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 Spit
Roasted by Werewolves

 


Lance peered
out the window of his cabin. Outside, dusk was settling over the
forest like a shadowy blanket. The wolves would be out soon, he
knew, ready to hunt and to howl mournfully at the full moon.

His research
notes were in a clipboard lying on the small kitchen table. It had
been an amazing opportunity for his grad research to come out to a
small cabin for a month to observe some reportedly strange behavior
in a local pack of wolves. It was liberating, being away from all
those city lights.

Lance
sipped at the piping mug of coffee he held. Craning his neck, he
looked up at the sky. It was clear. Good, he thought, I’ll be able to see the stars tonight.

He’d be
spending the night in a small observation tower, keeping tabs on a
local pack.

Putting down
the coffee, he smoothed his shirt over his muscular chest and flat
abs. He thought he was in pretty good shape for a zoology grad
student.

Night fell
quickly outside. Lance turned on his electric lantern, throwing
cold white light over the interior of the cabin, as he got his gear
ready for the outing. He stuffed an expensive pair of night vision
binoculars, lots of paper in a clipboard, some pens, two bottles of
water and a few power bars into his duffel bag.

Outside, the
air was cool enough that Lance thought he could almost see his
breath. He zipped his jacket up as he felt his nipples stiffen in
response to the sudden drop in temperature.

The
observation tower was a bit of a walk. Lance managed to trip
himself up a few times by looking up through the canopy at the
stars instead of where he was walking. When he did look at the
ground, he found the woods easy to navigate. The white light from
the moon cast everything around him in a way that made Lance think
of old, black and white movies.

Smiling, Lance
looked up again and howled like he was the wolf man. He jumped when
a wolf somewhere close by let loose an answering call that silenced
all other sounds around the woods.

His smile
faded when a pair of glowing eyes appeared between a few trees to
glower at him. He took an unconscious step back from them,
wondering why they appeared far too high off the ground. After a
moment, there was a heavy growl and the eyes disappeared.

Time to get up in the tower, Lance thought. Wolves couldn’t climb, so he knew
he’d be safe, if cold, up there. He wasted no more time gazing idly
up at the panorama in the sky. Soon, he was climbing up the stiff
wooden ladder. The platform was wide enough for him to lie down on
if he wanted, and a railing enclosed the square space. It even had
a small, leaky roof in case he wanted to observe in the
rain.

Lance leaned
over the rail eagerly. The past few nights the pack had wandered so
close that he’d been able to make out their shaggy forms through
the night vision binoculars. His excitement bordered on the sexual,
making his cock stiffen a little in his pants as he brought the
binoculars up to his eyes.

Scanning the
tree line around the observation tower, he looked for any signs of
wolf activity that he might record. A blur of movement shot from
one tree to the next. Lance stared at the space, his heart racing.
A ball of coldness grew in size inside his stomach as he realized
that the shape could not have been any wolf. It had been far too
tall, and it had moved on two legs like a man.

Whatever it
was stepped out between two trees. It seemed to be looking up at
him. Breath held and eyes wide, Lance slowly lowered the
binoculars. That same pair of eyes he’d seen before now glared up
at him. There was something else, too: the sound of a low growl
emanated from whatever it was. It couldn’t be a man; it wasn’t
hunting season. And men’s eyes didn’t glow.

The tower
trembled as though from an earthquake. Lance yelled out, grasping a
rail. The binoculars would have fallen to the ground were it not
for the strap that held them around his neck. He looked down.

There was
another of the things there, shaking the tower like it was a
toy.

“Oh Jesus,”
Lance said as the beast shook the tower again. The wood began to
creak and crack at ear-splitting volume. “Oh fuck!”

With that, the
tower collapsed. Lance was flung out, narrowly missing the scanty
roof. He landed with a thud on the grass just a few feet away from
the tree line he’d been watching. Whimpering, he looked up.
Towering over him in the moonlight was a sight so terrifying that
he couldn’t even scream.

It was a
werewolf, and its snarling lips revealed long, white fangs. There
was another growl behind him, which made Lance quickly spin over
onto his back to see. It was the werewolf that had shaken his tower
down. Its eyes shone yellow in the moonlight, and its shaggy fur
was a slightly lighter shade of brown than the monster behind him.
He knew from class that he should never look a beast in the eye,
but he simply could not tear his eyes away from its glowing
gaze.

“What... What
do you want?” Lance managed.

The one
staring down at him had a glint of intelligence in its eyes, as
though even in its brute ferocity it understood him. Its eyes moved
slowly down his body. Lance looked down, too. In his fall, his
shirt must have caught on something, because it was torn right down
the middle. His jacket was gone. His bare chest and abs were
plainly visible.

Lance shivered
as the beast knelt down, extended its claws, and ran them down his
flesh. Then he was forced flat onto the ground, shoved down by
another set of powerful hands on his shoulders.

Straining,
Lance managed to look down. The wolf still had its sharp claws
pressed against his flesh, and Lance saw the monster’s hard, pink
cock stiffen. The werewolf ran his claws farther down Lance’s body,
letting them hook into his pants. The denim of his jeans tore like
it was paper, leaving only rags around his legs. He was surprised
to see how hard his own cock was. Freed of the denim, it stood up
and quivered a little in the air. The urge to start jerking himself
off came upon him, displacing some of the abject terror he felt at
being held down and fondled by the two werewolves.

Looking up, he
saw that the werewolf holding him down also had a long and heavy
erection. The way he was crouched above Lance, his cock swung in
the air just a few inches away from Lance’s face.

Lance did the
only thing he could think of. Lifting his head, he shoved his lips
over the head of the cock of the werewolf holding him down. The
beast jolted in surprise at the sudden touch of Lance’s warm mouth,
pressing his claws more deeply into the flesh of Lance’s shoulders.
Lance fought against the sudden hot and stabbing pain, trying not
to bite down on its cock. If he did that, he knew it would all be
over for him.

With the pain
subsiding, he started using his tongue. The werewolf’s cock was
upside down in his mouth. He could easily run his tongue over the
top of its meaty head, which he’d already managed to slaver with
his spit. After rubbing his tongue around its surface, he was
rewarded with a mouthful of its salty precum. He licked this away,
feeling his cock jerk a little as he leaked some precum of his
own.

Using his body
weight, the werewolf getting his cock sucked pressed Lance’s head
back against the ground. Lance’s head was arched straight back,
leaving his whole throat open to a good hard skull fucking. He had
no choice in the matter as he felt the werewolf’s shaft start to
shove deeper and deeper into his mouth. Having taken plenty of big
rods back in his undergrad days, Lance was no stranger to
deepthroating. He shut down his gag reflex like a champion as he
felt its cock move into his throat. His mouth strained around the
monster cock’s girth, some of his spit leaking from the tight seal
he had around it.

Soon, his
lungs burned. The werewolf seemed content to let the moist and
tight tube of Lance’s throat cradle his huge rod, apparently
unaware that he was suffocating him. His vision started to darken,
and was occasionally punctuated by spots of color that seemed to
float across his eyeballs.

