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Trish helped
Dave lift the big cooler full of beer from the back of the truck.
They set it near the middle of the camp, where Eddie was clacking
rocks on top of each other in a circle for a fire put.

She’d
been surprised when the two guys had asked if she wanted to go
camping. It hadn’t taken
much to convince her, though; Dave and Eddie were both hot. Some
time alone with them was just what she needed (and
wanted).

Eddie looked up
as the cooler thumped against the ground, dust swirling around the
base.

“Watch it. I
don’t want the beer to explode in my face as soon as I touch it,”
Eddie said.

“That’s what
she said,” Trish replied with a grin. Dave barked a laugh.

Trish had
made sure to put on her sluttiest underwear before they’d picked
her up. She wondered when they’d get to see it. Soon, hopefully,
she thought. Over her
underwear, she had on a pair of short-shorts to show off her ass
and legs, and a shirt that exposed most of her smooth and flat
stomach.

She tried
not to stare as Dave peeled off his shirt. He bent over, opened the cooler, tossed a beer
to Eddie, and then looked at her.

“Want one?”
When Trish nodded, he tossed her an ice cold can and grabbed one
for himself before closing the lid.

Before long,
Eddie had a little tepee of logs built in the middle of the stone
circle, waiting for dusk to be ignited.

Trish pressed
the can to the back of her neck. She got goosebumps from the sudden
touch of cold. Her nipples stiffened up, too.

Dave and
Eddie unfolded three chairs and put them around the circle, then
started working on the tents. Eddie stripped off his shirt, too.
They were both on the rowing team, and they had the tight bodies to
prove it. Trish felt a tingle between her thighs as she watched
them work.

“Need any
help guys? Maybe I should take off my shirt, too.”

They both
grinned at that, but told her that she could relax and take in the
sights.

Pouting, Trish
sat on one of the chairs, her arms folded beneath her breasts.

Cracking
the can, she took a sip. The foamy beer tasted good. Trish usually
wasn’t a beer girl, but she thought the boys would like her more if
she drank it.

Looking
at their broad, muscular backs bent to work got her
thinking. Should I fuck them one at a time? Who first? And how do I
get them alone?

As she
continued watching, the idea of having them both at the same time
became more appealing. She crossed her legs and squeezed her thighs
together, enjoying the pressure. Trish wondered if she’d be able to
get them to kiss each other. She smiled.

“What’s
that for?” Dave asked. He had stopped working and was looking at
her.

Her heart
jumped in her chest as she glanced around as though she could find
an excuse hiding behind one of the trees. He’d only seen her
smiling, right? There wasn’t any reason he wouldn’t accept any old
excuse.

“I... I was
just thinking how nice it will be to get this fire going. Nice and
hot.”

Dave raised an
eyebrow and shared a glance with Eddie. “Yes, Trish, fire is hot.
Could you hand us a few more beers?”

Trish
hopped to her feet. She handed each of them another beer. Being
that close to their near-naked bodies gave her a heady feeling. She
could see a few errant beads of sweat they’d worked up running down
their bodies.

She sat
back down much wetter than she’d been a few moments earlier. Now
she knew just when to make her move.

When the
sky began to darken, Eddie lit some kindling with a match and he
soon had a nice fire crackling away in the circle. Neither of them
had bothered to put their shirts back on. They grabbed some fresh
drinks from the cooler and sat in the two vacant chairs. For a
time, they all just sat and watched the tepee collapse on itself as
the flames hungrily consumed the wood. Trish clapped and cheered a
little when Dave threw on a fresh log, sending out a big plume of
red, glowing sparks.

“So, Trish,
ever been camping before?” Eddie asked.

Trish shook her
head. “Nah, I’ve always been more of a city girl. The lights, the
night life, all that.”

Dave and Eddie
shared another look before Eddie spoke again, “There’s plenty of
night life out here too, you know. If I had my way, I’d stay out
here every single day.”

“Wouldn’t you
get lonely?” Trish said.

“What do you
mean?”

Trish stood up.
Her heart beat so quickly that she felt a little light-headed. She
knew her skin must be flushed, too.

“Well,” she
said, “When you get horny, wouldn’t you rather fuck a hot girl than
sit around with your dick in your hand?”

Eddie snorted,
“Yeah, I guess.”

