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Maggie thought that she wouldn’t have any trouble keeping her secret. Not with going away to school, away from it all.

But the semester ended and her parents wanted her home, at least for a while. And even when she told them she wanted to get a summer job and stay out there, they insisted.

Then again, they didn’t know.

Her dad picked her up at the bus station and her heartbeat climbed steadily they closer they came to home.

“It’s too bad Shirley’s not around,” her dad said absently.

Maggie swallowed hard. “Yeah, too bad.”

Shirley, her best friend from high school, had gone to a different college. She didn’t know Maggie’s secret, but she was a part of it.

With Shirley not around, at least Maggie had good reason to not cross the street over to her friend’s house. Her parents wouldn’t question it. So there was some relief. But not much.

They pulled onto their street, and Maggie’s heart jumped into her throat when she saw the Shirley’s ranch-style sitting across from their bungalow. 

It had all happened just a few months ago, but being back here made it all immediate once more.

“But hey, maybe you can still get up to some fun,” her dad said as they pulled into the driveway.

“What do you mean?” Maggie said, leaning forward against the restraining pressure of her seatbelt.

“Well, Aaron’s gone out for a couple weeks and asked if we could grab his newspapers and mail for him and drop them inside,” he said.

Maggie turned to face her dad, “He’s not here?”

“Nope. But hey, now that you’re here you can do that for us. Let’s just say that’s the price of your summer rent,” her dad said with a laugh.

“Okay,” Maggie said, barely able to get the word out.

Aaron had been a single dad for a long time. As long as Maggie could remember.

They stepped out of the car and Maggie paused for a moment, looking across the street. He’s gone, it’s okay. 

But it wasn’t, she knew.

Because she remembered every last second, every last sensation, of what had happened last summer, just after she’d turned 18, just before she was about to move away to school.

Aaron had thrown a big going away party for Shirley, and of course Maggie had gone. Lots of people had.

For some reason, though, the two of them ended up alone. All alone in the kitchen, everyone heading home or outside or wherever.

She remembered thinking about how handsome Aaron looked, even though he was old enough to be her dad. He went to the gym every day, she knew. Took care of himself.

“You look really pretty today, Maggie,” Aaron had told her.

She remembered the heat of her blush as it filled her cheeks. And that hadn’t been the only heat.

Something about that day, something about him, had left more than a little heat between her thighs.

Somehow he must have sensed what she felt.

“Thanks. You’re really handsome today,” she told him, hoping it didn’t sound stupid. She wiped a bit of stray hair off her forehead.

Then he came over to her in two big strides. Her body had responded in this primal, powerful way. Nipples perking up until they ached with stiffness. A tremble down her stomach. Quivering, wet heat between her thighs.

Then he’d kissed her. Not like a family friend she’d known her whole life. Like a man who wants a woman, wants to know her. Know every inch of her.

Her own hands had a will of their own. She remembered pressing her hand to the front of his jeans and feeling how big and hard he was, that hardness of his straining against the denim.

Straining for her.

She moaned when his lips went down to her throat.

And her moans turned to a gasp when he pushed a hand down the front of her shorts, his fingers pressing her lower lips apart to rub at the stuff little button of her clit.

Part of it had been shock. Part of it had been desire. 

It all added up to a sharp, short orgasm that had her thighs locked and quivering around his hand even as his fingers rubbed and stroked.

She remembered wanting to drop down to her knees in front of him. To take him in her mouth and make him feel good like he’d made her feel good.

But then the front door open and Shirley came in, calling out for her father.

Maggie ran from the kitchen as soon as he tugged his hand out from between her legs. She ran across the street home without saying bye to Shirley.

She hadn’t seen Aaron in person since that day.

But she relived that day over and over, in the narrow bed in her dorm room. She remembered the confident way his fingers had touched her.

She remembered that thick, hard bulge in his jeans.

And she wondered what it might feel like to if he pushed that hardness into the waiting velvety wetness inside of her.

Wondered and knew that she could never let that happen, no matter how much she thought about it. And how much she wanted it.

So she grabbed his mail and his papers for two days, leaving them inside on the occasional table in the front hall without incident.

Then one day she forgot about the whole thing until late that night. Not wanting to get up the next morning, she decided to go over. 