He grimaced in
pain as the other werewolf raked its claws again down his naked
flesh. Brilliant flashes of color strobed across his eyes as he
felt the werewolf grasp his cock with its long fingers and give it
a squeeze.

That’s when he
started to struggle. He writhed under the one monster’s grip,
trying to pull his mouth far enough off of its long cock to take
one breath. It was like someone had lit his lungs on fire, they
burned so badly. This only seemed to excite the monster more, as he
started to thrust even deeper into him.

The werewolf
that had a grip on his cock bent down and ran its long, wolfish
tongue along the entire bottom of his shaft. It was an incredibly
strange experience for Lance, as at once he fought to gulp in a
life-saving breath and felt tingles and pleasures in his cock far
more intense than he’d ever had before.

Finally, he
gulped down a little bit of air as the cock in his mouth withdrew
most of the way out from his lips. Strings of his spit fell onto
his face from the monster’s shaft. It was only a momentary
reprieve, as the beast jammed his cock back down his throat the
next moment. A snarl stole over the werewolf’s face as he felt the
monster’s cock harden in the soft flesh of his mouth.

Then they
started to fight. The one werewolf released his cock and used that
hand to swipe at the one getting all of the pleasure from Lance’s
mouth. They both stood up and fought each other. Lance could do
nothing but watch as he lay on the ground and coughed. His cheeks
and chin were completely soaked in his spit and the one werewolf’s
precum.

Grappling each
other, the monsters fell to the ground in a heap of claws and
teeth. They both still had raging erections, one of which glistened
wetly in the moonlight.

Just as Lance
had gathered the strength to stand and make a run for it, he
stopped. The pack of wolves he’d been observing stood around them
in a broad circle, many sets of glowing eyes peering in at them
all. Some of them were werewolves, standing up on their hind legs.
Others were natural wolves. The one closest to him snarled as he
started to crabwalk away.

There’s no way out! He thought desperately.

But when he
saw those big, hard cocks of the beasts fighting for access to him,
he felt his own erection stiffen once more. Watching them, his hand
crept down his body and wrapped around his cock. It was all warm
and wet from the one monster’s spit. He started stroking himself,
savoring the feeling.

First, one of
the fighters stopped as he caught sight of Lance. The other took
one last swing and then turned his attention to Lance as well. They
lunged at him, pawing at each other in their scramble to fulfill
their animal desires for his flesh. The one who’d been licking him
won out. It grabbed him and manhandled him onto his hands and
knees.

Before he
could just jam his cock full bore into Lance’s mouth, he reached up
and grabbed the monster’s shaft. The werewolf still grabbed his
head and yanked him painfully towards his waiting cock. Still,
having the grip saved Lance from another bought of forced gagging.
He had his mouth opened all the way, and his lips accepted each
inch of the werewolf’s cock that he pressed in.

Lance
involuntarily jumped when he felt another pair of clawed hands grab
him by the hips. He could already feel trickles of hot blood well
up around the claws and slide down his skin.

Oh God, Lance
thought, It’s too big. I’ve never had one that big
before. The werewolf
spread his ass cheeks apart and immediately jammed the head of his
cock against Lance’s tight little asshole. Again, Lance had to
struggle not to bite down on the shaft crammed into his mouth. He
could feel his asshole involuntarily clenching up as the werewolf
behind him brute-forced his cock into Lance’s ass. He was just
happy that the one behind him was the one he’d been sucking
earlier, leaving the monster’s cock all lubed-up with his
spit.

Even being
wet, the huge cock caused shocks of pain that made Lance grimace.
He did his best to loosen up and relax, but the big rod shoving
into him had already stretched his asshole so wide that he felt
like he was going to be torn open. Voicing his displeasure, the
werewolf behind Lance growled. He ran his claws down Lance’s back,
ripping at the ragged shirt. This didn’t help matters, as the
scratching just made Lance’s body tighten up even more in
response.

He was also
losing the battle with the cock in his mouth. It was slowly pushing
closer and closer to his raw throat. That werewolf’s salty precum
already coated his tongue, and the faster Lance swallowed, the
faster he sucked the next drop out of the beast’s cock.

Lance realized
that this was his first spit roast. He was the piece of meat being
stuffed full by two big cocks. The thought of how he was making the
werewolves feel flooded his mind with desire, and he felt a tingle
run from his balls all the way to the head of his cock. He wanted
to jerk himself again, but he had to use both hands just to keep
the one monster from plugging his throat up completely. He could
feel himself drooling a little out of the corners of his mouth as
he tried to let a little more of the cock in. Looking down his face
at the big piece of meat trying to press into him made his cock
quiver even more.

Damn it, I need to touch it! Lance thought. Risking it, he allowed one of his
hands to fall away from his mouth. Immediately, another inch of the
monster entered him just as the werewolf straining against his ass
finally managed to part his asshole over the head of his cock. It
no longer hurt. In fact, Lance started adding his bodyweight to the
equation, pushing back against the cock while the werewolf pushed
forward against his asshole. Together, they managed to cram more
and more of the beast into him.

Lance squeezed
his eyes shut as he wrapped his fingers around his shaft and gave
it a much needed stroke. His cock felt so hot in his hand, though
not as hot as the ones currently filling all his holes.

He started
moving himself back and forth between them. Pushing back filled his
ass up with thick werewolf cock, and then pushing forward let him
deepthroat the monster in front of him. His body was like a piston,
shooting back and forth against both beasts.

He could
feel his nuts tightening as the wolf cock in his ass filled him up,
pressing against the nerves inside of him. The low moans and
whimpers of the werewolf he sucked made him want more. Each time he
slammed forward onto the werewolf’s cock he felt his nose press
against the monster’s furry stomach. His throat was beginning to
feel quite raw, and he knew he would pay for this later.
If there is a
later, he thought. If
these were his last moments alive, he wanted to spend them in
sexual ecstasy.

Neither of the
wolves thrust into him anymore. They merely held onto him with
their claws pressed into his flesh, drawing fresh blood each time
he moved between them. Both of them were rock hard inside of him.
He could feel all the bulges in one cock as his lips slid back and
forth over them, while the other one seemed even bigger in his ass
now.

He slammed
back, feeling the cock in his ass send a shiver through him. He
stopped, leaving himself full, as he stroked madly at the head of
his own cock.

Lance came.
His cum spurted out on the ground. Each time more came out, he felt
his ass squeeze tighter around the werewolf. Soon he, too, was
coming. As hot as his cock had been, the werewolf’s cum was even
hotter. It fired so fast out of the monster’s cock that Lance could
feel it splattering inside of him.

That left just
one load. The werewolf he was sucking grabbed him by the sides of
his head and started hammering his mouth. The monster snarled and
snorted as his cock swelled, ready to unleash the torrent. He
stopped when he came, leaving just the head of his cock in Lance’s
mouth. Soon his hot jizz leaked down Lance’s chin, there was so
much. He actually saw the wolf’s balls tighten each time it
released a fresh stream into his mouth.

Both
werewolves arched their heads back and howled up at the smiling
moon. Then, as one, they descended on Lance. One bit into the soft
meat of his shoulder while the other chose to sink his teeth into
Lance’s hip. He tried to scream, but the still-hard cock in his
mouth stopped him. The sudden and searing pain lit up all the
nerves in his body and made his cock stiffen again.