Both men
widened their eyes as Trish slowly pulled off her shirt. She let
them get a good look at the sexy bra she war before unclasping it
and letting it fall to the ground.

“Wouldn’t you
rather fuck me?”

The two
of them smirked at each other, as though they had a secret. She
wanted to see how big their secrets were. She pointed at Dave and
crooked her finger. He stood up and walked over to her.

Trailing
her hands down his abs as she went, she knelt down in front of him.
She unbuttoned his pants, reached into his boxers, and pulled his
stiffening cock out. Grasping it firmly, she started stroking back
and forth until it was fully hard in her hand.

Trish
motioned to Eddie, who stood beside Dave. She soon had his pants
undone and was stroking his hardening member, too. Her body
shivered as she took in what she was doing.

“You know,
Trish,” Dave said, “We have a surprise for you, too. We think
you’ll like it.”

She looked up
into Dave’s eyes as she took the head of his cock in her mouth. She
kept looking as she pressed down farther on his shaft. Her lips
slid over the veins that bulged out of his shaft. His rod was so
warm. It responded to every little lick and swish of her tongue
with a throb as it momentarily stiffened even more.

Trish pulled
back all the way, leaving his cock dripping with her spit.

“You were
saying?” She said.

Dave smiled
down at her, “Just wait for the moon to come up.”

She
thought that was a strange thing to say. But that wasn’t exactly
the first thing on her mind at the moment. Shifting to the side
slightly, she pulled Eddie toward her by his dick. As soon as it
was close enough, she plunged her mouth down around his shaft, too.
She pressed her lips all the way to his stomach, and then looked up
into his face as she moaned a little. He stroked her hair and
flexed his dick. As she pulled back off his shaft, she ran the tip
of her tongue along the ridges on the bottom of the
head.

“So boys, what
do you think of your camping trip so far?”

Dave shrugged
and said, “It’s not over yet.”

“You’re damn
right it isn’t. You have no idea how much I’ve wanted a hard
fucking from you two,” Trish said.

She stood
up in front of them. Both of their cocks pointed straight at her,
and glistened in the light of the moon as she undid her shorts.
Arching her back as she bent over, she pulled them down around her
ankles and then completely off. All she wore was a tiny thong. She
thought then would be a good time to see if she could get them to
kiss each other.

“Now, boys,”
she said as she straightened up, “I need you two to do something
for me. Something that will make this a lot more fun.”

A low and
rumbling growl made her take an involuntary step back. She looked
up into their faces. They were twisted in grimaces of pain, and
their eyes had turned yellow.

“We will do
something for you...” Dave said between grunts as his body rippled
and began changing shape, “Something that will be lots of fun.”

Trish screamed.
What was happening? Both of them fell to the ground in foetal
positions of agony as their ribs cracked and their faces got
longer. She jumped when black fur sprouted all over their
bodies.

Then they
stopped squirming. Slowly, they stood. Their breaths rumbled in
their chests, and they both had long mouths filled with white
fangs.

They also both
still sported their erections.

“Dave? Eddie?”
Trish said as she took another step back.

Without
warning, Dave rushed forward and pushed her down on the ground
beside the fire. She squealed as his clawed fingers wrapped around
her ankles.

“Dave! Don’t!”
Trish yelled. She tried pulling away from him, but his grip
strengthened. He was just too strong.

Dave pushed her
legs back by the ankles until Trish’s feet were by her head. Her
pussy was completely exposed, covered only by the thin string of
the thong. Dave bent his head lower until she felt his breath on
her pussy. Growling, he hooked the string of the thong with one
fang and snipped it with a quick bite.

That out
of the way, he started licking her pussy. His tongue was so broad,
so wet, and so warm. Trish’s yelps of terror soon turned into moans
as the heat from his tongue seemed to spread through her pussy. He
made lots of wet lapping noises as he slopping licked at her wet
little slit.

Trish ran her
fingers through her hair and pulled a little. His tongue felt great
against her, flicking around her little clit and sticking into her
sopping hole.

“Yeah, lick
that pussy. Does it taste good, yesss... I bet it does...” Trish
moaned.

Then
Eddie stalked around until he stood with his large clawed feet on
either side of her head. His hard cock quivered as she looked at
it. She reached up for it, but he was so tall that all her fingers
could do were brush the bottom of his shaft.

