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Andrea felt
safe sleeping her family’s old farmhouse. She was visiting home
from the next state over, and when everyone else said they’d wanted
to go out for the night, Andrea wanted to stay in. She hadn’t been
back since she’d finished college, and she missed the old
place.

She walked
through the hallways in nothing but a white shirt and her panties.
In her old room, she stopped to admire herself in the full-length
mirror on the closet door. Andrea smiled.

“I turned
out pretty hot, don’t you think?” She twisted her hips a little to
see her round, firm ass. Laughing, she winked at her reflection and
left the room.

Pausing on her
way to the kitchen, she looked out a window. With the full moon
high the clear sky, she could see everything clearly, from the old
barn on one side to the tree line on the other.

The perfect
stillness and silence of that summer night shattered with a howl.
It froze Andrea where she stood. Her arms broke out with goose
bumps and it felt like all the fine hair on the back of her neck
stood up. It was a chilling, unnatural sound. There had been
something human sounding in it, she thought.

It was a minute
before Andrea could convince her body to move again. Trying to
smile, she shook the petrifying feeling off.

“Damn coyotes,”
she muttered, walking to the dark kitchen. Something inside told
her that hadn’t been a coyote. Andrea pushed the thought away as
she pulled open the fridge door, spilling light into the
kitchen.

A few minutes
later, the microwave dinged. Grabbing her glass of water from the
counter, and her bowl of popcorn from the microwave, she plopped
down on the couch in the living room.

Soon, she was
lost in the move she put on. It was an adult film. She felt dirty
and excited watching it in her old home. On the screen, a man and a
woman writhed in the throes of their fucking.

Andrea felt a
tingle as her pussy started getting wet. She drank in the images
from the movie. Slowly at first, she squirmed on the couch,
squeezing her thighs together. Soon enough the bowl of popcorn sat
cooling and forgotten on the coffee table. The moans and screams of
the couple fucking filled the living room.

Andrea lifted
her shirt a bit. Her hard nipples poked at the fabric. Fingers
flat, she ran the palm of her hand down the taut flesh of her flat
stomach. She pushed her fingers beneath the waistband of her
panties and spread her legs apart on the couch. Her soft pussy gave
off heat as she ran her middle finger down her moist slit.

Her breath
caught as she eased her fingertip into the warmth and wetness of
her hole.

Watching the
glowing screen, she pushed the finger in deeper. Her pussy made a
“schlicking” noise as she rubbed at her sensitive flesh with the
practiced “come hither” motion of her finger.

She
played with her nipples with her other hand. Her finger curled
faster and faster, she was getting wetter and tighter. She knew she
would come soon.

“Umm...” Andrea
moaned.

The thing
outside howled again, this time much closer. Her pussy clenched up
around her finger at the sudden fright. Pulling her hand from her
panties, she grabbed the remote and muted the TV.

One of the
steps leading to the porch creaked as though something very large
had pressed its weight down on it.

It
couldn’t be everyone coming back, Andrea knew; it was too early.
Besides, she would have seen the light from their headlamps on the
wall.

The next
step creaked. One more step and whoever – whatever – it was would
be at the front door.

Andrea’s blood
pounded past her ears. She lay still, not daring to move. Had it
heard the TV? Had it heard her moaning?

The more
rational part of her mind struggled to reassert some measure of
control. Maybe someone was playing a prank, it told her, maybe it
was some peeping tom who would run as soon as a light gets turned
on.

Getting
startled seemed to have turned her on even more. Andrea had to
fight the urge to finish what she’d started with the movie.

The final
step creaked. Then she heard something clack on the porch. It
didn’t sound like any boot or shoe. Andrea’s eyes widened as she
realized that it sounded more like claws. Slowly, she put her hands
up on the couch and pulled herself up so that she could see over
the back. It looked right on the front door, which had a large
window and one of those thin curtains over it.

She choked off
a scream.

The
silhouette behind the curtain was enormous. It was somewhat man
shaped, but when it turned its head she saw it had the snout of a
wolf.

The monster
slammed both hands into the door, sending it flying from its
hinges. This time, Andrea did scream. She jumped from the couch,
standing beside the TV. She knew she should run, but she felt
frozen again.

The beast
stalked into the living room. In the light of the TV, she saw what
it was. It was a werewolf, and it was looking at her now. Claws
clicking on the wooden floor, it walked up behind the couch, put it
hands on the back of it, and leaned over. Its muzzle was only a few
feet from her own face. Lips pulled back to show its long, white,
and pointed fangs, it growled. All its muscles seemed to bunch, as
though ready to leap at her.

Then it chanced
to look at the TV.

A change came
over the monster. Its lips went back over its teeth, and it seemed
to relax. Andrea knew this was her chance to run, but some instinct
made her stay. Soon, the werewolf began grinding its hips into the
back of the couch. Its mouth opened and it panted.

