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I never thought
I’d agree to spend a whole weekend out at a cabin in the middle of
the woods. Looking around, I noticed that it didn’t even have
indoor plumbing. The only lights were a couple old oil lamps that
needed constant adjustment. And, even though I knew my shorts were
cute and showed off my legs and butt nicely, they didn’t work very
well for walking around in the brush.

Then again, I
never thought that the two hottest guys from my kinesiology class
at university would ever have invited me to spend the weekend with
them.

Finn and Carter
were both outside, getting a fire set up as the sun was setting. I
watched them out one window. They both had their shirts off, and I
felt a tingling jolt move through my body as I got a little wet.
They both worked in the school gym, a common job for kinesiology
majors, and it showed in their strong arms and tight abs.

Despite the
mosquitoes, I decided to brave the outside. As I opened the door, I
heard Finn say, “It’s gonna be a full moon tonight. You ready for
this?”

I leaned
against the doorframe, arching my back to show off my figure. I
knew I’d be able to get them each alone at some point. I felt
another tingle move through me as my imagination took that idea and
ran with it.

“Ready for
what?” I asked, smiling.

Carter spun
around, looking at me with wild eyes. It was clear he was trying to
hide some surprise, some secret, and was desperately trying to come
up with some excuse he thought I might buy. I thought it was
endearing.

“Do you boys
have a surprise for me?” I said coyly, slinking out from the
doorway.

I stood between
them, throwing my arms over their shoulders. There was something
about the way they smelled that just wouldn’t get out of my head. I
suddenly felt very wet, and my body shivered as an electric lust
crashed through me in waves.

Their muscles
felt so firm under my hands.

“Uh, yeah, Zoe.
A big surprise. We were actually in the middle of getting
everything ready for you,” Carter said, pointing to the fire
pit.

“Don’t you boys
come out here every month?” I said, looking down at the fire pit.
It looked like it hadn’t been used in years, though I knew I was
far from an expert at that type of thing, “Do you just go without
the fire? Doesn’t that get cold?”

A sudden
thought occurred to me: what if they didn’t have a fire because
they were always able to stay warm through the night together? A
different shiver moved through me, then. What if the two guys I
liked the most from college were gay? That would be just my
luck.

Finn jumped in,
here, sounding quite confident, “It actually stays pretty warm out
here at night. We usually don’t do fires because they take a bit of
work and care. We usually just drink until we pass out in the
cabin.”

I snorted at
them. It would be just the thing for guys to do. I slapped them
both on the back. “Well, thanks so much for asking me to tag along,
and for putting in so much work to make it a good time for me. Now,
if only I’d thought to bring something that covered me up
more...”

Carter knelt
down, lit a piece of paper on fire, and shoved it into the pile of
wood he’d made. Flames started licking out from between the logs
and branches before too long.

Then Carter,
still crouched, looked over his shoulder at me. He let his eyes run
up my bare legs, all the way up to my face. I squeezed Finn’s
shoulder.

“I think you
look just fine,” Carter said.

Then I felt
Finn’s hand run down my back, where Carter couldn’t see. His
fingers moved down over my butt, cupping one of my cheeks. When he
gave it a little squeeze, I felt goosebumps rise on my flesh.

“Hey, look, we
left something back at the truck. Why don’t you stay here? We won’t
be too long,” Finn said, giving my ass another squeeze.

Carter stood
up, looking up to the sky. It had gotten fairly dark already, and I
knew it would be night soon. An almost pained expression crossed
his face when he and Finn shared a look.

They nodded to
me as they walked off into the night. Waiting until they were out
of sight, I grabbed my bag and pulled out my makeup and mirror,
doing a few touch-ups. It was Finn, I knew then. I was going to
fuck him, that night. I would wait until Carter had gone to sleep,
then I would crawl over and join Finn in his sleeping bag. We’d
have to do it spooning.

It had gotten
fully dark out, and a full moon loomed over the cabin.

I sucked in my
lip and closed my eyes as I imagined what it would feel like,
trying to keep quiet as his hard cock pushed into me from
behind...

Then the hairs
on the back rose as I realized I was being watched. My eyes shot
open, and I spun around, searching the trees.

“Come on guys,”
I said, hoping and praying it was some sort of joke they were
playing on me, “This isn’t funny. Come on out.”

Then I saw two
pairs of glowing eyes watching me, just outside of the circle of
light from the fire.

With a screech,
I bolted for the cabin. I slammed the door behind me and leaned
against it, my heart beating so fast that I felt light-headed.

I tried to calm
myself down, to listen. I heard nothing but the crackle of the fire
outside. Leaning over slightly, I slowly poked my face in front of
one of the windows so that I could get a look.

There was
nothing I could see but the fire. The eyes were gone.

Then a bestial,
growling face rose up on the other side of the glass and I
screamed. I fell backwards and scrambled away as the glass
shattered. My back hit the other wall of the cabin and I kept
pushing, trying to go through the wall, my fear and terror keeping
me from thinking clearly.