Their muzzles
covered in Lance’s blood, the werewolves pulled out of and away
from him. Lance’s wounds steamed in the coldness of the night.
Bleeding out, too exhausted and pained to scream, all Lance could
do was squirm around awkwardly on the ground. The coppery scent of
his blood seemed to be driving the other wolves in a circle around
him into a frenzy.

One lunged at
him. Lance watched his death come at him through the air, fangs
bared. Then one of the werewolves that had taken him swept his arm
out and knocked the smaller wolf out of the air. The wolf fell in a
crumpled heap on the ground then, with its tail between its legs,
scampered away.

The other
wolves started backing away from him, clearly afraid of the two big
werewolves standing near him.

They’re the alphas, Lance realized and then, to his delight,
and they don’t want
to kill me! The sudden
elation devolved into fear when he realized why.
They don’t want to
kill me; they’re turning me!

Lance looked
down at his wounds. The bleeding already seemed slower than it was,
and a curious feeling of warmth filled him even as cum leaked out
of his mouth and ass. He looked up at the moon, wondering if he
would change into a beast that very night. Whatever the case, his
researching seemed to be over for good.




 Taken by
the Werewolves

 


Trent
fervently wished that he hadn’t answered the phone that day. If he
hadn’t answered, he knew, then his friends wouldn’t have been able
to ask if he’d wanted to go out with them to an abandoned cabin
they’d found in the woods.

His lungs
burning, Trent leaned against the rough bark of a tree. His breaths
left his body in great plumes of mist. Looking up, he saw how the
light of the full moon shimmered through the haze of his breath,
giving its hideous face a halo.

The gash on
his shoulder also steamed. Blood from the wound already stuck the
tattered remnants of his shirt to his back. He flinched at the
fresh memory of the wolf-like monster that had inflicted the wound
a few hours before. It and another horror had leapt from the
darkness of the cabin and killed his friends. They’d been dead
before they hit the ground.

Part of
Trent’s mind wondered whether they’d felt those awful fangs tear
out their throats. He wondered if he would know the answer
soon.

There was no
time for idle questions. A far-too-close howl split the air. Even
though the blood felt like ice in his veins, Trent lurched away
from the tree, stumbling over treacherous roots and through prickly
bushes.

Before long,
it felt like someone had poured burning gasoline into his lungs.
His legs were going numb. The only thing that kept him moving was
momentum, and he didn’t have much of that left, either.

A cry of
anguish ripped from his lungs and he stopped, falling to his knees.
There, in front of him, was the cabin.

I’ve run in a fucking circle! He thought.

The foliage
rustled behind him. Half running, half crawling, Trent made his way
over to the door. Miraculously, it was undamaged. Quickly as he
could, he opened it and went inside. The copper scent of blood
assaulted his nostrils. Dark red, mostly dried blood was splashed
all over the place.

With shock,
Trent saw that the bodies of his friends were gone. The moonlight
was bright enough to see into every corner. Other than blood, there
was no sign of them.

Thankfully,
neither of the monsters was there. Trent sank down onto the single
chair in the one-room cabin, his face in his hands. His whole body
felt worn out. He knew he wouldn’t be able to run any farther. His
only hope was that the monsters wouldn’t think to check for him
there, in the cabin.

Despite his
fear, he regained enough control to realize he was thirsty.
Rummaging around, he found an old bottle of water that wasn’t
opened. He greedily drained the bottle in a few gulps.

He also found
some old notes left on the table. He sifted through them. They all
said something about some grad student on a research assignment to
study strange wolves. Trent looked up from the papers.

“Are you dead,
too?” He wondered aloud. His voice was hoarse.

Trent leapt
from his chair as something huge smashed against the door.

This is it, he
thought as the door splintered. Trent wished he could have sex once
more before he died. The desire for a lay erupted in him in what he
perceived as the last moments of his life. Taking a quick inventory
of that life, he realized that sex was the thing he’d miss the
most.

The thoughts,
fears, and excitement made his cock start to lengthen, pressing
against his boxers.

With one final
heave, the monster demolished the door. Trent threw his arm up over
his eyes, shielding them from the spray of wood chips and
splinters.

When he
lowered his arm, the monster was there in front of him. It was like
a huge and muscular wolf that stood on two legs. Slaver dripped
from the fangs as its eyes examined him with cool and cruel
intelligence. It gave him a curious look, then lifted its clawed
hand for a decisive slash.

Trent made a
desperate leap underneath the swing. He ran through the ruined
doorway. The renewed fear energized his exhausted body.

Then he fell.
He rolled down an embankment, ending up face-down in a cold,
shallow stream.

Splashing, he
pushed up to his knees, coughing and sputtering. He stood up to
run, but stopped. The werewolf (he was certain that it was one)
stood on one bank, watching him. He turned around. The other
monsters glared at him from that bank. He was trapped. This was the
end.

Trent jumped
again. If he could just get past them, he thought that maybe he
could get somewhere safe.

He cried out
as a clawed hand grabbed him by the arm and hurled him to the
ground. From the sudden pain, he thought that the werewolf had
dislocated his shoulder with that one movement.

Struggling and
gasping, he turned over onto his back and sat up. The second
werewolf leapt at him, then, opening its jaws. Trent didn’t even
have time to scream.

Then the other
werewolf knocked its companion out of the air. They growled at each
other, one standing, and one on the ground. Finally, the one on the
ground seemed to relent. It watched with sullen anger as the other
werewolf stalked over to Trent. It snorted at him, then reached
down and grabbed one of his ankles. This time, Trent did
scream.

The werewolf
started dragging him away from the stream. The rough ground bumped
along beneath him, and above him, the moon leered down through the
canopy at the events unfolding because of its influence.

Soon, they
arrived in a clearing. It was circular in shape, and bathed in
white moonlight. The werewolf dropped his leg and turned around to
face him. Again, he saw a look of calculation and hunger in its
shining eyes. Trent held his breath as the werewolf lowered its
face to him. It snorted at him, then proceeded to sniff up and down
his body. When its snout reached his cock, it stopped. Its tongue
lapped out, rubbing his shaft through his pants. Trent’s breath
escaped in a hiss as he felt his erection stiffening.

Fear suddenly
welled up inside of Trent. He lashed out, striking the werewolf
across the face. It was like he’d punched a stone wall. His
knuckles hurt.

The werewolf
snarled at him and then, almost lazily, contemptuously, shoved him
in the chest. He fell backwards, smacking his head on the soft
ground. From that position, he could see the glowing eyes of the
second monster glaring hatefully at them from just inside the tree
line

Powerful
fingers grabbed his pants. Looking down, he watched as the werewolf
tore his jeans down the middle. The sound crawled up his spine,
pebbling his skin with goosebumps. The werewolf sprouted his own
erection, his cock so long and heavy that it might as well have
been a third arm. There was a knot near the base of his cock, like
dogs have. In spite of himself, Trent felt his own cock rising to
the occasion. An errant thought arose in his head, making him
remember his final wish while waiting for his death in the
cabin.