Eddie crouched
low over her, moving down onto all fours. He shuffled backwards
until his throbbing shaft rested on Trish’s cheek. She grabbed his
dick and got him to move back a little farther. Tipping her head
back, she guided the head of his thick cock back between her soft
lips.

She
pinched her nipples as his hard cock slid through the tight ring of her lips deeper
into her hot and moist mouth. When he stopped moving in, she spun
her head a little from side to side while also pulling back and
pushing back down as much as she could. Each time she accepted as
much of his member as her mouth would allow, she gagged a little as
the head bumped against the back of her throat.

Soon she
tasted the salty precum she milked out of his cock with each
movement of her mouth. Trish worked up so much spit that clear
little trickles of it moved down the side of her face toward the
ground.

Her whole
body jerked a little as she felt Dave’s tongue slide from her pussy
down into the cleft of her ass. It slid wetly and swirled around
her little asshole. Her moans at the new sensation made even more
precum leak from Eddie’s cock down her throat. His tongue moved in
long swipes across her ass and then across her pussy, then back
down again.

Reaching,
Trish grabbed the base of Eddie’s monstrous cock and started
jerking it. His body shifted slightly as he arched his beastly head
into the air and howled at the moon.

Trish knew her
pussy was completely soaked now, inside and out. She could feel it.
She had already been very wet before Dave had decided to find out
how she tasted.

Eddie
pulled his cock most of the way out and then rammed it back down
her throat. He did it again and again. She had to keep a strong
grip on the base of his cock to keep him from going too
deep.

That was when
she felt the cool night air on her pussy. Dave had stopped licking
her. She still felt his strong fingers around her ankles, but from
the way his arms moved she could tell he was shifting around.

His heavy
cock slapped down against her pussy with a wet noise, sending
intense tingles through her. He started rubbing the broad bottom of
his rod up and down her slick little slit, making little shocks run
up her body. She started grinding her own hips back, increasing the
pressure against her clit. If she didn’t have a huge cock shoved
into her mouth, she knew she’d be whimpering and begging Dave to
shove his cock into her pussy and fuck her like the monster he was
until she screamed.

He was playing
with her. Dave would bring the big head of his cock right to her
wet little opening, press just a little, then slide his cock back
up her slit. Trish tried to rock her hips so that she could finally
feel that big head stretch her out, but he was too fast.

Only one
of her hands was busy keeping Eddie from choking her with his fat
cock. She reached down
with the other one the next time the werewolf that was Dave pressed
the tip of his cock into her. She grabbed his shaft. It was so
slippery with her pussy juices that he still managed to slide it
between her pussy and her palm. So she tried a slightly different
tactic. The next time he tried it, she angled her hand in such as
way that his cock had nowhere to get but into her tight little
cunt.

Dave’s
beastly cock was so big that she felt her whole body tighten up as
it slipped deeper into her. She bit down a little on Eddie’s cock, her teeth pressing
against the hardness of his rod, but that only seemed to make him
redouble his efforts to get it all the way down her
throat.

With
grunts and pants, Dave pressed his thick cock slowly all the way
into her, letting her feel its girth and stiffness. Then he would
pull it back out completely. She could just feel the lips of her
pussy getting pulled back, straining around him. Trish wished she
could see it happening. Then he would bump the tip back into her and repeat it all
over again.

Both werewolves
shifted their grips on her. Eddie grabbed her by the shoulders, and
Dave put his clawed hands under her ass. Both of their cocks still
buried in her tight, wet holes, they began spinning her over. Her
pussy seemed to convulse around Dave’s cock, trying to get another
good grip on it, as it spun around inside her.

Trish found
herself on her hands and knees, helplessly spit-roasted between the
two monsters.

They
started fucking her again. At first, they were a little out of
sync. Soon enough, they picked up the proper pace, each sliding
into and out of her at the same time. The steady motion of it made
Trish realize that she was going to come soon. The way their cocks
fit into her was so tight, yet so good. The ring of her lips
strained to contain Eddie’s throbbing cock, while she felt the
walls of her pussy stretch apart as the large head of Dave’s cock
shoved against them.

