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CHAPTER ONE

​
Neighbor

 


​ This was an
interesting development, she thought as she caught a glimpse of his
glistening biceps. Paula had thought moving to this nice suburban
HOA-monitored development would mean a quiet life at home. That
quiet, idyllic lifestyle was precisely why she decided to move
there. But her neighbor had proven to be someone very interesting
indeed, and as long as he was next door, Paula knew her home life
would be exciting. She could never resist seducing men she found
alluring.

"Hey, Raheem," she spoke through the fence
slats separating their yards, just a few days after she moved in --
she had hoped he would hit on her, but it seemed if he was going to
do that, he was going to take his time. So she decided to take a
more proactive position. He was on his back porch, lifting weights,
grunting. "How are you doing?"

Between grunts, he said, "'Sup. Just gettin'
ready for the game." He played for the Baltimore Blues, the pro
football team nearby -- Paula had never had any interest in
football, but she was certainly interested in any football player
who looked like Raheim. He was tall and broad-shouldered, and he
had a broad, strapping body, without a six-pack; that was her
preference, since Paula liked men who have a little meat on their
muscle.

"So... are you the kind of athlete who likes
to have sex before a game? Or just after?" she said. She blushed,
and was glad he couldn't see her face clearly through the fence, so
he couldn't tell how hard she was blushing. It probably sounded
sexier that way.

He chuckled as he put the free weights down.
"Fuck... Before, during, after, I don't care. You want me to come
over?"

"Yes, I do."

"You want me to shower first?"

"No, I don't. I want to be there for the
shower."

He smiled like a cocky bastard, his handsome
face barely visible through the slats in the fence. He nodded and
hurried out to the front yard, where he could come over to her side
of the fence. When she saw him, Paula felt her knees go weak --
shirtless and already so horny he was walking funny, Raheem was an
ungodly sexy beast of a man.

She jumped onto his chest, and he grabbed
her. She kissed him and held his sweaty shoulders. She normally was
a very clean person and would not have done something like this,
but she knew they were about to share a shower, so she decided to
go for it. His clean sweat and overwhelming musk turned out to be
erotic, however, and her pussy was instantly just as wet as his
chest.

He chuckled as her tongue explored his chest,
clutching him tightly so he held on to her as he carried her
inside. His torso was rock-hard, tensed to hold her aloft. She
suckled on each nipple and directed him to the bathroom.

"I'm gonna fuck you so hard, baby..." he
murmured. "I'm glad you talked to me. I had you pegged for a
feminist who wouldn't want me to holla atcha."

The shower turned on, but Paula knew they
weren't actually going to make it that far. By the time the water
warmed up -- it took a long time in her house -- Raheem had already
dove his head between her legs. They slipped into the tub as the
water sprayed over them both.

His tongue was impossibly thick and long, and
it made Paula shake with sexual desire. She gripped his broad
shoulders as he lapped at her.

"Fuck yeah," Paula muttered. She blushed --
she didn't normally let herself show how much she wanted a man,
especially the first time they were together. It was easier, she
had always thought, to pretend not to care. She didn't like giving
men the power of knowing they were good at sex; it always turned
them into cocky jerks.

But she couldn't hide it from Raheem. Her
limbs shuddered, and he smiled at her reaction. She reached for his
thick cock, and stroked it, but the position was awkward in the
bath tub, and she was too distracted on his attention to her
clitoris to really jack him off. She enjoyed the solid meatiness of
his iron cock.

Paula was so focused on the pleasure
suffusing through her body that she didn't notice right away when
he stopped. He lifted her up in the bathtub, all in one smooth
motion. She squealed and grabbed the shower curtain, her vulva
rubbing up and down his chest as she lowered herself.

He slipped his cock inside her with a
dog-like growl. Paula was so moist and eager that she took every
inch without a problem. Supporting herself on his body, Paula
ground down on his cock.

Wave after wave of pleasure wracked her body.
Paula screamed so loud it rattled the picture frames on the wall,
and Raheem chuckled at her reaction. He had a gruff, growly quality
when he fucked, like a rutting animal. He even barked at her as
they both approached orgasm together.

