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Colin couldn’t
believe it; he was standing in his very own workout room. There
were weight stands loaded down with dumbbells, a squat rack, and a
bench press. Not a single machine in the room. His parents knew
that Colin swore by free weights, and would have nothing to do with
the mechanical stuff.

“This is great,
Max!” Colin said, walking over to the dumbbells, grabbing one,
sitting on the bench and doing a few concentration curls.

Max walked over
and put his hand on Colin’s shoulder, giving it a little
squeeze.

Max had been a
good friend of his dad, and a good friend of the family, for
years.

“Thanks, Max,”
Colin said, beginning to feel the burn in his bicep. The veins
bulged out as his arm flushed with blood.

Colin felt
Max’s fingers tighten on his shoulder, and he looked up. Max stared
at Colin’s arm.

“So you like
it, then? I needed a lot of help picking out all the stuff,” Max
said.

Colin found
that a little hard to believe. Though Max was old enough to be his
father, his body rivalled Colin’s as far as fitness went. Max swore
he hadn’t worked out since high school, but his big chest,
shoulders, and arms made him look like a power lifter who was
between seasons. Colin wasn’t surprised at all that his dad had
gotten Max to orchestrate all of this.

“Yeah, Max,
it’s great. It really makes it feel like all the work I put in at
college was rewarded.”

Max sat down
behind him on the bench and grabbed Colin’s other shoulder. Max
pressed his thumbs into the sore muscles at the base of Colin’s
neck. Colin shut his eyes, dropping the dumbbell onto the rubber
padding on the floor. Max’s fingers were like magic, undoing the
knots in the muscles.

Colin felt his
body relaxing. He thought it was kind of weird that Max was giving
him a massage, but it felt so damn nice that he just pushed that
thought out of his mind.

“Is that good
for you?” Max said, his lips close enough to brush against Colin’s
earlobe.

Colin felt his
cock begin to stiffen, pushing out against his workout shorts. He
began to wonder how big Max was when he was hard.

A jolt of panic
surged through his chest. Colin shot to his feet fast enough to
make Max lose his balance and nearly fall over onto his face. Colin
felt some heat rise to his face as he struggled to stop his cock
from getting any harder.

“Everything
okay, Colin?” Max said, a concerned look on his face.

Colin glanced
out the window, trying to look anywhere but at Max. He noticed that
the sun had begun its decent, casting the sky in some color between
orange and purple. “Yeah, fine. Look, Max, aren’t you supposed to
be going? I thought you always went away around this time of the
month.”

It was true;
Max was pretty anal about being gone on some business trip. It was
always during the time the moon was full each month. He was pretty
serious about it; he never called or anything. And he always seemed
tired and worn out when he got back, as though whatever he did took
an immense physical toll on his body. Colin joked with his parents
that Max was going to see his other family. His mom and dad never
found it funny.

“Actually,
Colin, your parents have to be away this time. And I found out that
I can get everything done from home this time. I also thought it
would give us some alone time. Your dad wanted to make sure you had
a few days with the gym, so you can tell me if you want anything
changed,” Max said.

Colin grabbed a
white towel from its hook by the door, suddenly conscious of just
how skin-tight his workout shirt was. He threw it over his
shoulders. Colin hoped Max couldn’t see how his nipples had
stiffened.

“What is your
business, anyway?” Colin said.

“Well,” Max
said, standing up, “I thought this would be a great opportunity to
show you. You know what a werewolf is, right?”

Colin forced
his eyes up from Max’s crotch. Max must have enjoyed rubbing
Colin’s shoulders, because he was hard. He didn’t seem to notice or
care, though.

“Some kind of
monster,” Colin said. He’d never really cared for monsters or
horror things. He’d never really admitted it to anyone, but that
type of movie and story freaked him out. “So, you’re some kind of
horror author or something? Is that what you do? Write a novel
every month or something?”

Max stepped
around him. He pulled a key from his pocket. Colin saw that the
locks were on the door the wrong way; the latch for the bolt was on
the other side. This side just had a keyhole. More fear coursed
through him when Max turned the key in the lock. There was no other
way out of the room, unless he wanted to break one of the windows,
and they were a little small.

Before turning
around, Max pulled his shirt over his head. Colin wasn’t certain,
but he thought Max’s bones and muscles had shifted a little.

“No, Colin, I’m
not an author of werewolf stories. I am a werewolf.”

He turned
around. There was sweat on his forehead, and his shoulders heaved
like he’d just sprinted a mile.

“Why did you
lock the door?” Colin asked. He’d grabbed up a 25-pound dumbbell
and held it behind his back. The weight reassured him. Though, he
realized he felt oddly excited. He could feel his cock stiffening
again, lifting at the front of his shorts. He couldn’t spare a hand
to hide it, though.

“Because
tonight, you’re mine.”

Moonlight
streamed in through the windows, then, striking Max. He fell to his
hands and knees, crying out in utter agony as his bones cracked and
moved, as his skin grew fur and stretched.

“There’s no
place to run,” Max said, his voice a low and guttural growl.

