was a young wolf. His fur was as mute and soft as the softest gray
winter evening. His bright blue eyes pierced something in me that
had never been reached before, and never were again until a few
months ago when we first climbed this mountain. I sat down slowly,
so as not to scare the wolf.

I wanted to keep looking at him, for him to
look at me, as long as we could. Instinctively, I began to touch
myself. The wolf kept his eyes on me, and then, for the first time,
I brought myself to orgasm. I kept my eyes fixed on the wolf, and
where I should have been scared, terrified, running for my life, I
went to town on my own flesh until I exploded with a rush of
ejaculating fluid that ran right back into the creek below. When I
finally opened my eyes, the wolf was nowhere to be found.

“I’d been looking for that feeling ever
since,” she said. She looked up at her friends, their faces soft,
attentive but transfixed in the space just behind her. Just as
Rachel was about to turn around, she felt Rannulf’s massive paw
rest gently on her shoulder.
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Trouble arises for Jane while she and her
friends are camping in the wilderness. The pack of wolves can smell
her sexy young body and raging hormones from miles away. The wolves
stalk closer while she is taking a late night dip alone in the
nearby river. The beasts capture her and have their way with her
tight human body, Jane is reluctant at first but soon she craves
the fullness and savage lust that she receives from them.
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“Todd, is that you?”

There was a rustle, but no response. She
started to get more sensitive. She felt her hairs standing on end,
a wave of sensation going up and down her body. Like the wind, if
the wind had large soft hands.

“George? Manny? It’s not funny anymore.”

Still no reply. Her scalp began to tingle.
Every hair on her tiny body stood on end.

“Ok, you win. Seriously you guys, come out
already. I’ll do whatever you want. You really win this time.”

Jane turned around in circles, and saw three
massive shadows moving towards her. They were too big to be any of
her friends. They were too big to be any human, she thought. And as
they moved closer, they became bigger than any animal she had ever
seen.

“Who are you,” she said, trembling. “What do
you want?”

By the time they were in full view of the
moonlight, standing on their hind legs, Jane was too scared to say
anything at all coherent. She looked them all up and down, thinking
she was hallucinating or something even worse. But even in her fog,
in her nakedness and fear and chill, she knew what they wanted. She
could tell just by looking. Leading them forth, in front of each of
the brothers, were their massive werewolf erections. They moved
slowly inward towards her, until she could only gape open her mouth
at their size and their clear intention.

By now she should have been crying. If she
was anyone else, or if she was at any other time in her life, she
would have been scared, falling to the floor to beg for her life or
play dead or wish she was dead already. But the feelings Jane felt
were something much different, and much more familiar. She felt hot
all over. She felt hungry, like she had been earlier in the evening
and more than she had ever been before. She felt her pussy getting
wet and her mouth drooling. Deep down she wanted whatever was about
to happen.

There was no discussion. Each of the brothers
drew themselves toward the woman at a different angle, as if they
all knew exactly how to share. As if they had done this many times
before. Ulric, who was clearly the leader, charged at her from the
front. He jumped on her and brought her down on to her back, laying
them both down on the forest floor as he slid his animal phallus
into her aching pussy in one fluid motion.
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A chance encounter with Dr.
Elijah Preston, sends Savannah's hormones raging out of control.
The man is unfairly good-looking and seethes of masculine
sexuality, a stark contrast to the boys she's used to dealing with.
However, her new boss is hiding a dark secret and Savannah soon
realizes that he plans to dominate much more than just her thoughts
and desires. They enter a world of dark sexual fantasy that may be
more than she can handle.
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Elijah pushed her back on the table and
expertly undid her pants and slid them down her thighs until they
fell into a heap on the floor. Savannah moaned as his fingers
grazed across her silk panties, his touch electrifying. She spread
her legs shamelessly, welcoming Elijah between them and he nestled
himself between her open thighs as he continued to kiss her.

Savannah was panting heavily as she felt
Elijah’s fingers brush across her upper thighs before moving back
to the top of her panties. He toyed with her underwear, pulling at
the top and letting it snap back gently against her skin. Savannah
knew that men like Elijah were trouble. She had seen enough wealthy
and self-assured men growing up and she knew those traits coupled
with power were a deadly combination. Yet, Savannah couldn’t pull
away from Elijah and she found herself desperate to have him.

Pushing her shirt up with one hand, Elijah
brought his mouth down to Savannah’s taught stomach, kissing gently
down to her navel as his other hand caressed her clitoris through
her underwear.

“Stop,” Savannah moaned, “It’s my first
day.”

“I’m the boss, remember. This is exactly what
I need my production assistant to do,” he murmured, nuzzling his
head between her legs. Savannah gasped as she felt Elijah blow warm
air against her aching sex and she writhed on the table under him.
Smiling seductively, he used his teeth to pull her panties down and
then pulled them off entirely with his hand. Savannah’s head rolled
back with ecstasy and she knew that she was in way over her head.
Elijah was worldly and experienced beyond any man she had ever been
with. In fact, she wouldn’t even call her past lovers men, they
were boys compared to Elijah.

“Shh,” Elijah whispered and Savannah realized
that she had been moaning loudly, her voice breathy and
unrecognizable.

“This was all I could think about all weekend
long,” he breathed, “Tasting you.” And with that he lowered his
mouth to her desperate sex and she arched her back so far that she
thought she would snap in half. Nothing she had ever felt in her
life came close to the pleasure that she now felt with Elijah’s
head between her legs. Her eyes rolled back into her head as she
bucked on the table and she could hardly wrap her head around the
delight of Elijah’s tongue.
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