The monster
pulled itself through the window and stood up. It was wolfish in
appearance, with thick and shaggy fur, heavy muscles, and a long
face, but it stood on two feet like a man. It looked at me with its
cold eyes. It turned as another identical monster made its way
through the broken window.

They both stood
in the middle of the cabin, looking down at me. They were both so
huge. One slapped the other on the back. They stalked toward
me.

One grabbed me
by the shoulders and held me against the wall. The other tore at my
shorts as I screamed. I heard the fabric tear, then felt the cool
night air against my bare thighs. Then the monster did the same
thing to my shirt and bra, leaving my clothes in a tattered heap
and leaving my sitting completely naked on the floor.

“Finn!” I
screamed suddenly, “Carter!” I hoped they would hear me and
run.

The one holding
me down put its face right in front of me, looking me in the eye.
Then I knew.

“Finn?” I
said.

The werewolf
blinked. Then he snarled and threw me to the floor. They both stood
over me, looking at my nakedness. My nipples had puckered from the
coldness and excitement, and I felt myself quiver under their
glare.

As I watched,
both of them got hard. Their cocks lifted from between their legs,
thickening and getting longer until their bulging shafts
trembled.

“Is this your
surprise?” I asked as my fear turned into curiosity and arousal.
Their cocks were bigger even than I’d fantasized about. My pussy
practically ached as I wondered what it would feel like to have
them inside me.

 

I had just
wanted to fuck one of them, maybe both of them over the course of
the weekend. I was going to get to have them both at the same time.
Or, rather, they were going to take what they wanted from me. After
all, they were both huge and powerful monsters. I wanted them to
fuck me hard while I screamed for them.

Lying down
fully, I stretched out like a cat, letting them see the taut
muscles and firm, smooth flesh of my body.

It must have
been too much for them to take, because one leapt right over me. He
grabbed me wrists and pinned them to the floor. The other prised my
legs apart, gripping my ankles roughly as he shoved my knees
against my chest.

He attacked my
pussy with his tongue, running it between my pink lips. I screamed
and bucked as he used me for his pleasure, licking up all my
wetness. His snout was already glistening from my juices, and he
seemed insatiable.

When his tongue
entered me, I screamed again. He licked the front wall of my pussy,
running his rough tongue over my G-spot over and over. I couldn’t
hold back anymore.

I came harder
than I’d ever done in my life. I didn’t think I was a squirter, but
I felt my pussy clench and heard a wet noise as I soaked his
bestial face.

It must have
been that I was under their complete and utter control, that there
was no possibility of getting away from them or their desire for my
flesh. My body was theirs, and there was nothing I could (or wanted
to) do about it.

Then the one
licking my pussy turned me over onto my stomach. He kept my legs
apart and I felt his long and warm tongue slip into the cleft of my
ass, leaving my little asshole soaked with his saliva. I knew then
that he was getting me ready to take both their cocks in my tight
holes at the same time.

I found my face
in the lap of the monster holding my wrists. He yelped like a
surprised dog when I shoved my lips down his hard shaft.

He was so thick
that I could barely fit my mouth around him. But he tasted so good.
I was like an animal myself, then, letting my hungers and desires
dictate my actions. I felt his cock throb against my tongue. It was
so hot and hard. I practically came again when I tasted the precum
leaking from him.

The other one
had gotten my ass so wet that he could actually slip his tongue
into my asshole. I’d never had anything in there before. The
unfamiliar tingles made my body clench up, and I giggled a little
around the hard cock sliding in and out of my soft lips.

Clawed hands
suddenly let go of my wrists and instead ensnared themselves in my
hair. I choked and sputtered as the werewolf pulled my mouth as far
as he could down the length of his cock. I felt his head in my
throat, threatening to suffocate me as I gagged on his girth.

I felt aroused
and terrified at the same time. From the way the monster moaned, I
knew he loved having his member that deep in me. But at the same
time as my pussy clenched up, releasing more of my juices, a cold
terror gripped my heart as I realized I couldn’t breathe at all. I
had to do something.

I pushed
against his rock hard thighs with my now-free hands, but I couldn’t
budge. I squeezed him, tried to dig my nails into his flesh, but he
ignored it. If anything, he pushed my mouth down even farther. My
mouth practically touched his stomach; I had so much of his shaft
between my lips.

The other
werewolf mounted me then, like I was some bitch in heat. He pulled
me so that my back arched and I had my hands on the werewolf’s
thighs in front of me, while my knees went under my stomach.

I felt his
heavy cock slap down on my ass. He was so excited that he humped my
cleft a few times, sliding his thick meat around in the wetness
he’d made there with his tongue.

My whole body
jerked as I felt his cock strain against my asshole for a moment
before my tight ring of flesh let him in.

So much of him
slipped in at once, he filled me right up. Even the supernatural
strength of the monster holding my head couldn’t keep me from
hauling my mouth back so I could scream. It hurt so much at first,
but it also felt so good that I felt the walls of my pussy
tremble.

