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Elaine
reached to change the song on her MP3 player. She had it in a
holster on her arm for ease of use during these nighttime jogs. A
glance at her sports watch said she’d already completed two
miles.

“Three more to
go,” she said between breaths.

She
thought back to the other jogger she’d passed a few minutes prior.
She wondered if he’d turned around to get a look at her ass in her
Spandex jogging shorts. Guys seemed to look at her now that she was
trim and toned.

Many of
the streetlights were out on this stretch, but that was fine. She
could see everything clearly in the light of the full
moon.

Elaine looked
up as she jogged. The moon seemed to stare right back down at her.
It had always seemed so mysterious, with all the myths people had
made up around it.

When the path
into the park came up, she detoured down it. Normally, she stuck to
the road, but she thought that the park would look beautiful all
empty and moonlit.

Elaine wasn’t
disappointed. She actually slowed down and turned her music off so
that she could better appreciate the sights and sounds around her.
Everything seemed black and white, like some old movie. Tree
branches swayed gently in the cool night breeze. The sweet smell of
flowers wafted through the air.

Down by
the lake she took a breather. Pulling her ear buds out, Elaine
settled down on the hard wood of a bench. The water gurgled and
undulated like a long, shiny sheet. Looking out over the lake, she
realized just how much nicer this place was with nobody and nothing
around.

Just as
she was being lulled by the lapping water, the sound of jogging
feet snapped her out of it. She turned around, twisting on the
bench. That same jogger from before was running down the same path
she’d taken. He’d been running the other way before, so he must
have turned around. Must have really liked what he saw, Elaine thought. He saw her looking, smiled, and
started towards the bench.

“Damn it,”
Elaine whispered. She really didn’t want to talk to him. He wasn’t
even good looking.

Her annoyance
grew when he wordlessly sat down beside her. He was panting, and it
took him a few moments before he could gather enough breath to
talk.

“Nice night for
a jog, don’t you think?”

Elaine rolled
her eyes. He was ugly and unoriginal. Not a good combination.

“Yes. It really
is nice to do something alone.” She shot him a look to further
stress the final word, hoping he’d take the hint and go away.

He didn’t.

“I’m Jeff,” he
said, holding out one hand.

Elaine gave it
a perfunctory shake. He held on a moment too long, and kept trying
to look into her eyes.

“Look, I
normally don’t talk to girls like this, but you seem so nice. Do
you think maybe we could –“

Elaine held up
her hand, silencing him. “Look, Jeff, thanks, but no thanks. Okay?
I don’t like being approached by strange men, especially when I’m
alone at night.”

That did it. A
look of shock etched itself across his face. He held up his hands,
trying to say he wasn’t like that. Elaine ignored him. After
another moment, he stood up and practically sprinted away deeper
into the park.

She tried
to get back into the mood she’d been in before, looking across the
water, but he’d ruined it. With a heavy sigh, she plugged her ear
buds back in and jogged farther into the park as well. He was
running so fast, she knew she was unlikely to see him
again. She wasn’t going
to let him take the whole damn place for himself.

The narrow path
curved through dense trees that nearly blocked out all the light.
It was kind of creepy. Elaine suddenly felt unreasonably scared.
She picked up the pace, trying to get through more quickly.

That was
when she heard the scream, so loud that it drowned out her music.
It was long and filled with pain. And right in front of her.
She turned off the MP3 player.
Rounding the next curve, she stopped, only just managing to choke
off her own scream.

Jeff was lying
on the ground in the light from a lamp. There was a pool of dark
blood on the ground from his throat, which was just gone. Hunched
over his body was a large, furry form, like some horrible mix of
wolf and man.

Clapping her
hands over her mouth, Elaine whispered, “Oh my God!”

It noticed,
turning around. It had a long snout, and its eyes glinted in the
light.

The werewolf
growled, revealing long, bloody fangs. Elaine screamed. She spun
and sprinted back down the path, fuelled by fear. She looked over
her shoulder. It was loping along right behind her.

It
lunged, lashing out with one clawed hand. The claw caught in the
neck of her shirt, tearing it clean right down her back. Its next
attack caught the waistband of her Spandex shorts. She felt the
tight material suddenly become loose around her thighs. The cool
air of the night rushed across her bare ass.

Looking back
like she was, she never saw the stick on the ground. It caught up
between her ankles, sending her sprawling to the ground. The dirt
scratched her outstretched hands and rubbed her knees raw.



“No, no, no...”
Elaine muttered, crawling forward.

She
looked back again, screaming. The werewolf stood over her on its
hind legs, looking down upon her body. Elaine scrunched her eyes
shut, awaiting the crushing jaws around her own neck. They never
came. She opened her eyes again. The monster still stood over her,
but now it sported a huge erection between its legs, hanging
heavily in the air. At the sight, she felt her pussy get
involuntarily wet, and she suddenly felt very warm between the
legs.

If she
was going to die, she at least wanted to fuck one more
time.