It seemed that
with their animal senses the werewolves could feel her impending
orgasm as well. Dave flexed his cock until it was rock-hard inside
of her, and Eddie slowly ran his claws down the soft skin of her
back.

Trish
wanted to scream, to ball up her fists in their hair to ride out
the electric sensations of her orgasm. The head of Dave’s cock
bumped against the back of her pussy, and she lost all control. She
slammed her ass back against him as her pussy constricted his cock
in its tightest grip, only to relax the next moment and tighten
again.

They held
her as her toes curled and a tingling warmth washed through her. It
was a moment she’d wanted for a long time, and she savored every
second of feeling every bare inch of their cocks buried in
her.

As she came
down, she realized they hadn’t came yet.

At first, they
resisted as she tried to move away from their cocks. Soon, they
relented and pulled out themselves. Both of their stiff shafts were
absolutely covered in either her spit or her pussy juices.

Kneeling
in front of them both, she grabbed one cock in each hand and
started jerking. She took turns swallowing each shaft, playing with
the slits on their heads with her tongue. Both beasts panted as
they watched her with their yellow eyes. Their dicks were so slick
still that she had no trouble rubbing her tightened fingers up and
down their throbbing lengths.



Eddie showed
the first signs. His eyes narrowed until they were little slits,
and she saw his balls lift a little. Dave wasn’t far behind.

“That’s
right boys; shoot your hot cum all over me!” Trish said.

She
jerked as hard and fast as she could. They shuddered as they came.
Both cocks jerked in her hands, and then two wet and sticky shots
of hot cum splattered on her tits and face. Each of them fired off
several more times, shooting so hard that she could hear the hot
jizz splattering on her flesh. They both howled in the throes of
their orgasms.

When it
seemed like they’d finished, Trish leaned forward and cleaned their
cocks with her tongues. She playfully licked at the tips, knowing
how sensitive they became right after a guy comes. This made them
both shake and jolt a little.

As Trish
stood, she felt warm trickles of their cum run down her tits and
stomach. They stood silently and watched as she washed off in the
cool water of a small lake nearby. Still totally naked, her skin
pale in the moonlight, she made her way back to the camp. She could
hardly walk, she was so sore. I’m not going to be able to fuck for a
week, she thought. Her
pussy felt almost completely numb. Yet, she felt that if she saw
them get hard again she would ride those cocks until the sun came
up. And maybe after that too, if they weren’t worn out.

Dave took
a playful swing at Eddie, raking his claws along the other
werewolf’s chest. They growled at each other. Trish undid the flap
of her tent, then walked in to find all of her stuff already laid
out.

As she snuggled
into her sleeping bag, they howled again outside. They were farther
away. She figured they were probably out for a hunt.

They’d
come back to her, she knew. They wouldn’t be able to resist. She
hoped she’d be ready for them again. Next time, she thought, I am going to make them
kiss. Trish
slept.




Still looking for something rough? Try this
sample:

 


Rough Sex With My
Werewolf Daddy

 


I tried to
stretch my legs as far as they would go. We’d been driving for
hours, and I was starting to feel the first few tremors of a
threatened cramp in my calf. It also didn’t help that the air
conditioning in the car blew air only slightly colder than
outside.

My dad sat
beside me. His eyes were fixed on the road ahead, one hand on top
of the wheel and the other on the shifter. In the rear seat and on
the roof were all our camping supplies.

I had to admit,
I was much more excited about going camping with my dad for the
weekend than I cared to admit to him.

“Daddy?” I
asked. Since he was actually my stepfather, I usually just called
him by his name, but right then I was feeling particularly
affectionate.

He took his
eyes off the road for a moment to glance at me before saying,
“Yeah, Sophie?”

“Are we almost
there? I feel like I’m sweating through my shorts, here,” I said,
smiling at him.

He glanced down
at my legs as I mentioned shorts. I had on a tight pair of
short-shorts. When I saw his eyes linger on my legs for a moment, I
felt an inner heat swell inside that made me get wet in another
way.

Trying to take
my mind off the thought, I glanced at his strong arm as he adjusted
his grip on the shifter. “There’s hardly even a mark!” I said.

“Yeah, the doc
said I’d have a huge scar. He was completely baffled.”

