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Lauren stepped
out of her car and slammed the door hard enough to rattle the
glass. Storming up the steps to her small house, she slammed that
door, too.

In the foyer,
Lauren stared around. There was her coat rack, her shoes, that type
of thing. Taking off her flats, she flung them into the darkened
den.

“Damn it!” She
screamed. She’d been afraid to unleash her anger in the car. What
if someone had seen?

Without turning
any lights on, she went into the kitchen, grabbed the wine on the
counter and a glass, and then sat on the couch in the den.

That had been
the worst date of her life. The jerk had even made her pay for the
food. All this on top of not being laid in months was too much for
Lauren to handle.

She was so damn
horny, too. If he hadn’t been such an ass, Lauren knew that her
full red lips would be wrapped around something that wasn’t a wine
bottle.

That thought
warmed her up more than the wine. Wine glass in one hand, she
pulled her short dress up so that she could see her thighs, which
shimmered a little because of the sheer pantyhose she wore.

The skin
of her inner thigh felt warm on her fingers as she slowly worked
them up her legs. Her fingertips moved electrically along her
flesh, aiming for that damp spot on her panties. She could feel the
edge of the fabric. God, I’m hot,
Lauren thought. She thought about how her fingers would feel inside
of her, moving, sliding, stroking. Lauren moaned a little, almost
dropping her glass.

She pushed her
fingers under the elastic, sucking her lip between her teeth.

Howls suddenly
split the air.

Lauren leapt
up, sending red wine all over the carpet.

“What the
hell?” Her whole body vibrated as she fought the urge to run and
hide under her bed.

With none of
the lights on, only the white light of the moon shining in through
the window illuminated the den.

Lauren realized
she was holding her breath. With a shudder, she exhaled and then
sucked more air in through gritted teeth.

The damn curtains aren’t closed¸ she thought. Those howls had been close. What if
some wild dogs saw her and tried to get in? Swallowing heavily,
Lauren padded over to the window.

Her blood
turned to ice in her veins. There were… shapes moving in the
shadows across the street. They were huge. One turned to face the
window. Moonlight glinted off a pair of piercing yellow eyes.

Hissing, Lauren
yanked the curtains shut and then sank to the floor. Had it seen?
What were those things? She couldn’t shake the image of those
eyes.

She waited
there, sat on the floor clutching herself, for what felt like
hours. Every time a lamp flickered outside or something rustled
nearby, Lauren held her breath and tried to not whimper.

Finally, her
whole body stiff, Lauren turned around. As slowly as she could, she
parted the curtains to make a sliver through which she could look
outside. Trembling, she lifted herself up so that she could see
through the space with one eye.

A feral yellow
eye peered back through at her.

Lauren fell
back on her hands and scooted backwards into the comforting
darkness of the den. The curtain fell back into place, blocking the
sight of that horrible eye.

A grating
sound came from the front door, as though something was drawing its
sharp claws down the wood. Getting a hold of herself, Lauren pushed
to her feet. The back door was broken, so she couldn’t leave
through that. Upstairs, Maybe? She thought.

One of them
bashed against the door. She heard the crack of splintering wood.
That decided for her.

Quickly,
she took the stairs two at a time. The closet in her bedroom was
deep; she could hide herself in there until the monsters left.
Lauren closed the door to her bedroom behind her. She jumped into
the closet and closed that just as the front door gave.

The
sounds of things being broken came to her as the things moved
around downstairs. Then something began walking up the stairs. A
moment later, something else started up as well. Hers was the only room, so there was no
avoiding them. She just hoped they’d leave. She clamped a hand over
her mouth and tried to calm her heart.

The doorknob
jiggled and something snuffled around behind the door. Then the
door swung open.

Lauren
stared through the slats at the things that came in. There were two
of them, both enormous and furry. They were a cross between a man
and a wolf. Are… are they werewolves? She thought. They were, they had to be.

One of
them reached over and flung the closet door open. Both of them
snarled as they saw her, showing sharp-looking fangs. She screamed
as one dragged her out and flung her onto the bed.
Lauren heard them growling and
snapping as she turned around. She expected to be attacked, but was
shocked by what she saw even more.