He still had
his boxers on, and his cock pressed against the material. His
member stiffened up so much that being held down like that hurt.
The overwhelming desire to free his rod made Trent reach slowly
down to the waistline of his boxers. The werewolf bared his teeth,
but made no other threat. Trent eased his underwear down his
thighs. The werewolf watched as Trent’s own bulging cock sprang up
to give its own salute to the moon.

Trent, again
moving his hand with caution, grabbed his cock just under the head
and began to stroke himself. The first time he brought his hand
back up, a drop of clear precum beaded at the tip of his dick.

The werewolf
lowered his head until Trent could feel its fur tickling his
thighs. His muzzle was parallel to Trent’s legs, and his yellow
eyes watched the bead of precum grow with intense interest.

Trent’s hips
bucked as the monster slurped out his tongue and wiped the precum
off his cock.

There
was a growl, and a blurring shadow leapt over Trent. The other
werewolf had leapt out of the trees. The two of them snarled and
snapped at each other, confronting one-another on all-fours. They
circled each other warily, neither breaking eye contact with the
other. They looked so alike, Trent didn’t know which was which
anymore. Not
that it matters, he
thoughts, whoever wins, I lose. He felt a tingle in the shaft of his cock that told him
that might not be true.

With an effort
of willpower, he ordered his hand off his cock. That done, he
turned over and started to crawl away. If he could make it back to
the stream, he could walk in it and cover his tracks while he
escaped. Maybe he’d even be able to get the police out here to hunt
those things down.

Trent had just
struggled to his feet when a titanic weight slammed against his
back, pressing him down against the grass under its bulk. A hand
snaked around his neck so wide that he had to arch his head back to
allow it room. The werewolf dragged what felt like a single claw
down his back, pulling the cloth out of the dried blood of his
earlier wound. Trent scowled at the pain.

There was
nothing else to it, Trent knew as the werewolf’s hot breath blew
across the now bare skin of his back that he had no choice but to
satisfy the cravings of the monsters. Reaching down, he pushed the
tattered remains of his pants down his thighs. Immediately, he felt
the shaft of the werewolf’s long cock press down between his ass
cheeks. It was so big that it took up pretty much the entire cleft
of his ass.

Shifting up
slightly onto his forearms and arching his back, Trent set himself
into doggie-style position under the werewolf. His body trembled in
his excitement and fear as he felt the werewolf’s rod pulsing
against his flesh, full of hot blood.

His own blood
trickled down his back and sides from his freshly opened shoulder
wound, and more blood leaked from the various cuts and scrapes he’d
accrued by crashing through a forest at night.

The werewolf
closed his grip around Trent’s throat, almost completely cutting
off his windpipe. It wasn’t long before bright dots started
swimming across his vision. He barely felt it when the monster
started rubbing his meat back and forth between his cheeks. So much
precum had leaked out of the monster’s cock that his shaft moved
almost freely.

When Trent
could no longer hold himself up, he collapsed. The werewolf let go
of his throat, and Trent took a few gasping breaths before
stubbornly pushing himself back up onto his forearms.

He knew he was
in trouble when the other werewolf stalked over and stood in front
of him. Trent could tell he was the one who’d tried to kill him
from the hate that practically shot out of his eyes.

But then Trent
thought he saw his salvation. This werewolf’s cock hung semi-hard
between his legs, swaying back and forth. Grabbing the monster’s
flaccid cock, he gave it a squeeze and felt it jump in response.
Working it over with his fingers wrapped around its girth, he felt
it slowly swell in his hands and stand out rigidly from the beast’s
body.

That’s when
the monster sank to his knees in front of Trent. With one clawed
hand, he grabbed Trent by the back of the head and pulled his head
forward. Opening his mouth, he felt the beast’s meat slide into his
lips. His jaw creaked against the size of it, and he felt himself
start to gag.

The werewolf’s
cock flexed a little in his mouth, gaining its full hardness.
Trent’s body trembled as he felt his own dick spring back to a full
erection. Having that enormous cock in his mouth, feeling the other
slide between his ass cheeks, electrified his nerves. If he touched
his cock then, he thought he might come.

Instead, he
sealed his lips around the shaft and started sucking. So much spit
started working up that he had to let it come out of the corners of
his mouth, where it slowly moved down the werewolf’s length. He
made gagging noises as he screwed his mouth around in a semi-circle
first one way, then the other, pulling his head back as much as his
neck would allow and then letting the tension in his muscles push
his mouth back over the steaming shaft.

He felt his
own balls tighten when the first trickle of precum ran from the
cock in his mouth and onto his tongue. There was something powerful
about pleasuring those horrifying creatures. They were so terrible
and bloodthirsty, but a single man’s tongue could bring one to his
knees.

From the way
the beast at his ass was moving and growling, he could tell that
the monster was frustrated at not being able to penetrate him. The
head of his cock pressed against his tight asshole a few times, but
with the lack of lubricant even the brute strength and ferocity of
the monster couldn’t let him push into Trent.

Putting one
hand on Trent’s back for support, the monster lifted himself to his
feet, almost toppling the man in the process. He moved around until
he was behind the other werewolf, which whimpered. Kneeling down
behind the wolf getting sucked, he bent forward and starting
lapping at his own cock until it was shiny with werewolf spit.

Trent would
have gasped if he could have. The werewolf lifted his companion’s
tale and moved forward until his cock bumped against the other
beast’s asshole.

A great
torrent of precum flooded out of the werewolf’s cock into Trent’s
mouth as his asshole was penetrated. Impossibly, the monster’s
shaft got even harder and larger so that Trent’s jaws actually
ached.

When the
rearmost werewolf thrust his cock on the first fuck, Trent felt the
other beast’s shaft enter his throat.

Panicking,
Trent tried to pull back. But the beast was in the throes of his
passion, and his grip on the back of Trent’s head didn’t let up at
all. If anything, the claws dug more deeply into his scalp and
tried to pull his tender lips even farther down his length.

Doing the only
thing he could think of, Trent bit down. The werewolf roared at the
sudden pain, releasing Trent’s head from his clutches.

Trent reeled
backwards, standing up momentarily only to fall painfully on his
ass. About to run away, he stopped. A droplet of his spit slowly
lowered to the ground from the werewolf’s pink, exposed shaft. The
werewolf’s eyes looked at him with an expression that was some mix
of pain and intense pleasure as the beast pounded his ass from
behind.

Not believing
what he was doing, Trent went down onto all fours. He turned around
and backed up, his breath hissing out of him as his many cuts and
scrapes stung. Reaching back, he grabbed the flopping cock of the
monster. Forcing his ass to relax, he guided this nice wet piece of
meat between his cheeks.

The pounding
from the other wolf increased, and Trent sucked in his breath as
the head of the werewolf’s cock jammed into his tight asshole far
faster than he’d wanted it to happen. It didn’t stop there. The
werewolf got a hold of his hips and starting dragging him back.
Every inch of his cock that pushed into Trent stretched him out
that much more. Trent threw his head back, his hands clawing and
tearing at the grass and dirt as though that would help him work
through the pain. He wanted so badly for there to be some pleasure
in there, too.