A month
earlier, he’d been attacked by some big dog or wolf that had bitten
his arm. He said he’d barely managed to get away. Reaching out, I
ran my finger along what little scarring there was.
He’s so
warm, I thought. I
sucked in a breath as I felt myself get wetter. I had to shift
around in my seat.

“Don’t get your
panties in a bunch,” he said, seeing my discomfort and
misinterpreting it, “We’ll be there in a few minutes. I can see the
sign for the entrance already. You’re going to love this campsite.
I wish I’d taken you before you started college.”

“It’s okay,” I
said, trying to banish thoughts of whether or not he thought I was
pretty, whether he got hard thinking about me, “Better late than
never.”

Splaying his
fingers out, he turned the wheel and we moved from the nice, smooth
highway to the bumpy gravel road leading to the campsite. The
vibrations weren’t helping matters. I grabbed onto the armrest as
the vibrations translated to tingles of pleasure in my moist
pussy.

I practically
jumped out of the car when he pulled to a stop. There was no one
else there. It made sense; camping season was pretty much over.
Besides, it was nice to have the run of the place.

“And we won’t
even have to worry about light,” he said, pulling some stuff off
the roof, “Gonna be a nice full moon!”

“Great!” I
said. He looked at me and smiled. I was suddenly and painfully
aware of just how short my shorts were, and in my mind, I kept
asking myself whether he thought my breasts were nice enough.

“Something
wrong?” He said, a frown of concern crossing his, now that I really
looked, strong and handsome features. I could tell now why my mom
liked him so much.

“No... It’s
fine. Just a little chilly is all. Girls and the cold, you
know?”

It wasn’t long
before he had the two personal tents set up, and a tepee of
firewood in a stone pit. It really was starting to feel a little
chilly, and I wanted him to get the fire going. I glanced over at
him. He was staring into the sky, and his lips were slowly pulling
back from his teeth as though he fought against something painful
inside.

Walking over, I
put my hand on his arm. He was incredibly hot now, like feverishly
hot.

“Daddy! Are you
okay?”

It was like
he’d been far away, and I’d dragged him from that place. He looked
at me and I felt the blood drain from my face, feeling more
frightened than ever in my life. After a moment, his features
softened and I felt the fear evaporate slowly.

“Yeah, just a
little warm. I thought I could see the moon coming over the
treetops, and I just couldn’t keep myself from watching, you
know?”

I nodded and
mumbled a, “Yeah,” even though I really didn’t know.

As the shadows
began stretching from the trees, he got the fire going and we sat
beside each other on the soft ground.

He told a joke
and I reached out to put my hand on his thigh. I overextended and
my hand landed on his cock. I felt it jump at my touch before I
yanked my hand away.

“Sorry,” I
said.

He smiled and
we kept going as though nothing had happened. Everything was going
fine until it started getting truly dark out.

The light of
the moon hit him and he fell to the ground, rolling and writhing. I
screamed, standing up. I didn’t know what to do; I thought he must
be having a heart attack. I reached for my phone, but there was no
signal.

His cries of
pain began to rumble in his throat, and I thought I could see his
bones shifting beneath his skin.

Then his skin
cracked open and thick tufts of black hair burst from the rents. I
wanted to run, but my feet wouldn’t obey.

When he opened
his eyes and looked at me, I saw that they had turned yellow. Huge
fangs shot from his gums as his snout elongated. His clothes tore
as his muscles bulged outwards. When he stood, the tatters fell
from his body.

“Daddy?” I
said. It wasn’t him anymore, though. It was some kind of werewolf,
and his eyes fixed on my soft flesh with a hunger that made my
knees tremble.

I turned to run
away into the woods, to see if there were other campers. But it was
too late. He leapt, slamming me down to the ground with his
enormous bulk. A shock of panic ripped through me as all the air
left my body.

He lifted
himself off me after grabbing the back of my neck in a tight grip,
and I pulled in a grateful lungful of air.

Then he picked
me up by the neck and slammed me down hard enough to knock that
from me, too.

“Daddy! Stop!”
I cried as he lifted me up a few feet, ready to smash me down
again.

Miraculously, he simply dropped me down. I turned over onto
my back. His hulking shoulders lifted and fell with his breaths,
which misted the air. His lips were pulled back in a snarl.
Is this really my
stepfather? I
thought.
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	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