Slowly,
she raised her ass higher and higher into the air.
As she did, the werewolf
reached down and raked the claws of one hand along the bared skin
of her back. Elaine sucked in a breath through her teeth. The
scratches felt like long lines of fire in her flesh.

Moving up
a little more, her ass bumped into the hot flesh of the beast’s
rod. It rocked its hips, rubbing the bottom of its shaft over one
of her ass cheeks. Elaine wriggled her own hips. Its heavy cock slid into the
cleft between her cheeks. Squeezing the strong muscles together,
she bobbed back and forth a bit. The skin on its dick pulled back
and forth, and it responded by speeding up its own
rubbing.

Its hot,
throbbing meat brushed back and forth across the sensitive pucker
of Elaine’s asshole. She shivered a little at the tingles it sent
through her. The walls of her pussy clenched a little as she got
wetter.

“Umm...”
Elaine moaned. She opened her mouth a little and ran the tip of her
tongue over her full lips, making them shine in the light of the
moon. The noise of her
moan touched something in the monster. Its cock jerked a little
between her cheeks and a big glob of precum leaked from the tip of
its cock, glistening like her lips. Elaine watched as it trailed
down the head of its cock. She arched her ass up a little higher,
letting the stuff drip down into her crack. She rubbed back and
forth slowly a few times, lettings the liquid lube up their flesh.
Its dick slid back and forth more easily and quickly
now.

Elaine wondered
if any of it managed to make its way to her cunt.

“Oh
fuck,” Elaine said. It wasn’t a matter of survival anymore, she
realized; she actually wanted to feel the werewolf’s massive meat
pounding her small, tight pussy. She wanted it to cram every throbbing inch in
until its balls slapped against her clit. Elaine reached down her
stomach, through the loose remains of her shorts, and ran her
fingers along her slit imagining what it would feel like to have
such a big cock inside of her. She pulled her fingers away all wet
with her juices at the thought.

Such a huge
cock was going to need more than a little bit of precum to lube it
up.

Leaning back
into a crouching position, Elaine scooted around so that the
werewolf was in front of her. Its shoulders rose up and down with
its breathing as it stared down at her. It reached down and wrapped
its powerful fingers around her neck. It didn’t squeeze though. She
could feel the points of each claw pressed lightly to her
flesh.

Not
daring to break eye contact, Elaine reached out. She grabbed the
head of the monster’s cock. Her pinkie finger and thumb rested
against the large ridge around the head. Slowly at first, she
spread more precum around the tip with the pad of her index finger.
The beast’s whole body shook and jerked as she moved her finger
more quickly. Its clawed hand gripped and loosened around her neck
with each revolution she made around the taut, wet head of its
dick.

She
leaned forward. It held her still for a moment, then let her move.
Pulling its cock to one side, she parted her moistened lips and let
them slide down the side of its shaft. Its skin felt smooth and
warm on her lips. When she reached the base, she started back the
other way. This time, she stuck the tip of her tongue out between
her lips, letting it leave a shining trail of saliva as she worked
her way toward the head.

Letting her
tongue run along the large ridges around the head, she switched her
grip and moved down the other side. A fresh drop of precum squeezed
out of its cock as she worked her way back up toward the top. This
time, the werewolf shifted its hips, trying to move its cock so
that it would press into her hot little mouth.

When she
reached the top, instead of gobbling down as much of its shaft as
she could fit, Elaine pulled its dick up and pressed it against the
monster’s furry stomach.

Elaine worked
up some spit, then ran her tongue up along the bottom of its shaft.
She shifted her hand from its head so that it ran down along the
top of its meat. Its dick really was heavy, pressing now entirely
against her tongue with no support from her fingers in holding it
up.

Reaching the
tip again, she let it rest on the wet surface of her tongue for a
moment. When the beast growled down at her, she got a good grip
around the base of its shaft and pressed her lips around the
head.

It barely fit
in her mouth. She ran her lips and tongue back and forth along the
sensitive and taut flesh of the head, jerking with her hand and
also licking at the little slit at the tip on each stroke.

Reaching up
with her other hand, she grabbed onto its balls and gave them a
light squeeze on each stroke, too. More and more precum dribbled
onto her tongue. She swallowed it all, savoring the salty
taste.

Her own drool
dribbled along its shaft, hanging down in shiny strings at
different points.

Having her
tight lips straining around its meat was so hot. She stroked up and
down, trying to make it get harder, trying to ease just a little
bit more of its length into her tiny space. Her legs began
trembling beneath her. Not from strain, but desire.

With a snarl,
the werewolf released her neck. It shoved at her shoulders, making
her topple onto her back. Now, it fell to its knees. Grasping the
remains of her shorts, it tore them from her body, leaving her
completely naked from the waist down. The hair of her pussy was
neatly trimmed, and her slit glistened a little in the moonlight
from its wetness.

Elaine grabbed
her jogging shirt and pulled it off, exposing the stiff nipples of
her perky tits.

The werewolf
grabbed her behind each knee and then pressed them up to her chest.
Then it leaned down over her pussy.

“Fuck!” Elaine
screamed as its tongue lapped out over her slit, licking at her
wetness.