She checked out the living room window first and saw Aaron’s house sat dark across the street.

Good, no one home still.

And she went over, emptying the mail box beside the front door and fishing the spare key out of its hiding spot on top of the door frame.

She went inside and knew something felt different even before she dropped the mail on the table.

“You came,” he said.

Her heart jumped into her throat. “What? Aaron, is that you?”

“It is. I’m so happy you came. You know, I haven’t been able to get that day out of my head. You were so wet for me.”

The base of her spine tingled. “I should go.”

“No, don’t. Stay. I know you want to,” he said. She could see him then, standing in the darkness at the end of the hall.

“I shouldn’t. It’s wrong. Shirley’s my best friend,” she said. She knew she should leave, but she didn’t move.

“It’s just the two of us. And you haven’t left,” he said.

Then he stepped forward so that she could see him in the light coming into the hall from the street lamp.

He was tall. Even in the low light, she knew he had dark hair. His eyes glinted beneath that black mane. And he was naked. 

Heat radiated from his body, and his broad shoulders and deep chest rose and fell with the lungfuls of air he breathed in.

Maggie felt her own heat, then, rising up through her body. It was a heat that left a feeling of wetness between her legs, left her gasping for air as her stiff nipples pressed against her tank top.

There was something animalistic and primal about this man that she'd never felt from anyone before in her life. Whatever it was, it awoke something equally primal and feral in her own body.

He reached out and grabbed a handful of her hair. Then his face started coming closer to hers. Maggie found her body aching for him. She arched her back, thrusting her breasts toward him. Her eyes shut, and her lips parted slightly, tingling with the anticipation of feeling his lips on her.

But he didn't kiss her. He brought the handful of hair to his face, breathing her scent in again. The waves of heat radiating out from him intensified, crashing into her. They left her knees feeling like water. She'd never felt a man with such a sheer physical presence before.

Her eyes shot open. She knew what was happening, and she couldn't let it happen, no matter how wet and warm she felt for him. Even as that thought passed her mind, she felt her passage throb with desire. Unbidden, her thoughts went to his body. One part of it, anyway. Her fingers ached to reach out and feel how big and hard he was, to stroke him.

"We shouldn’t!" she said, giving herself one last out. One more excuse she could tell herself later.

Her shove caught him off-guard, and he went back a step. It was enough for her to start running again. She belonged to no man.

In an instant, he was on her. His bulk brought her to the floor as he leapt. 

"I need you!" he said, grabbing her hair and yanking her head back.

The pain made her back arch.

His lips found her arched neck, tracing up and down her throat, leaving a trail of burning desire in their wake.

Her body reminded her of its own desires and needs. Of the desire she'd felt earlier: of that other warm body she wanted to share nature with, to share herself with.

Her fists relaxed. Her feet scrabbled at the floor, arching her hips into the air as a tingling, warm finger of desire seemed to caress her on the inside.

"God, yesss..." she hissed, her conscious mind giving in to the all-consuming ferocity she found in herself. 

She found his cock, then, her reaching hands exploring ever farther down his muscular body. His shaft pulsed in her grip as she massaged her, using her thumbs to collect the precum that had leaked from the tip and to spread it around the taut flesh of the head.

He groaned as she pleasured him. The vibrations the sounds of his arousal made resonated inside of her. She felt her pussy get even slicker as her walls throbbed and pulsed, their ache to feel his hardness sliding against them almost painful their need.

She gasped as he tore her tank top down the middle with one hand, letting her firm breasts spill out.

Her fingers slid up and down his hard, thick length faster, squeezing him more tightly. His teeth closed on her throat as he exerted his dominance, his rule, over her body.

"Fuck me," she pleaded, "Just shove your cock into my pussy," she pleaded.

His hot lips moved down from her throat, wrapping themselves around first one nipple, then the next. The saliva he left on them accentuated the cold of the night, making her nipples stiffen even more.

Maggie could wait no more. She knew that if he didn't fill her tight little sex in the next few moments, she would pass out from the strength of her anticipation.

As though able to read her thoughts, Aaron reared back on his haunches. His eyes positively glowed with the heat of his lust.

Snarling, he wrenched at her shorts until the button flew off and the zipper broke. Then he peeled them off her body, along with her panties, exposing her milky flesh and her long, graceful legs to her hungry eyes.