They were
fighting each other. One would reach for her and the other would
stop him. In the full
light of the moon, she saw that they both sported huge
erections.

They don’t want to eat me. They want to fuck
me, Lauren realized.
Their cocks were so big, too.

Lauren felt
herself get wet again. What better way to satisfy her craving than
by fucking two huge cocks at the same time?

As they
continued fighting, Lauren began stripping off her clothes. First
went her dress. Then she peeled off her pantyhose and unhooked her
bra. Lying on her back with her legs in the air, she slipped off
her underwear.

That got
their attention. The beasts had stopped fighting. Instead, they
stared fixedly as she slowly lowered and spread her legs. Her pussy
was clean shaven, except for a small strip that led to her moist
slit. Lauren moved up into a sitting position, then slid forward
like a cat, her ass arched into the air.

Both the
werewolves turned fully to face her. Their cocks stood straight out
from their bodies, quivering rods waiting to pleasure her. Lauren
always found that pleasuring them pleasured her, too.

Her lust mixed
with fear to create a strange feeling of euphoria as first one
werewolf, then the other walked over so that their thighs rested
against the edge of the bed, both their hard cocks pointing at her.
Lauren slunk closer to them. She leaned back into a kneeling
position.

Reaching up
with both hands, she grabbed both of their cocks. Their flesh felt
warm in her palms. It was an erotic warmth that throbbed with their
heartbeats. She played with them, running her fingers up and down,
smearing the clear precum that leaked out around their heads with
the pads of her thumbs.

Soon, she had
both monsters whimpering and groaning with every flick of her
fingers.

Her pussy felt
hot and wet. Some of her juices even started to trickle down her
thighs. She needed a cock, and badly. There, she had two nice big
ones to satisfy her.

Tightening her
grip on their rods, she started stroking them up and down. Soon,
both of them rocked their hips against her grip, trying to make her
stroke them faster.

One tried to
shove the other out of the way so that he would get all of Lauren’s
attention. This started them growling at each other again. One
raised a clawed hand in a threatening manner. Lauren knew if she
didn’t act quickly, the situation would become much worse.

She had
just the idea of how to solve it. Kneeling over a little more, she
put her lips around the head of the cock of the werewolf raising
his claws. He jumped at the sudden touch of her wet tongue sliding
along his taut, hard flesh. She pulled her mouth off and spat down
onto the top of its shaft, then she used the spit as lube to help
her hand glide up and down its length.

Without
pausing, Lauren leaned over and started sucking the other
werewolf’s cock. Neither of them growled any more.

His cock
was so long and thick that she could hardly fit more than half of
it into her mouth. It was so good. She jammed her mouth forward
until she felt herself start to gag, then she pulled back. Each
time she did this, her mouth left long strings of spit that slowly
moved farther and farther down the monster’s shaft. The whole time
she did this, she was jerking the other werewolf off so fast that
her arm started to get tired.

When the
werewolf who did have her tight, warm lips wrapped around its cock
started growling, Lauren switched her mouth over to it. Soon enough
she had worked her wet mouth over his shaft so that it was just as
covered in her spit as the other one’s rod.

The
werewolf she jerked off suddenly pulled away from her, making her
release his dick. She watched from the corner of her eye as it
moved around behind him, climbing up on the bed, making the
mattress creak under its bulk.

Two
strong hands grabbed her by the hips. He pulled her ass towards
himself. Lauren braced herself to feel the big head of its cock
press against the tight little hole of her pussy, to feel herself
stretch around its girth as he unleashed his animal urges into her.
She still managed to keep the cock locked in her lips as the
werewolf behind her pushed down on her back, making her go into a
doggy-style position.

Lauren
jumped a little when she felt his hot breath rush against her ass
and pussy. Lauren realized what he was going to do to her the
moment before his long tongue slurped out along her
wetness.

Her whole body
buzzed as he lapped at her pussy like a thirsty animal. She started
moaning around the huge cock jammed partway into her mouth. Urged
on by shocks of pleasure, she started slamming her lips down around
it faster and faster.