Soon the
werewolf cock had him completely filled. There was still more of it
that the werewolf wanted to cram into him, pulling at his hips and
digging his claws in. Thinking about how hard Trent made the
monsters helped him see through the pain of his asshole stretching
around the thick cock.

The werewolf’s
hot meat withdrew a few inches. Trent yelled as the cock pounded
back into him, partially from the pain, partially from the way it
rubbed him. His cock jerked and his balls tightened.

Grabbing the
werewolf behind him, Trent used his own strength to pull their
bodies closer together each time the werewolf filled him. He felt a
tear leak from his eyes as he squeezed himself more tightly around
the beast’s member.

Going
completely rigid, the werewolf came in him. Trent felt the hot
spurts of cum shooting into his ass. It only took him two jerks of
his own cock to come. While the werewolf finished inside him, he
shot steaming streams of cum onto the ground in front of him. Trent
arched his back and closed his eyes. His cock felt like a hot rock
in his hand, it was so hard. He always loved how hard his dick got
while he came.

Suddenly, the
werewolf shifted his grip on him, wrapping his strong arms around
Trent’s chest and pulling him close. Even though Trent had started
coming after the werewolf, and had already finished, the werewolf’s
cock still gave the occasional jump as more of his cum filled
Trent’s asshole.

He felt the
cock in his ass stiffen again when the rearmost werewolf came,
howling at the moon. This werewolf didn’t hold still, either. He
slammed his cock as hard and fast as he could, rocking all three of
their bodies until the energy of his orgasm dissipated.

Trent felt a
pang of fear as he realized that both werewolves were finished. He
could already feel the one’s dick softening, getting pushed out of
him. The buzz of their fucking gone, he started to ache.

Looking down,
he saw that his shirt was in bloody tatters. What remained of his
pants was shoved down his legs, and would prevent him from running
at any useful speed.

When the
werewolves stood, Trent crumpled to a panting heap on the ground.
As earlier, his breath still misted into clouds before his eyes. If
anything, it had gotten colder, so the mist was more opaque. The
halo around the grim face of the moon was more pronounced.
Is this the white
light at the end of my tunnel? Trent wondered.

So Trent laid
on the ground waiting for death. The wait dragged on and on, and
Trent’s joints began to stiffen. Despite the cold, he felt his
eyelids get heavy. Soon, he couldn’t keep them open.

A hand on his
shoulder woke him. At first, Trent was startled at the fact that he
had, indeed, woken up. He looked up to see a well-muscled naked
man, somewhere in his mid-twenties, looking down at him.

“I’m Lance,”
the man said. He offered Trent a hand and helped him to his feet.
Lance looked him up and down, and then said, “Welcome to the
pack.”




 Double
Teamed by Werewolves

 


Rick paid the
tab at the bar, then walked back over to the booth where Brandon
and Kyle sat. They all threw on their coats and walked outside, the
little doorbells tinkling behind them as they went.

Brandon and
Kyle were a few steps ahead of Rick. He grabbed them each by a
shoulder and pushed himself between them, leaving his arms across
their backs.

“So guys,”
Rick said, “Must be nice to eat some good food. What did you have
while you were out camping?”

Kyle shrugged
his strong shoulders, nearly dislodging Rick’s arm. “Just meat, I
guess.”

Laughing, Rick
said, “Yeah, well a scrawny guy like you needs all the protein he
can get.”

It was a
complete lie, of course. Both of them had bulging muscles under
their coats, earned from all their years as outdoorsmen. While Rick
wasn’t in bad shape at all, his two friends made him seem small by
comparison. Kyle lifted his eyebrows and made a face as though he
hadn’t heard Rick use that joke a thousand times before.

Rick couldn’t
help it. He missed them. They’d been best friends for years, and
Brandon and Kyle had just returned from a long retreat to the
woods. Rick wasn’t ready to admit it to himself yet, but he felt
hurt that they hadn’t invited him to come along.

Far ahead of
then, on the horizon partially obscured by the various buildings
that made up downtown, the sun was sinking quickly.



“What do you
guys want to do now?” Ricked asked. He was trying to remember if
there was anything good playing at the cinema.

“Look man,”
Brandon said, “It’s fun hanging out and all, but I think we should
head home.” Brandon and Kyle were roommates, another sore spot for
Rick.

Rick flung
himself in front of them, then turned to face them. They all
stopped walking.

“Aw, come on,
guys! The night is young. I haven’t seen you two in weeks. Let’s
catch a movie or grab some more beers.”

His friends
exchanged a glance. Rick held his breath.

Finally,
Brandon said, “Why don’t you come back to our place and hang
out?”

Smiling, Rick
resumed his spot between the two men, his arms wrapped around their
shoulders. They lived together in a small bungalow on the outskirts
of town. Inside, everything was neat and clean. Thinking he would
grab them all some beers, Rick went into the kitchen and opened the
fridge. His eyes opened wide when he saw it was completely packed
with various meats, from steaks and ground beef to a large turkey.
There was no beer to be seen.

He walked back
to the living room, where he’d left the other two.

“Shit!” Rick
said, his smile widening into a grin.

Brandon and
Kyle were sitting on the couch, both of them in loose boxers and
nothing else. Seeing their muscular bodies made Rick’s cock begin
to stiffen. He fought back against the sudden arousal, not willing
to admit to himself yet his exact feelings for his old friends.
Rick would have sat beside them, but they were both splayed out in
such a way that there was just no room. Instead, he sat down in an
overstuffed chair.

“Some, umm,
yeah, there’s no beer,” Rick said. He was doing his best to keep
his eyes on their faces rather than their bodies. It appeared that
they both shaved all of their body hair, and he was having a hard
time not looking at their magnificent abs or pecs.

Smiling,
Brandon grabbed the remote off the coffee table and turned on the
TV. Without looking at Rick, he said, “Don’t worry. We’ll be going
back out after it’s dark. We just needed some time to recharge.
Long night tonight.”

Rick
frowned. He didn’t think they had to work overnight, and he thought
maybe there had been an implicit invitation to join them.
What the
hell, he thought,
an all-nighter it
is.

Kyle and
Brandon looked at each other again, exchanging smiles.

When the sun
had almost left the world for the night, Brandon and Kyle stood up
simultaneously. Both of them had almost pained looks on their faces
as they walked towards the patio doors that led to their backyard,
which was itself backed directly onto a forest. Brandon made a
rough motion for Rick to follow them.

Rick was
so confused. Why aren’t they putting their clothes back on?
With a shiver, he realized he’d
forgotten his own jacket inside. High up in the sky, the full moon
glared down at them.

“Hey guys, I’m
going to run back in and –“

A rough snarl
interrupted Rick, who’d been gazing up at the moon. He looked down
and stifled a scream. Both his friends writhed painfully on the
ground, ripping at their own flesh. Rick watched in horror as their
faces elongated into snouts and thick tufts of black fur burst
through rents in their skin. Their boxers had torn off as well,
leaving them completely naked.

“Oh God, oh
shit,” Rick said. Something in him told him to run, but the strange
and horrific sight held him rooted where he was.

