The Harvest Moon WIP 
By ChimeraNell 

As his eyes began to focus and the pressure cleared allowing the brilliant lights and forms to clear from his vision he found himself basking in the silver beams of the red moon. A moon of harvest to some and to others a moon of blood. 

His jaws ached and he felt the raw taste of blood as his tounge pressed against the roof as his aching mouth. 

The brilliance had cleared as well as the pressure but there was something alien about what he was seeing. Not only did he not remember coming out into this field but the images seemed surreally sharp to him. His sorroundings were almost deafening in strenght and his blood raced as did his mind. Panic rose in him and he knew not why. 

His nostrils burned with senastion of decay and moss. His lungs longed to pull in the stale air and filled with fury as he felt pulses run up and down his spine. 

Something was not right, but he felt better than ever. His mind was clear for once; all there was was the land that lay around him asleep basking in the moon light. 

He raised himself like a discarded rag doll, slowly an akward yet fluent in grace and motion. His shoulders fell heavy and he rested this weight on his arms and supported his bulk of a trunk. 

But this new weight didn't startle him in the least, his mind was else wear in the stale air searching. 

Now he ignored his eyes and opened his ears, the world was overwhelming with the sound of grass and leaves in the wind, and braches scraping each other in contest for space. 

Once again his lungs greedly swallowed the cool night'-s air as he leaned forward and rested more wieght on his arms to balance himself. 

The panic he had felt from before was replaced with a warm lust. A longing for something that his ears and nose were searching for without his control. 

Strength rose in his breast and his heart rate clamered as he noticed something sharp in the air. Almost metallic in his mind and again he pressed his tounge to the roof of his aching upper jaw to taste the blood that he tasted before. 

With that he recognized the oder and his eyes grew sharp and focused as his ears seemed to pull from his skull in an attempt to reach the source of the alluring scent of blood. 

His heart grew wild and his breathing changed as it tried to contain the passionate beating that threatened to pull his heart from his rib cage. 

His lips peeled from each other and formed a grin of utter hunger and madness upon his face. He felt the muscles contract and relished as it caused the pain in his jaws to grow sharper. He never felt so alive. 

His body moved on it's own drawn by the puppeter of the source of that intoxicating oder. He moved silent across the sleeping land and under the blood moon in search, growing hotter and moving faster as he neared his prey.