Each time
he hungrily licked away her juices, she felt her pussy get so wet
that even more came out of her.

Then he
pressed his long tongue into her tight hole. It was nimble inside
her like a finger, but lengthy like a good cock. It was the perfect
storm to make her come as the tongue tickled her sensitive
walls.

Lauren
had to pull her mouth off the one werewolf’s cock as she came. Her
pussy clenched up, and she squeezed her eyes shut as her face
contorted and her lips writhed. She reached back and, grabbing a
handful of the werewolf’s hair, yanked him forward so that his
tongue pressed even deeper into her.

When she
finished, the werewolf pulled his face back from her a bit,
withdrawing his tongue. His snout was covered in her juices, and
his tongue kept licking out over his lips so that he didn’t miss
any.

He moved
his snout forward and licked out again. This time, she felt his
tongue move over the tight brown pucker of her asshole. His strong
hands grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled them apart so that he had
easier access. No one had ever done that to her before. She’d
always wanted to try it, but could never work up the never to ask
any of the guys who had gone down on her. She shivered at the new
sensation as she lowered her lips back over the sopping cock of the
beast standing in front of her.

She
swirled her tongue along the ridges of the big cock in her mouth as
the monster behind her swished his tongue around her tight virgin
asshole. It was a strange feeling at first, but it didn’t take her
long to know that she liked it.

Lauren
also found that she loved the taste of the monster cock. Every now
and then, it would throb excitedly and she would slurp up all the
precum that leaked out of the tip.

She was
just beginning to fantasize about swallowing the werewolf’s huge
load when the one behind her moved his wet snout away from her ass.
From the way the bed shook and moved, she knew he was changing
position, probably moving onto his knees.

A sudden
shot of energy moved through her. The beast was going to fuck her
now. It felt like she’d come as soon as he jammed his cock into her
cunt.

Her eyes
widened and she gagged a little when she felt the wet tip of its
rod bump against her asshole.

As the
pressure against her asshole increased, she felt herself
involuntarily clench up. She’d never had anything in there before. Especially not
anything that long and thick.

But what
choice did she have? By degrees, she made her body relax.
It hurt a little as the head
forced itself partway into her. Lauren had to pull away from the
werewolf in front of her and suck in a breath as she felt the
entire head press in through her asshole. It was so damn tight. She
didn’t even think her pussy got that tight while she was
coming.

Sucking
another breath in through her clenched teeth, she turned to look
over her shoulder. The
werewolf had her ass cheeks spread apart. She could see his thick
shaft straining as he tried to push deeper into her.

With no
warning but a low growl, the beast in front of her grabbed her by
the shoulders. She yelped as he pushed her backwards so that her
back touched the hairy chest of the monster behind her.
He didn’t stop there, either.
He kept pushing until the werewolf behind laid down on the bed,
with Lauren lying on top of him. This forced the huge cock even
farther into her tight asshole. His torso was hard with muscle,
while at the same time soft and warm from his thick fur.

Then the
one in front grabbed her knees and pushed them apart and back,
exposing her glistening
shaved pussy. She saw his cock throb a little and then drool some
precum as the werewolf went on his knees on the bed.

Moaning
like a little slut, Lauren reached out and grabbed
his shaft. She yanked it
forward until it bumped against her pussy. She slid it down her
slit, shivering as it rubbed her clit, and positioned his huge cock
at her other tight little hole.

This cock
slid into her more easily. It still hurt a little as its girth
stretched her out, but in a good way. This one she could watch more easily,
too.

The one
fucking her ass still had a grip on her hips. Impatient, he lifted
her up. This moved his cock farther out of her asshole, and pushed
the other werewolf’s meat deeper into her pussy. She couldn’t believe she’d never tried
this before.

It was
double the fun as the werewolf beneath her lowered the tight ring
of her asshole slowly around his huge cock. She watched her tight pussy pull the skin
on the other werewolf’s cock down, unwilling to let it out. It was
also completely soaked in the juices of her pussy, leaving its
shiny.

The next
time the werewolf lifted and lowered her, she felt both their cocks
rub against her G-spot as they alternately left and entered
her. A few more thrusts
into her asshole, and the pain had totally left. Now, each time she
got fucked almost took her breath away.