He gyrated and thrust his hips, pressing his
cock into her. Paula straightened her back. She grabbed his chest
and held on tight as energy overwhelmed her. She dug her nails into
his skin.

He barked and howled again, and she buried
her head in his chest. He grunted, and she yelped. Her toes curled
next to his powerful torso.

At last he was done. He sprayed his load
inside her, shooting so much she felt it dripping down onto the
floor of her new bathtub. She sighed as she shook in his arm.
Tremendous relief flowed through her body.

"Whoah," he said with a laugh now that it was
over. "Nice to meetcha, neighbor." He pulled up his workout
shorts.

"Yeah, that was nice. I'm glad to live next
to you," Paula said. "I just might start watching football."

"Hell yeah. We got a game this weekend,
baby."

Paula blushed. "Raheem... I, uh, I-"

"Nah," he said. He pulled away from her
defensively, as he kneeled to put his shoes back on.. "You gonna
ask me to be yo' boyfriend, right? I can't do that."

"Why not?"

"I got... reasons," he said. He stood up and
tucked his cock away. "We ain't got a serious relationship, and we
never will. But come on by whenever you want some more of my
meat."

Paula had rarely felt so rejected. The worst
part was that she couldn't stop herself from watching his plump ass
sway as he walked out the door. Once he was gone, however, Paula
wanted to cry.


CHAPTER TWO

​
Delusion

 


"I can't do it tonight," Raheem said. He
sounded genuinely apologetic, but Paula couldn't see his face
clearly through the fence, so she wasn't sure. She had asked him to
come over -- that was a big deal for Paula, as she didn't often
invite men to spend time with her, not like this. She had wanted
Raheem for a long-term fuck-friendship, but tonight, she genuinely
wanted to curl up in his arms and watch a movie with him. So when
he said no, Paula was disappointed, both in his refusal and herself
for taking the risk and showing vulnerability.

"Oh," she said. "Sure. Another time, then."
She didn't want to seem any more desperate than she already had, so
she just shrugged and walked away from the fence.

"I want to. I mean... I really do," he said.
"But the sun's about to go down..." His voice trailed off.

Paula was confused. She went back to the
fence. "The sun? This isn't a sundown town, Raheem. You're allowed
out of the house after dark. You won't get in trouble for being
with a white woman after dusk."

"No, I know, it's not that," Raheem said.

"Well, if you've got some other slut tonight,
that's fine too. I'm not your girlfriend," Paula said. "You made
that clear."

"No, wait-"

"You can fuck any cheerleader or
whomever-"

"Paula, wait... I want to be with you
tonight," he said. "Can you keep a secret?"

She sighed. "Yes." Usually when men told her
a secret with that tone to their voice, it was because they were
lying -- they wanted it to remain a secret because if she asked
anyone who knew him, they'd say he was lying. But she didn't really
care: she liked Raheem the way he was, and she didn't expect, or
want, him to be an attentive and monogamous
future-husband-type.

"I'm a werewolf."

That was not what she was expecting him to
say. Paula raised her eyebrows. Men had fed her a lot of lies over
the years, but this was the first time she wondered if he was more
delusional than a liar.

"Paula?"

"You're a werewolf?"

"That's right. I swear, I know you won't
believe me unless you see it, but it's not really safe for you to
watch me turn. It's a full moon tonight, so it'll happen in a few
hours," he said.

"Goodbye, Raheem. Have fun fucking that
cheerleader. Wear a condom, or two," Paula said. She turned around
and took a few steps away before he stopped her.

"That isn't it, Paula, I swear," he said. His
voice was desperate and pinched -- it sounded like he genuinely
believed this, and that he did frantically wish to spend tonight
with her. "Fine, you can come over to watch. I'll give you my tranq
gun."

"You have a tranq gun?"

"All werewolves do. We kind of have to," he
said. "But it's got all kinds of side effects. If you shoot me with
it, I'll sleep for like two days. I can't mix it with my muscle
relaxant either and my coach-" He stopped himself. "Nevermind, just
come over and shoot me if I try to eat you. As long as you feed me
some raw meat, it probably won't be a problem."
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