The monster he
thought had been Brandon was the first to recover. He moved up on
all fours like a wolf or dog, snarled at Rick, then leapt. Rick
found himself pinned to the ground, held down by Brandon’s long,
sharp claws that cut through his shirt and into his shoulders. The
monster roared at him and flung him bodily against the wall of the
house. Hitting the wall blasted all the breath from Rick’s body,
but he still managed to scramble to his feet.

Disoriented,
he ran straight into the forest.

He was no
match for the ferocity of the werewolves, who caught up with him in
moments. One of the huge beasts grappled him from behind and bore
him into the dirt. His arms were pinned to his sides, and his
struggles were useless.

“Please guys,”
Rick begged, “Don’t. Stop.”

A clawed hand
grabbed the back of his head and pushed his face against the
ground. He couldn’t breathe. Rick panicked, wrenching his body back
and forth against the powerful arms that held him down.

There was a
horrible tearing sound, and Rick winced, thinking it was his flesh.
He realized that it couldn’t have been, as he felt no pain. Slowly,
the grip the werewolf had on him relaxed. The hold on him was loose
enough now that he could move his head and take a breath. Managing
to peer over his shoulder, he saw that his shirt had been ripped
down the middle.

Despite
his fear, his cock began to stiffen against the ground. The
werewolf holding him down had a large erection. The other monster,
standing to one side, was also hardening as he watched. Arousal
surged through Rick as some part of him embraced his feelings for
the other men. In their animalistic forms, their primal urges must
have taken over. They want me, too! Was all Rick could think.

His thoughts
were driven away by pain, then. As he’d been watching the standing
werewolf’s cock harden, the other had ripped off his pants. His big
cock was now pressed against Rick’s asshole, trying to force itself
in. The monster grabbed his ass cheeks and pulled them apart in an
effort to speed the process.

That was when
the standing werewolf, who Rick believed was Brandon, came to his
rescue. He pushed Kyle off him and onto the ground. Turning over,
Rick at first thought they were fighting one another. When he
realized what they were actually doing, he reached down and started
stroking his own cock.

Brandon had
Kyle pinned to the ground. Brandon was snorting and snarling as his
long pink tongue licked out around Kyle’s shaft, leaving Kyle’s
cock slavered with spit. Kyle held onto Brandon’s broad shoulders
tightly as the other werewolf went down on him. Rick watched,
fascinated, as that tongue continued swiping up and down the length
of Kyle’s rod, sometimes lapping at the bit of precum coming out of
the tip before returning lower.

Rick jerked
himself faster and faster, feeling his eyelids begin to narrow and
his balls begin to tighten. Without looking, he could tell that he
had also worked up a good deal of precum. It felt warm and sticky
on his hand, and he tried to work it down over his shaft to let his
hand move more freely.

He also
noticed that Brandon’s tail and ass were in the air. They were so
busy with each other, that he knew he could get up without a
problem. The rational part of him told him to get up and run while
he still could. The part of him fixated on how good it felt to
stroke his cock at the sight of his two friends pleasing each other
told him he needed to get over there and help.

Getting up, he
came up behind Brandon. He reached and got a grip on the monster’s
shaggy hips.

Immediately,
everything changed. Brandon roared and spun, grabbing Rick by the
upper arms with a powerful and painful grip. Scared shitless, Rick
waited for those long fangs to sink into the soft flesh of his
neck. Instead, Brandon pulled their bodies together so that their
cocks rubbed against each other. Rick felt his body tense up at the
feeling, which was almost like tickling, but far more pleasant. The
pleasure from that and the pain of claws digging into his arms
melded together so that Rick couldn’t tell where one feeling ended
and the other began.

Soon, he began
to lose feeling in his arms, even as the feeling from his cock
intensified. He saw Kyle stand up, his long wolfish cock all wet
with the spit from Brandon’s licking. He stalked over behind Rick,
who couldn’t crane his head over his shoulder to see what was
happening. He heard and felt what remained of his pants being torn
roughly from his body.

Rick realized
what was going to happen the moment before it did. The head of
Kyle’s cock pressed between his ass cheeks. He could feel how wet
Brandon had made it. At first, he clenched up, making Kyle grunt
and snort as he simply bulled his way through.

When he felt
the cock press against his asshole, he yelped. The noise seemed to
excite Brandon’s, whose cock pulsed against Rick’s. He felt his
flesh stretch around the massive piece of meat entering him. He
gritted his teeth, sucking air in through them with a hissing
noise. Shocks of pain electrified his body as more and more of the
seemingly endless cock crammed inside of him.

He watched as
Kyle’s long, muscular, and furry arms wrapped around his body and
then most of the way around Brandon’s, too. Rick’s face contorted
as he felt the last bit of Kyle’s cock push into him. He knew it
was all in because he could feel Kyle’s hips pressed against his
ass.

It was a sex
sandwich, with Rick as the tasty meat in the middle.

For the
moment, the two werewolves seemed content to hold in that position.
This gave Rick the much needed time for his body to relax a little,
especially his ass, which felt stretched to the absolute limit.
Every time he felt Kyle’s heart pulse through his cock, Rick felt a
small jab of pain.

The rest still
wasn’t enough. Soon, Kyle’s grip around them tightened. The
werewolf pulled his hips back, dragging his long and thick cock
partway out of Rick’s asshole. Rick’s lips pulled into a snarl as
he felt that tight ring get pulled back along with Kyle’s rod. Now
at least it didn’t just hurt. There was something that felt good in
that movement as well, something that made his own cock stiffen and
pulse against Brandon’s.

All that flew
out of his mind when Kyle thrust back inside of him, filling him up
instantly. Rick let out a howl of pain, his fingers and toes
curling. At the same time, in that brief moment before Kyle pulled
back out in preparation for the next stroke, he’d felt close to
coming.

The pounding
Kyle gave his asshole was so powerful that it rocked the other
werewolf holding them both steady. Grunting and moaning and even
some howling filled the night. Rick’s screams and yelps of pleasure
and pain gradually turned completely into pleasure as he was
repeatedly filled up by the hot and thick cock of his friend.

Soon, Brandon
began showing signs of frustration. He took a few wild swipes at
Kyle, and they growled at each other over Rick’s shoulders. Some
part of Rick knew that he should be afraid, but he was in such
ecstasy that he couldn’t really concentrate on very much aside from
the incredible pounding that rocked his body with each thrust.

Brandon let go
of them and stepped back. With a sudden and ferocious shove, he
sent both man and monster onto the ground. The shock of the impact
dazed Rick, who had to shake his head to clear it.

His whole body
seemed to shake with the strain of that rough encounter. When he
looked up into Brandon’s snarling face, he knew it was about to get
much worse.

The werewolf
that was Brandon lunged at the two bodies. He grabbed Rick’s legs
and wrenched them up, partially pulling Kyle’s shaft out of him.
Rick realized just how warm Kyle felt inside of him. He looked down
at his own cock, which, now that Brandon held Rick’s legs almost to
his chest, pointed up almost parallel to his body. The head and
most of the shaft were completely drenched in precum, both his and
Brandon’s.

Looking down
like that, it was then he saw Brandon stand over Kyle’s legs. Even
as Rick watched, Brandon’s large cock trembled and released a fresh
flow of precum. He’d never seen so much before. The werewolf stared
hungrily down at his ass, which was currently being used by another
cock.