With seemingly
infinite endurance, the werewolf on the bottom lifted and lowered
her rhythmically up and down. The one on top started thrusting in
deeper each time her pussy lips worked up his shaft.

Lauren
started moaning and letting out little sobs. It felt so good, she
didn’t even know how to contain herself. She saw that her pussy was
so wet that little trickles of her juices formed on the werewolf’s
shaft after each thrust. Her orgasm was building inside her, and
she was totally helpless. She didn’t even get a break from having a
giant cock in her, since when one moved most of the way out, the
other cock pushed all the way in.

She took her
breath in little gasps as the build-up inside her pussy sought
release. The monsters seemed to sense how close she was; the one
below increased the pace while the one above crammed as much of his
cock into her as he could.

Not able
to hold back any longer, Lauren screamed. It was as if a dam had
burst. Her pussy clamped down on the one cock so hard that the
werewolf couldn’t move it. The one fucking her asshole had to stop,
since she’d clenched up all her muscles.

If that
wasn’t enough, both werewolves started coming as well. The hard
cock in her pussy got even harder, jerking and jumping in her as
hot jizz squirted into her. The dick in her ass flexed, sending a
hot stream of sticky cum into her. They filled her up completely
with their hot spunk, all three of them grunting and writhing in
the sweet sexual pain.

As
quickly as it happened, it was over. They all relaxed, Lauren
sinking down again the muscular chest beneath her. The werewolf she
was lying on actually wrapped his long arms around her, clasping
her breasts almost tenderly with his clawed fingers.

When the
one on top pulled out of her pussy, she felt his cum trickle out of
her pussy down onto the other’s long shaft. He backed up a step,
then laid down on the floor at the foot of the bed.

The beast
holding her seemed more reluctant to leave her body. She could feel
its cock getting softer in her, getting slowly pushed out by the
strong muscles inside her. After his cock was finally squeezed out,
he rolled them both over onto their sides, one of his massive arms
draped over her form.

She felt so
warm. She was also sore.

Thinking
back on her day, she smiled. If her date had gone well, she’d
probably be lying in that jerk’s bed after some mediocre to average
sex, waiting for him to sleep so that she could slip out.
Yes, this was much
better, she
thought.

As she drifted
off to sleep herself, she wondered what the beasts would look like
as men. She wondered if they would both fuck her again. Lauren knew
she would have pleasant dreams.
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I stepped
carefully down the steep, old track. It had a deep groove, as
though from heavy use. However, no fresh prints marred its surface.
I was the first person to set foot on it in a long time.

Reaching out, I
put my hand on the cold, hard wall of the ravine for support.

Somewhere
ahead, some loose rocks clattered down and banged as they hit the
ground.

I thought I saw
a man-shaped thing peer down at me for a second before
disappearing.

“Hello?” I
said.

No one liked
hiking these trails but me. Too dangerous. But I liked a little
danger, it made me get wet and tingly between the legs.

Looking up, I
saw the bruised color of the sky. It would be night soon. All the
light would drain out of this ravine before then, and I would be
stuck in the shadows unless I hurried.

I told myself
that the rocks had fallen by themselves, and that the shape was
just the light of dusk tricking my eyes.

As the air
began to cool, I regretted opting for the tight short-shorts and
tank top. They’d seemed like a good idea at the time – I thought I
might see a hot guy also willing to brave this trail who I could
show off the goods to – but in the twilight, they just made me feel
cold and exposed.

Something
snapped above me, a dry twig or something. I stopped, crouched with
one hand against the cool rock, and looked up. Nothing. About to
stand and continue, I halted mid-rise. Whatever it was, it was
shuffling around up there. Was that breathing I heard?

Hardly daring
to breathe, myself, a pounding noise in my ears, I crept along
toward the exit. The noise seemed to be following me.

Clearing a
small outcropping, I saw it. The ravine ended; dense trees and
underbrush waited for me on the other side.

But what if
whatever, or whoever, made the sound was waiting for me? I had to
risk it; my phone got no signal out there. I tensed my legs, ready
to dash.