My body shook
when he pulled back and slammed his member in. All I could do was
close my eyes and moan as the monster took me where I’d never been
taken before.

I couldn’t
believe how good it felt. Every time he filled me up again,
stretching my body like he was going to split me in half, I felt a
surge of energy like no other. I didn’t think it could get any
better than it was right at that moment.

Then the fight
started.

I opened my
eyes to see the werewolf in front of me take a swing at the one
fucking my ass. It was a clear case of jealousy.

There was
nothing I could do about it, though. All I could do was try to take
the pounding I was getting. His thrusts came in spurts, in between
their swipes at each other. My pussy was practically buzzing, it
trembled so quickly. It felt like it if it was even lightly touched
I would have another orgasm. I just wished there was a hard cock in
there I could come on, that I could squeeze and massage until it
exploded inside me.

I wanted the
monsters to come in me. It would be the only moment when they were
at my mercy, when they lost control over their bodies. It would be
that one sweet moment when the tables were turned, and I tamed the
terrifying monsters.

Excited by the
idea, I started slamming my hips back against the hard cock as it
pounded me. I felt the monster’s shaft begin hardening even more
inside me, as the powerful muscles in my body squeezed and rubbed
against his member harder and faster than before. I felt the ridges
of the head as the slid against my flesh, exciting my nerves and
making my pussy quiver even more.

I had the beast
in my power, then, I knew. All I had to do was move faster, his
moans and whimpers would get louder, and then he would fill me
up.

In front of me,
the other werewolf lost his temper. He lashed out with both hands,
this time. He knocked the one behind me over onto his back. There
was a jolt as he landed on the floor of the cabin and I landed on
his furry stomach. The force of the fall jammed his cock all the
way into my ass, and I screamed as the thick base of his cock
stretched my asshole to its limit.

Grabbing my
flailing legs, the attacker spread my legs apart. His eyes fixed on
my sopping slit, all wet with saliva and my own juices. His cock
pulsed as he crouched a little lower.

With a single
thrust from his hips, his cock bumped into my tight little cunt. My
screaming started again as my pussy seized his shaft, trying to
squeeze it as hard as it could.

As he slid
deeper into me, soaking his cock, I came on him. The more of his
shaft that pushed in against my tightness, the harder I came on
him.

I didn’t even
know if my eyes were open or closed. I couldn’t see anything but
explosions of light as my pussy clenched up so tight that it
hurt.

The werewolf
was remorseless and tireless though. He pulled his cock out from my
tightness and then slammed it back in. The only sign that my hot
little pussy had any power over him was the quivering of his lips
in a small snarl.

They both began
fucking me full bore, then. My body bounced between theirs like a
toy. The cabin was filled with their grunts and groans and my moans
and whimpers as they took turns filling me up and stretching me
out.

I wanted them
to come inside me so badly that I came all over both their cocks
again. I felt so tight, but I was also so wet that they could move
around as they pleased.

Then the
quivering lips of the one above me turned into a full on snarl.
Recognizing what was happening, I squeezed around him as much as he
could. That was when he lost control and became mine.

“Yeah, that’s
it,” I said as I felt his cock jerk inside me, letting the first
stream of warm cum splash against the back of my pussy. His claws
pressed into my thighs, but I didn’t care. He was mine and that was
all that mattered.

Gyrating my
hips, I massaged the other cock in my ass to full hardness. I
moaned as I felt him jump inside me as well. They both filled me up
with their loads at the same time. Both their bodies were
completely rigid, all their muscles standing out and tensed. I was
the one with the control, moving my pussy and asshole slowly up and
down their long, hard shafts as they throbbed with their
orgasms.

Even though the
air of the night was cool, I was still sweating. As their bodies
relaxed, so did mine. I could feel the warmth of their seed inside
me, held in by their cocks.

I was amazed at
how long it took them to begin softening. My still-tight pussy
tried to hold on as the monster pulled slowly back out of it. His
member glistened with a mix of my saliva, my juices, and his cum. I
felt a pang as I realized I wanted him back inside me right then. I
felt so empty without him.

The strong
muscles in my ass forced the other cock out of me. I lay between
the two monsters as I slipped off the one’s stomach and onto the
floor. It was so quiet that I could actually hear the crackle of
the fire outside.

My body sore
and aching after being used like that, I fell asleep quickly.

When I woke up,
both the guys were still beside me. The sunlight streaming in
through the broken window showed them both back in their human
forms. They were both completely naked.

I woke up
Carter, who was spooning me from behind, by rubbing my ass against
his shaft. I felt him begin to stiffen, and then his eyes fluttered
open.

“Hey there,” I
said, smiling.

Reaching over
Finn, I grabbed his cock and began stroking him until he, too, was
hard again. He woke up and looked over his shoulder at me.

“Hi,” I said,
smiling. We still had that whole day, the night, and most of the
next day all alone together, out in the middle of the woods in a
cabin.

“Are you boys
ready to go again?” I said. I smiled again when I felt their cocks
jump.
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