“No!” Rick
managed to say when he saw Brandon begin to stoop lower. He saw
that Brandon didn’t care to wait. He was going to be fucked in the
ass by two cocks at the same time.

The fright he
felt just made his cock harder, so Rick grabbed his shaft and
started stroking it even as he began whimpering at what was to
come.

Something in
Kyle’s animal brain must have realized what was going on as well.
Kyle used his powerful arms to lift Rick a little higher off his
cock, allowing for a slightly easier entry. Rick didn’t know if
he’d be able to take another dick without being literally ripped a
new asshole.

All he could
do was jerk his cock and hope for the best. He was at the mercy of
those monsters, he knew.

A second
later, he felt his asshole start to stretch even more as Brandon
attempted to cram him full of his cock. As this second cock pushed
deeper into him, it felt like his own cock was going to burst, it
was getting so hard.

The pain was
so intense that Rick thought he was going to black out. He knew
there had to be some blood; he simply couldn’t stretch that much
without some tearing. The only thing that kept him from losing
consciousness was the constant and vigorous jerking he gave to his
own dick, which had covered his hand with his own precum.

They both
started trying to fuck him again. Each monster moved his cock at a
different time, one trying to pull out, the other trying to push
in. Their frustration was obvious as they started to growl at one
another again. Brandon swiped his claws at Kyle’s face over Rick’s
shoulder. He missed Kyle, but the claw on his thumb jammed half way
into Rick’s flesh, making his whole body tighten at the sudden new
pain. This made it even harder for the werewolves to exact their
pleasure from his body. It was a vicious cycle.

Whether by
accident or design, Rick couldn’t tell, they began thrusting as one
into his tight asshole. Their grunts and growls of anger morphed
into the whines and yelps of the intense pleasure they felt from
rubbing their cocks around in the tight space of his asshole.

For Rick, he
realized that the world was much darker than it should be. He had
continued to shake more and more violently, and now his toes were
curling and uncurling themselves without orders from his brain. His
asshole did something similar, squeezing as much as it was able
around the massive cocks thrust into it and then loosening.

They slammed
him without remorse, and if anything, they seemed to be going
faster as he loosened up around them and their precum provided more
lube.

Rick’s orgasm
came quickly and without warning. He screamed into the night air as
his cock stiffened and jerked in his hand, sending warm spurts of
cum all over his stomach and chest. It was too much for him to
take, and he actually did black out for a moment.

The werewolves
must have smelled what he’d done. Kyle’s body flexed beneath him,
and Brandon threw his head back and howled. Both of their cocks
jumped and jerked in his asshole as they came inside of him. There
was so much werewolf spunk that he felt it trickle out around their
cocks and down his ass in a warm stream. Rick could feel the tears
start to stream from his eyes. He couldn’t tell if they were the
result of pleasure, pain, or both.

“Okay,
okay,” Rick repeated, unable to stop himself from saying the words.
A sudden dread had filled him. They’ve had their fun, what now?
He thought he knew the answer
to that as well. He didn’t want to become their after sex snack,
but he also knew he wouldn’t be able to stand up, let alone run
away from the wild beasts that had been his friends.

Luckily for
Rick, both of them seemed to have spent themselves in taking him as
they had. He could feel both of their big dicks softening inside
him, with the powerful muscles of his body forcing their members
out of him.

Brandon rolled
over onto his back and panted, sending large plumes of his breath
into the cool air of the night. Rick couldn’t be certain, but from
the sound of Kyle’s steady breathing he thought that the werewolf
might have actually fallen asleep under him.

Waves of
exhaustion washed over his own body, which had been thoroughly used
up. Rick stared up at the moon, wondering how long his friends had
been monsters. Is this why they never let me come along on their camping
trips? Rick wondered. He
felt so close to them now, and the feelings he’d been hiding from
himself seemed much less frightening now. He also thought that they
would let him come with them on their next trip to the woods,
during the next full moon.
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Interested in a stepdad gang bang? Try this
sample:

 


Gang Banged by Daddy
and His Friends

 


Mandy let the
heavy bag fall off her shoulder. It landed with a thud on the floor
of her bedroom. She looked around, trying to see if anything had
been moved or taken. Everything was still there, from her jewellery
box on the dresser to her modest Teddy Bear collection arranged
around the pillows on her bed.

There was a
knock on the door. Mandy turned and saw her stepdad, Ron, standing
in the doorway. He was tall and broad, and a fireman. Many of her
high school friends had had crushes on him.

Ron
walked in and sat on the bed, “So. Kiddo, how was your first year
at college?” She hated how he still called her “kiddo.”
God, she
thought, I’m
19 years old. Even
annoyed at him, she had still missed him.

“Amazing,” Mandy said, hugging him while he sat. She’d
forgotten how firm the muscles of his back were.
All the better to
save ladies in distress with, she thought with a smile. She gasped a little as she felt
her pussy get wet. Her stepdad pulled back from her, holding her by
the upper arms, a look of concern on his face.

“Everything
okay, kiddo?”

She smiled and
nodded, unsure how to process how she was feeling. Ron had been
married to her mother for almost ten years now, and she usually
thought of him as “dad.”

“Oh, I almost
forgot,” Ron said, the concern wiped away and replaced with a smile
of his own, “Your mother is out of town for the next few days. I’ve
decided it’ll be a great opportunity for a poker game with some of
the guys from the hall.”

Mandy
shivered as she got wetter still. A whole room full of burly firemen?
Her smile this time was
genuine, though Ron didn’t know the true reason for it.

“That sounds
great, Ron. I hope you guys have lots of fun.”

Ron patted her
on the arms and then let go of her, standing up. “Why don’t you see
if you can do anything with your friends? I’m sure some of them are
home from school now, too.” After Ron left the room, Mandy sat on
the bed where he’d been sitting. The spot was still nice and warm
from where his firm ass had pressed into it. Another shiver moved
through her.

None of her
friends were home from their first years yet. She was the first,
since her college finished earliest. With her mom not being home,
and with no friends around, she was going to have to fend for
herself to find something to do.

Well, there
was one thing that she knew would keep her entertained. For a
while, at least. Mandy got up and closed the door. There was no
lock on it; Ron and her mom didn’t like the idea of locks in their
home. She’d just have to be quiet.

Lying down on
the bed, Mandy undid her pants slowly, being careful not to make
any noise while bringing the zipper down. Mandy slipped her fingers
into her underwear and began slowly stroking her shaved slit. She
closed her eyes, bringing to mind one guy she’d liked from school
who’d been in her Psych 101 class. She imagined how he’d look
without his clothes on, how big he would be when he was hard. Then
she started thinking about what it would feel like to have him
inside her.

Unbidden, her
fantasy boy from school changed into her stepdad. A look of
concentration and ecstasy etched his face as he rammed his big,
hard cock into his stepdaughter’s tight and young pussy.

Mandy yanked
her hand out and sat up. She took a long time to think, the minutes
on the clock dropping away.

When she
had finally decided on what she was going to do, she could barely
contain her feelings. Her body needed the touch of a man
(of several
men, actually, she
thought) and it needed it soon.