In the
fluorescent light of the gym, the werewolf’s black coat of fur
looked especially sinister. His fangs looked all too white as Max
stood up and snarled. He flexed his long fingers, cracking his
knuckles.

With a yell,
Colin hurled the dumbbell he’d been hiding at the monster’s face.
Max grabbed it in midair. He bent the weight between his hands,
then let it fall.

Colin backed up
until the backs of his knees hit the bench press. He fell over it.
Then Max was on him, leaping over the bench. He grabbed Colin by
the neck with one hand, then raised him off the ground.

When he fell,
Colin landed on his knees in front of the monster. Looking up, he
saw that the werewolf’s cock was already fully hard. He knew that
Max wanted him. The feelings he’d had earlier told Colin that he
wanted Max back. Now that Max was a monster, and there was no
escape, Colin saw that there was only one thing for him to do: give
in to his feelings.

Pushing up onto
his knees as a cold fear surged through him, he grabbed Max’s thick
shaft. He stroked that rigid cock until a bead of precum appeared
at the tip. Max’s shaft got harder as Colin stroked him faster,
trying to milk more and more precum out. Using the tip of his
thumb, Colin rubbed the precum all over the tight flesh of the
head, leaving it slimy with the stuff. Looking down at his shorts,
he saw a spot where his own precum had begun soaking through.

Colin pulled
the waistband of his shorts down under his balls, letting his own
stiff shaft out for some air. It trembled, and Colin felt a jolt of
pleasure run down his shaft as he began stroking himself as
well.

The more Max’s
cock throbbed and pulsed with every move of his fingers over its
smooth, warm shaft, the harder Colin’s member got.

He’d jerked so
much precum out of them both that his hands were slick with it. His
hands glided up and down the cocks so fast that they were almost a
blur.

Then Colin felt
his balls start to tighten. He didn’t want to come yet. He knew he
didn’t want it over that soon. But he knew that if he held onto
himself for much longer, he’d shoot his load. Even though Max’s
cock felt like a rock in his fingers, he didn’t think Max was ready
to come yet, either.

So he did the
only thing he could think of: he let go of himself and used both
his hands on Max’s member. The werewolf threw his head back when
Colin let his lips slide over the tip of Max’s cock.

Colin let the
inches slide through his lips, feeling the tight circle he’d formed
ride over the bulges and veins. He kept going until his lips met
his fingers. Then he sucked. He sucked so hard that he had to close
his eyes. The werewolf snorted as his cock swelled even more, the
precum leaking freely down Colin’s throat.

He cupped Max’s
balls, lightly massaging them with his fingers as he tried to keep
the suction up. His lungs began burning, and Max’s cock pressed
against the back of his throat, threatening to set off his gag
reflex.

When he
couldn’t take it anymore, he breathed out through his nose. Max’s
cock trembled against his tongue, almost like it was upset that it
wasn’t being sucked so hard anymore.

Colin, looking
up into the snarling face of the beast, began pulling back. He was
startled at how much of his Max’s length he’d managed to swallow.
He slid his fingers up right behind his lips, feeling how warm and
wet he’d made the cock. His fingers touched the ridges of the head
and he squeezed a little as he pulled his mouth all the way
off.

“You have such
a big cock, Max,” Colin said, hoping Max understood him.

Colin stood up.
He pulled his shirt over his head, his heart pounding as he lost
sight of the monster in front of him. Sweat already glistened on
the shaved muscles of his chest, and his nipples were still stiff.
He slid his shorts and underwear down over his hips and then kicked
them off.



Grabbing both
of their cocks again, he bumped the heads together. He sucked in a
breath as his nerves went wild. Their precum mixed as he continued
rubbing their shafts together, getting both of them all wet. Max
started thrusting a little against his hand, making the skin pull
back and bunch up.

Moaning, Colin
began thrusting into his hand as well. Their cocks continued
rubbing together even as they fucked Colin’s fingers.

Then Max
grabbed Colin by the shoulders and threw him down onto the bench so
that he was bent over it. The werewolf knelt down behind him and
began licking his ass, letting his tongue move over Colin’s
asshole. Colin felt his shaft stiffen and he whimpered as his Max
let his tongue slide into his ass crack again and again.

Reaching under
the bench, Colin began jerking his own cock again. He got little
jolts of electricity down his shaft and up his back with each
stroke, and his fingers slid up and down his length with ease now
that he was all lubed up.

He wanted to
tell his Max to start fucking him, but he had a bit of anxiety as
well. He’d never been fucked in the ass before. He had no idea what
it would feel like. Was it going to hurt? He wanted to make Max
feel good. Would it be too tight?

It didn’t
matter if he was ready, though. The werewolf took what he wanted,
when he wanted it. Colin’s ass suddenly felt cold as Max drew away
from him. For a moment, he had a pang of fright as he thought Max
was going to leave. Then he felt the hard shaft press between his
cheeks.

Colin arched
his ass up at the same time he felt the head of Max’s cock press
against his asshole. A sweet pain filled his lower body as his
tight pucker stretched out around the head of Max’s cock. The
werewolf grunted as he put his supernatural strength behind the
thrust. It felt to Colin as though he’d managed to get the head
inside.