He could see the glistening wetness practically dripping from between the bare lips of her pussy. He could smell her need for him. It was the scent that was the most powerful. He breathed it in deeply, feeling his cock swell and throb with the power of it.

Then he could restrain himself no more. 

Maggie let out a squeal of anticipation as he grabbed the backs of her knees and pushed them towards her chest. The move exposed her dripping pussy, throbbing with the heat of her lust.

Her tight little cunt was no barrier to his hard, engorged cock. The combined screams and howls as he entered her filled the house. Maggie pushed the back of her head against the ground, arching her back up as he slammed into her pussy. Her walls tried to hold onto him, tried to grip him and keep him inside where she needed him. 

But she was too wet. Her juices soaked every last inch of him, leaving his cock glistening with it as he pulled out of her for each new thrust.

She got so wet on him that his shaft dripped with her juices, which ran in a trickle down the cleft of her ass.

Maggie had never been fucked like that before. It was what she needed, what she'd wanted. It was the desire that she'd tried to silence within herself. She'd always thought of herself as the good girl. The girl who wanted to find the right man to make love with.

But she'd been wrong. She knew that as her pussy stretched around his cock, stretched with delicious pains and aches that left her groaning and moaning for more.

No, what she really wanted and needed was a hard, savage fucking. That was the secret, the truth every woman hid, even from themselves. It was only while the wolf man slammed his cock as hard as he could into Maggie's pussy that she came to this realization.

He went completely wild. All the muscles in his body seemed to be completely rigid as pushed himself into Maggie again and again. 

She screamed for him.

Again, he brought his lips down to her arched neck. His teeth found her soft flesh. She knew he could barely resist the urge to tear into her body, to devour her and satisfy his hunger completely.

She ran her hands down his back, all slick with the hot sweat of his exertions. Her walls closed in around his shaft as she felt just how solid and firm his ass was, digging her fingers into it. He howled up at the ceiling as she felt him.

There was an ache in her legs as well, from being held up so long. But she didn't care. The feeling barely registered over the ecstasy of his driving cock as he filled her with its heat and hardness.

Then the tightness grew even more intense. All she could hear were his grunts and snarls as he fought against her grip. His body got so hot that she could hardly touch him.

"Yes!" She screamed, digging her nails into the firm flesh of his ass again, "God, yes! Fuck me harder!"

It didn't seem to be night anymore. The pleasure that built inside her was like a white hot ball of light, expanding to encompass her entire body as she gave herself to him.

When she came, she couldn't even hear herself scream. It was like she'd gone to another dimension, another plane of existence. It was pure heat and desire, pure lust and carnal pleasure. The walls of her sex grasped him as tightly as they could, trembling with the effort to contain his ferocity.

The force of her pleasure took her breath away, squeezing it from her lungs in gasping screams as he continued thrusting into her. He was so big she could feel him hitting the back.

Then all she could think of was him filling her with his hot load. She pulled his face down to hers, making him kiss her. He bit her bottom lip, and she could taste blood as she thrust her wet pussy up against him as he slammed down into her.

Every part of her knew this was right, that this needed to happen. She needed to be his.

Then the vicious monster that stalked nightmares and horror movies alike began losing control. She could feel it in the way he swelled inside her, the way a look that was almost pain contorted his face.

He went rigid over her. She ran herself up and down his length. She could feel him, ready to burst in her, ready to fill her and give her what she wanted the most.

Maggie moaned as she felt his cock jump in her. 

"Oh! Cum inside me! Yes!" She moaned as another orgasm slammed into her like a tidal wave.

They both screamed as his shaft jerked and jumped as his hot seed filled her hungry pussy.

He was different from other men in this way, too. She could feel the heat of his cum radiating through her, more and more as he continued jerking inside her. Soon, it was pouring out of her, squeezing around his thick shaft.

She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him close, her pussy still squeezing around his cock. He stayed rigid inside of her for a while.

She couldn’t believe what had just happened. But the ache already starting inside of her told her it was true.

“Are you going to be here tomorrow?” she asked him.

“Yes,” he replied.

She promised herself she’d never let Shirley find out about any of this. 

She also knew that she’d come back over tomorrow, and the day after. As many as she could.
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