Mandy knew she
had to get to work right away, glancing at the clock. There
probably wasn’t much time before her stepdad’s friends started to
arrive. She immediately started rooting through her bag, through
her dresser and her closet, looking for just the right things to
wear.

She’d never
really pictured herself as one of those girls doing it with a bunch
of guys at the same time, but now she could think of nothing
else.

Mandy had just
finished getting ready when the doorbell rang. She heard her
stepdad answer it. It went again a few minutes later. How many guys
were coming? She thought probably no more than four or five all
told. Would that be enough for her? It would have to be, she
knew.

Watching
the clock, she let an hour slip by. It would be best if they were
all a little loosened up by alcohol. By the sounds of it, they
were. Laughter and conversation filtered upstairs, gradually
getting louder. Standing in front of the mirror, Mandy pushed at
her small but firm tits. This is it, she thought.

Making her way
downstairs, she found them all seated around a circular table in
the den. Counting her stepdad, there were four big and strong
firemen all laughing and drinking as they played at poker between
jokes and stories. She leaned against the doorframe, curving her
body to accentuate her figure.

Some guy whose
name she thought was Dan saw her first. He whistled. The rest of
the guys stopped and turned to look at her. Ron was smiling.

“Hey, kiddo,
come to play a few hands with the boys?” Ron said, his face a
little flushed from his drinking. His friends chuckled.

“Yeah, of
course,” Mandy said.

She walked
into the room. Ron started to stand to get her a chair, but she
lifted her skirt a little and sat on his lap.

 


 


Need more gay
werewolf loving? Try this sample:

 


Taken by the
Werewolf

 


High in the nighttime sky, the moon was full
and bloated. Jeremy shivered in the night cold. He rubbed at his
bare arms. All he had on was a tight, white t-shirt, a pair of
jeans, and his runners. Brent had convinced him to come out on this
hike to the forest, but he hadn’t seen Brent for hours.

Brent had disappeared some time after they
noticed that the moon had come up. He seemed really scared in a way
that had made the hairs on the back of Jeremy’s neck stand up.
Right before he ran off, he’d been talking to Jeremy about what
good friends they were, and how it was great just hanging out like
that, the two of them together.

Jeremy had just smiled. He always thought
Brent had a little bit of a crush on him. They were both in their
second year of college, so he figured some guys were probably
looking to experiment.

Jeremy stopped and put his hand out against
a tree trunk. Sometimes, when he walked through a particularly
dense collection of trees the moon became blotted from view, and
with it went the light. He squinted ahead. He’d already tripped
twice over seemingly invisible roots.

“Brent?” Jeremy called out.

A piercing howl split the air. The blood ran
cold through Jeremy’s veins. He’d heard wolves and coyotes in the
night before, but this was something different. It had sounded
almost human, yet he knew in his bones that it was not. He couldn’t
explain how, he just knew.

Jeremy also knew that he needed to get out
of those woods, right then.

It was then that Jeremy realized that all
the normal noises of a forest at night had stopped – no hoots of
owls, chirps of insects, not even the patter of tiny feet scurrying
about.

The air felt charged with some sort of
horrible energy, just seeking release. For some reason, Jeremy felt
a tinge of excitement along with the expected fear. In spite of
himself, he felt that he was getting a little hard in his pants.
Somewhere behind him, there was a rustle of leaves. He spun
around.

“Hello? Brent, is that you?” Jeremy
whispered.

A deep, feral growl was the reply.

Jeremy turned and ran, heedless of any
obstacles. Branches seemed to reach out and grab at him. The cold
night air whipped at his face and whistled past his ears. His
breaths came quickly.

He didn’t know if the thing had followed
him, but to him it felt like whatever had growled was now right at
his heels. This spurred him to greater speed.

Jeremy chanced a glance over his shoulder.
He saw nothing behind him except blackness and the silhouettes of
trees. His lungs felt like they were burning inside his chest.
Slowly, he came to a stop and knelt over, bracing his hands against
his knees. In the coolness of the night, his breath misted in front
of his face.

“What was that?” He said, straightening
up.

In front of him, no more than a few feet
away, stood a sight that instantly made his mouth dry and his
stomach clench up.

It was huge, and was covered in dark, shaggy
fur. It had the head and muzzle of some horrific wolf, but also
looked like a man in some ways. It stood on its hind legs, and
long-clawed hands curled at the ends of its muscular arms.

What was most unsettling were the eyes, with
which it was now studying him in return. They looked human in the
moonlight. More, they looked familiar to Jeremy.

The things he first thought were different
colored patches of fur on its body turned out to be the torn
remnants of clothing. Around the werewolf’s waist and legs were the
tattered remains of a pair of shorts. For some reason, Jeremy
wondered if the thing still had its man parts. And if it did, had
they changed too?

All thoughts were driven from him, leaving
Jeremy with only cold fear and that strange tinge of
excitement.

The next instant, he found himself running
again. Something reached out and raked his back with long claws.
The fabric of his shirt tore. A tree branch snagged the fabric at
his shoulder and he spun around, stumbling. When he regained his
balance, he had no shirt on. There was nothing between his bare
skin and the cold wind, or the tearing claws of his pursuer.

Despite that cold wind, as he ran a thin
sheen of sweat appeared on his skin. His lungs began burning again,
and he couldn’t remember how long he’d been running.

Finally, Jeremy could run no more. He slowed
down and was about to stop, when something grabbed his foot. With
an “Oof!” he fell to the forest floor. In the darkness, he could
just make out the gnarled root that had snagged his foot. The dirt
was cool against his skin. Directly over him stood the massive
figure of the werewolf. Great plumes of mist shot out from its long
snout with each breath, and it let out a low and steady growl. It’s
long, clawed fingers clenched and unclenched as it drank him in
with its all-too-human eyes.

They were in a relatively clear patch of
forest, and the moonlight better lit the werewolf.

The pair of hiking shorts stretched to their
limits around its waist looked familiar. A small scrap of shirt
left on one shoulder had the fragment of an emblem left on it, what
looked like the remains of a large “U.” Jeremy suddenly realized
why the eyes look so very familiar.

“Brent…” Jeremy breathed.

The werewolf cocked its head slightly to one
side at this. Then it snarled.

Jeremy closed his eyes, waiting for the
claws and teeth.

He felt Brent’s hot breath on the back of
his neck. Any second now, he knew, it would be the end. He waited.
What was taking so long? After a few more moment, he opened his
eyes. When he turned to look, he saw that his nose was almost close
enough to touch the snout of the werewolf. It was crouched over
him, supporting itself on its muscular and furry arms.

Jeremy found that he liked the scent of the
thing. That feeling of excitement returned, this time with a
stiffening of his cock in his pants. The werewolf lowered itself
slightly so that its hips were touching Jeremy’s ass. He felt
something then. It was long, and hard like a rock. The werewolf had
the biggest stiff cock Jeremy had ever seen. It was bulging in the
thing’s shorts as it began grinding itself against his ass.
Animalistic urges welled up within him, and he found himself
grinding his ass back against the werewolf’s eager cock.
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