A rock cracked
off the ground right behind me. With a yelp, I leapt from my crouch
into a dead sprint. Before I knew it, I was already among the
trees. A few brambles seemed to reach out and grab at my skin.

“Hey!” Someone
called from behind me. I jerked to a halt, one hand pressed to a
tree trunk. My whole body shook with aftershocks of adrenaline as I
turned around. Two men, smiles on their faces, looked down at me
from their spot on the ridge of the ravine.

“I’m sorry, did
we scare you?” The man on the left said. He was a little taller
than the other guy. His arms and shoulders looked good in his tank
top.

“Told you I
heard someone,” the other said. He looked just as fit as his
friend.

Okay, Selena, don’t blow this, I told myself, you have two hot hikers talking to
you. My regret for
wearing the skimpy sporting attire melted.

“Scared?” I
said, “Nah. I love sprinting madly int brambles and tree
branches.”

The guys
climbed down, giving me ample opportunity to watch their muscles
flex beneath their clothes. As they walked over, I pushed the hair
away from my face and ran my fingers through it to straighten it
out. There was something animalistic in the way they walked and
moved that quickened my pulse. I got a little wet.

“I’m Jason,”
the taller man said. He waved at his friend, “And he’s Dean. Look,
not that it’s not nice to see a good-looking girl out here, but
it’s getting dark. Why haven’t you left?”

I was sure if
he was being coy with me. One corner of his mouth had raised in a
roguish smile. It also intensified that animalistic aura that
surrounded him.

I thought about
what it would be like to fuck him. Glancing at Dean made me wonder
how it would feel to be fucked by both of them at the same time.
I’d never done anything like that before.

“Oh,” I said,
flashing them my own mischievous smile, “Just looking for
boys.”

The other
corner of Jason’s mouth quirked up. I could see a sliver of white
teeth through his slightly parted lips. He took a step toward me. I
could almost feel the heat radiating from his body. I had the
sudden urge to wrap my arms around him, to lift his shift and leave
wet kisses all over his abs. His hand moved from his side, reaching
out to touch me.

“Jason!” Dean
said, “The sun’s almost gone. The moon will be up soon.”

The connection
between us broke as Jason looked at his friend. They both looked up
into the sky. Turning my own eyes up, I saw that the sky was now
that deep purple before true night. All around us, long shadows
reached out. The entrance to ravine was black.

“You boys
afraid of the dark or something?” I said.

Still looking
up, Jason said, “Afraid? No. We’re usually the ones people are
afraid of.”

I could see the
full moon through the canopy now. It gave us an empty-eyed
stare.

My smile
faltered. There was something frightening in the way Jason had
spoken.
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Elaine reached
to change the song on her MP3 player. She had it in a holster on
her arm for ease of use during these nighttime jogs. A glance at
her sports watch said she’d already completed two miles.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He didn’t.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It lunged,
lashing out with one clawed hand. The claw caught in the neck of
her shirt, tearing it clean right down her back. Its next attack
caught the waistband of her Spandex shorts. She felt the tight
material suddenly become loose around her thighs. The cool air of
the night rushed across her bare ass.
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Jenna couldn’t
believe that she’d let Natalie talk her into this. Nobody went into
the old part of town anymore. Not after those people disappeared,
anyway. She remembered how she’d heard strange howling from this
place last month, too.

None of the
streetlamps worked anymore. If it weren’t for the full moon,
neither of them would be able to make out the old, cracked sidewalk
they were using.

“Remember when
people used to live here?” Natalie asked. She was walking a few
steps ahead of Jenna.

Jenna was
watching the moonlight gleam off all the shattered windows in the
old buildings.

“Barely,” Jenna
replied. That had been more than twenty years ago, back when they
were both hardly old enough to remember anything.

Natalie turned
on her flashlight so she could peer through the jagged window of
the old drugstore.

“Isn’t this
cool, J?”

Jenna leaned
forward for a better look. All she could make out were a few empty
shelves. “Yeah, Nat. Real cool.” They walked away.