He knew that
was the biggest part, the most difficult. Or so he thought. Max
grabbed him by the hips and pulled him.

Colin let out a
howl as Max’s long shaft penetrated him more deeply every moment.
It was at once the most pain Colin had ever felt, and the most
arousal. He had to let go of his own cock because if anything other
than the air touched it, he knew he would shoot his load all over
the rubber mats on the gym floor.

“Max!” Colin
cried out, gripping the edge of the bench until his knuckles turned
white. He shook as he tried to grapple with the feelings surging
through his body. He felt stretched to the limit, as if he Max
shoved his cock any deeper it would split him in half. It still
hurt, but Colin found that there was something sexy, something
deeply erotic and arousing about the pain.

Being as tight
as he was around Max’s shaft, he could feel every pulse and throb
that ran the length of Max’s cock. His own body shuddered as Max
flexed inside him.

Max threw his
head back and whimpered as he pulled his shaft partway out of
Colin’s asshole. Colin knew he gripped Max’s cock so hard that it
must have been really difficult to not come right then.

Crouching a
little lower for a better angle, Max started thrusting into Colin’s
ass. With each stroke, Colin felt his asshole stretch as it tried
to grip the slippery shaft running in and out of it. He felt that
sweet pain every time Max filled him up again. Colin gritted his
teeth as he felt his whole body break out in sweat as it tried and
failed to deal with the heat of their fucking.

Then he had the
idea to bring his legs together. As he did, Max’s claws dug into
his flesh as Colin got even tighter than he’d been before.

Looking over
his shoulder, Colin managed to pry his fingers from their
white-knuckled grip on the bench. He slid them down his flanks,
feeling how hot he’d made himself. He ran his fingers down under
Max’s claws, and he trembled a little as he passed over the
trickles of blood leaking slowly down his flesh from where those
claws had wounded him. Finally, as Max began thrusting into him
again, his fingers tightened around his own ass cheeks.

Prying his ass
cheeks apart gave him a better view of the action. He could see the
werewolf’s meaty cock straining and trembling as it slammed as far
into his asshole as Max could force it. His shaft was still all
shiny from precum and saliva.

As he watched
the skin on Max’s shaft crinkle as he crammed it back inside, Colin
felt his whole body go rigid. The head of Max’s cock had pressed
against something inside him. It made him feel lightheaded the
sensation was so powerful. He felt his cock swell and his balls
lift the next time Max fucked him.

Colin was
shocked. There was nothing touching his cock but air and it felt
like Max was about to make him come by fucking him in the ass.

This made him
think about Max coming. He didn’t think Max was going to pull out
when he did. He was going to come right in his ass. Colin trembled
a little at the thought. He didn’t know why, but he wanted Max to
come inside him. He wanted to be filled up with hot cum. He wanted
to make Max’s cock so hard before he came that it shot out fast
enough for him to feel it on the inside.

Colin rammed
his asshole down Max’s cock on the next thrust. He let out a moan
as his own cock tingled.

Letting go of
his ass, Colin grabbed his cock and started jerking himself. He let
out a gasp as his shaft swelled up and he came. His cum shot down
onto the rubber floor mat in spurts. It was uncontrollable. His
whole body went rigid and relaxed in waves as more and more shot
out of him.

When he
squeezed his asshole tight around Max’s shaft, he came as well. Max
started slamming him hard and fast, his cock jumping and jerking
the whole time. Colin squeezed his eyes shut as he felt the warm
cum explode out of Max’s cock and into him. There was so much that
he felt some leak out of his asshole and down his body.

He kept fucking
Colin’s asshole so hard and fast that his cock popped out. He slid
it around in Colin’s cleft as the last of his cum trickled out of
him.

It felt to
Colin like it was all over, then. His orgasm finally subsided,
giving him back control of his body. He relaxed on the bench, his
body sagging. He felt completely used up, like after a long and
hard work out.

Here, he
realized again that he was trapped in a small home gym with a
vicious and powerful monster.

Summoning all
his strength, he managed to turn over onto his back. The werewolf
appeared spent as well, sitting on the floor and leaning against
the rack of weights. The monster’s eyes were closed.

Colin looked
around, desperate for anything that might help him. He thought he
could grab another weight and brain the beast to death, but he
wasn’t even certain if that was possible. Besides, that would kill
Max as well. Then he saw Max’s clothes in a pile near the door. The
key for the lock would still be in his pocket.

Leaping, he
rifled through the clothes and pulled out the key. He tried putting
it in the lock, but his hands were unsteady.

Then the
werewolf growled. The monster went up on his haunches, ready to
leap. Panicking, Colin jammed the key in the lock and turned it. He
pulled open the door and slipped through, slamming it shut behind
him. He was on the side with the latch for the deadbolt, he turned
it.

Max was trapped
in the gym.

The monster
howled and roared his fury as he tried to get out, but the windows
were too small and the door too sturdy.

Colin sat down,
his back against the door. He didn’t know if it would hold without
him. He hoped the morning would come soon. His body ached and he
could still feel the warmth of Max’s seed inside of him.
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