It licked
away at her, making wet, sloppy noises. Elaine’s hips bucked up and
down each time its tongue ran over her clit. Once, its tongue
slipped into her. No one had ever licked her that deeply before. It
had made her so sopping wet that she felt their mixed juices run
down her ass. Every fibre in her body felt electrified. It felt so
good that she couldn’t even moan, instead baring her teeth in a
snarl.

The beast
stopped. It leaned back a little. She looked up at it. Its muzzle
was all wet from licking her pussy clean. She couldn’t take it
anymore.

“Fuck me! Cram
that huge cock into my pussy!”

Arching, it
shoved its heavy rod forward. The head bumped into her pussy,
sliding down her sopping slit until it pressed slightly into her
waiting opening.

Gasping,
Elaine felt the tight ring tighten up around its cock. She bucked
her hips up, her pussy swallowing the entire head and part of the
shaft. Lowering her hips, she moaned and shook as the tall ridges
around the head rubbed down the lubed walls of her snatched, Wet as
she was, the friction was still incredible.

Elaine
wrapped her arms around her thighs, just below were the best
gripped the backs of her knees in its hands. She squeezed her knees
together. Using her back and arms, she ran her tight pussy up and
down the huge cock pushing into her.

The werewolf
let her do that, choosing to watch her wet lips massage up and down
its length.

“Oh!” Elaine
gasped. She stopped moving as she felt her walls tense up around
its cock.

Now that
she stopped, the werewolf decided to begin fucking her. It used its
weight and strength to inch its sopping shaft deeper into her tight
pussy. Her walls, trying to clench even tighter, parted as it
forced the head farther into her. She was so tight around it that
little sparks of pain shot up her body along with the warm tingles
of pleasure.

Elaine
squealed as it kept pushing forward. With her knees pulled back, it
didn’t take long until she felt its cock bump against the very back
of her slick pussy. When it did, it pulled its cock part way out
and then slowly ran it back into her. It seemed to notice her
little gasps and squeals of pain, so it stopped pushing all the way
in.

She
wished she could see it fucking her. The lips of her pussy probably
pulled out around it like a tight little sock each time it moved
back for another thrust. Her clit would be standing straight out,
just begging to be rubbed or licked. Its long, smooth thrusts let
her feel each bump and ridge along its shaft. Her pussy probably
left it wet and shining as it made her get wetter and wetter each
time it bumped back into her.

Looking
up into its face, she saw its eyes narrowed in concentration as it
stared down, watching itself slide in and out of her. Its lips were
pulled back, and it let out a little growl with each
push.

Slowly at
first, as she got wetter around it, the beast picked up speed, Each
push rubbed past the little ridges of her g-spot. As it went faster
and faster, Elaine’s breathed more quickly.

She squeezed
her eyes shut. “Yes... Yes...” She said.

She pulled back
on her thighs, changing the angle a little so that its rubbing
electrified her.

It was
going to make her come. She sucked in her lower lip and bit down on
it until it hurt. She started rocking her hips back and forth
again. She looked up at it again.

“Fucking come
in me,” she said through clenched teeth, her lips pouting out in a
circle, “Shoot your load into my tight pussy, nice and hot and
wet...”

She couldn’t
say anymore. She started coming all over its cock. She felt her
pussy get even wetter. The werewolf’s fucking made sucking noises
as her pussy climaxed around its huge girth, gripping and loosening
up and down its shaft.

Then it stopped
moving. It snarled as she felt its dick pulse with little jerks,
sending its come deep into the back of her pussy. She was hungry
for it, she wanted more and more. Its fingers squeezed painfully
around her knees.

Before it
finished, it pulled its cock out. Strings of hot jizz shot onto her
thighs and ass as more dribbled out of her cunt down her ass. She
felt empty without it in her.

It stood over
her again, looking down with its baleful, shining eyes. Elaine
shuddered under that stare. She’d been so caught up in their
fucking that she had pushed the reason it had started to the back
of her mind.

Was this the
end then? Would it sink its fangs into the soft flesh of her throat
and taste her hot blood?

Lowering
her aching legs down onto the cool ground, she tried to relax. She
was exhausted, and running would just prolong the
inevitable. Just make it quick, Elaine thought.

The monster
crouched down over her. She could smell her juices the hot breath
that washed over her. With their faces this close, looking into its
eyes she thought she saw a small glimmer of humanity, something to
set it apart from any other wild thing.

Slowly,
while looking into her eyes, its jaw opened. It cocked it head to
one side, lowering its open mouth over her throat. The tips of its
fangs brushed her flesh. They pressed down against her, making her
gasp. She closed her eyes, waiting for the crushing, tearing
force.

The tips of the
fangs left her neck. She couldn’t feel the heat of its breath
anymore.

Opening her
eyes, she gasped again. The monster was gone. She sat up, looking
around. There was no sign of it anywhere.

Gathering
up the remains of her clothes and tying them up around her body to
cover it up as best she could, ran off toward the street and
safety. She knew she’d never forget her night of passion under the
light of the full moon.
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