Natalie had
always been a troublemaker. Everyone let her get away with it too,
because she was so hot. No cop could ever give her a speeding
ticket with her pert tits and firm ass. Jenna knew that she herself
looked good too, almost Natalie’s equal. She sometimes thought that
made Natalie jealous. She caught her looking, sometimes.

“It’s just up
here,” Natalie said, a little too loudly for Jenna’s taste.

“Shh, keep your
voice down.”

Natalie put the
flashlight under her chin and flicked it on again, “Scared of the
big bad monster, are you, J? Come on, we’re here.”

Natalie held
open a door to some low, non-descript building. Grumbling under her
breath, Jenna went though. The door shut behind Natalie when she
followed.

From the glow
cast by the flashlight, the place looked like it used to be a
convenience store. A few empty beer bottles told her that other
people liked to hang out there, too.

It was very
quiet in there. Jenna could easily hear the steady rush of their
breathing. She felt unsettled, but at the same time full of energy,
as though her body knew something she didn’t. Jenna grabbed her
short skirt and straightened it out, running her finger along the
bare flesh of one thigh as she did.

Looking up,
Jenna saw Natalie watching her. Natalie’s eyes were fixed on
Jenna’s fingers as they finished straightening out her clothes. As
soon as she noticed that Jenna saw her, she looked back up and
pasted a smile on her face.

“Isn’t this
place great, J? We could do anything in here you know. No one would
ever find out.”

Natalie
motioned with her flashlight and they wandered off through the few
isles of the small store. Jenna found a tattered newspaper and
Natalie, after poking around through the old coolers, found an
unopened bottle of water. Soon enough, they made their way back to
the spot on the floor with the discarded beer bottles.

“This is
boring,” Jenna said, “Let’s get out of here. Catch a movie or
something.” She hoped she sounded casual and cool. She could feel
her heart slamming against her chest, and her nipples had
involuntarily stiffened. Something was not right in that place, she
knew.

A panicked look
crossed Natalie’s face. “No! Let’s… Let’s stay a little
longer.”

Jenna shook her
head and turned, ready to go. Natalie grabbed her arm and spun her
around.

Before Jenna
could protest, Natalie wrapped her arms around Jenna’s waist,
pulled her close so that their hips touched, and kissed her. Jenna
felt Natalie pull up her skirt and grab her firm ass. At first,
Jenna was shocked, but she let herself fall into the kiss. Her
pussy started getting wet, and they began grinding their hips
together.

Natalie pulled
back so she could look at Jenna. “I’ve wanted you for so long. I
didn’t know how else to get you.”

Jenna reached
up and brushed a few stray strands of hair out of Natalie’s
beautiful face. Rather than say anything, she reached down, pressed
her fingers below Natalie’s skirt, and gave her ass a squeeze.

They’d just
sunk to the floor when they heard the howl. It was long, horrible,
and close. Jenna felt Natalie’s grip around her tighten in
fright.

“What was
that?” Jenna asked.

“I don’t know,”
Natalie replied.

They both
strained to see out of the shattered glass at the front of the
store. They saw nothing.

“Maybe we
should go now,” Jenna said.

“No!” Natalie
almost shouted. She looked startled at how loud she’d been. She
whispered, “I mean, no. If we go, whatever is out there might find
us.”

That made
sense. Then Natalie bit her lightly on the earlobe and ran her
fingers up Jenna’s thigh until they were resting on her damp
panties. She rubbed the tip of her middle finger lightly up and
down Jenna’s slit.

Then something
huge crashed through the door they’d used earlier. Both girls
screamed at the sight as Natalie brought the flashlight’s rays up
to it. It was a beast with a long, wolfish snout, a muscular and
furry body, and malevolent eyes that watched them with hunger.

Neither of them
could move as it sniffed the air. Its long-clawed fingers curled
into fists, its knuckles popping.

“What do we
do?” Jenna whispered.

The beast
drew closer until it stood right over them, looking down with a
snarl on its lips. Why isn’t it attacking? Jenna wondered.

Then she saw
why: its thick, hairless cock stiffened as they watched. That’s
what it had been smelling before: the scent of their lust. Just
seeing its huge meat made Jenna’s mouth water and her pussy tighten
up momentarily.
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