Curious, Andrea
sidled around the side of the couch. What she saw made her pussy
get even wetter. Its cock was huge. It was trying to satisfy
itself, rubbing its huge meat against something.



Andrea
wondered what it would feel like to have that in her. What would it
taste like? Saliva squirted into her mouth. She knew she needed to
have the werewolf. Nothing else would satisfy her hunger, her
lust.

Careful to make
no noise, she crept up behind it. Gently, she put one hand on its
hard and furry back. It growled a little, but couldn’t tear its
eyes from the screen. Smiling, Andrea reached around with her other
hand. The werewolf stopped humping the couch when it felt her
fingers wrap around the base of its shaft. Its cock felt hot in her
hand. It was so big that she could hardly get her fingers around
its girth.

It growled, a
deep and ominous sound, as she tightened her fingers and, slowly at
first, began jerking its cock.

A few
moments later, those growls softened into whimpers. The werewolf
pulled back a little from the couch, then thrust against her
hand.

“Yes. You are a
big boy, aren’t you?” Andrea whispered.

She saw that it
still looked at the screen. It hadn’t so much as glanced over its
shoulder at her. The heat of her desire was now being matched by
another hot feeling. She frowned, rubbing harder and faster.

Why wouldn’t it
look? She needed it to look.

Andrea pulled
her hands away. Still nothing. A snarl on her own lips, she pulled
her shirt off and dropped it. Then she shoved the beast. It lurched
forward, catching itself on the couch. Teeth bared, it spun around
to face her.

“Finally,”
Andrea said, ignoring the sounds of its anger.

She was
more interested in its cock. Not rubbing against the couch anymore,
the head glistened with accumulated precum. Andrea dropped to her
knees in front of it. Hands on her legs, she leaned forward. Using
just the tip of her tongue, she lapped some of the salty precum
from the head of its cock. The beast jumped at the sudden touch, as
though her tongue had sent an electric shock through its body. The
growls stopped.

Andrea
alternated between light kisses and licks until she’d polished all
the precum from its cock, replacing it with her own spit. She
opened her mouth as wide as it would go and moved so that it was
just in front of the monster’s cock.

She waited.

First,
the werewolf quivered, its anticipation building. More precum
leaked from the slit at the tip of its cock. Then it growled down
at her. Still, she didn’t mouth. Andrea just breathed, letting it
wash over the beast’s shaft.

The growl
changed to a moan. It thrust its hips forward, trying to shove its
cock between her plump lips into her moist and hot mouth. Andrea
moved her mouth back, not letting it get any closer. She knew she
wouldn’t be able to keep this up for long; her pussy was so wet
that her panties must have been sopping.

She stopped the
werewolf from bobbing its hips anymore by reaching up and grabbing
its rock hard shaft with one hand and squeezing. Looking up, she
saw that its eyes were wide open. Leaning forward, she moved until
she could feel its cock just barely touching her lips. Flicking
with her tongue, she lapped away the precum that had built up
again.

Then she
pressed forward very slowly. Suddenly, she slammed her mouth
forward, not stopping until she felt the head of its dick bump
against the back of her throat. It jerked in her mouth and the
beast growled and moaned in its attempt to not shoot its load down
her throat right there.

Andrea pulled
back and slammed forward again. The tight ring of her lips left a
shiny sheen of spit on its shaft as she leaned back and pushed
forward with her whole body each time.

Pulling back so
that just the head of its dick stayed in her lips, she ran her
tongue around the ridges of its dick. Its whole body shook, and it
yelped. Andrea’s own hips began grinding against the air
involuntarily. She reached down and rubbed at her pussy through her
soaked underwear.

She started
thrusting forward with her mouth again. Pulling her underwear to
one side, Andrea jammed two fingers into her sopping hole. Running
her fingers in and out, she started moaning on the beast’s
cock.

Pushing her
mouth even farther down its shaft so that she felt it in her
throat, she came on her fingers. She squeezed her eyes shut,
ramming her fingers in and out even as her pussy clenched up around
them.

When she
stopped, she pulled her hand from between her legs and leaned back.
She wiped at her spit and precum covered lips with the back of her
hand. Her mouth felt sore. Its cock had been so big. She wanted to
feel it in a tight hole better suited to the job.

“Let’s see how
you feel in my cunt, you monster,” Andrea said as she stood up.

She
stepped past it so that she was standing right behind the couch. It
had spun as she moved, regarding her with anticipation in its large
and luminous eyes. Using her elbows, she squeezed between its
large, furry body and the couch.

Immediately, she felt its cock trying to poke between her
legs. She moved her knees apart a little, lettings its shaft slide
between her thighs. Then she pushed back with her hips, letting the
top of its shaft touch her pussy. She was so wet and warm that she
felt it shudder behind her at the touch. She pressed back so that
her ass touched its hips. Yes, she thought. It was just as big as she’d thought. Looking
down, she saw the head of its dick and a good portion of its shaft
poking out from between her legs.

Andrea
laughed. Licking the palm of one hand, she reached down and rubbed
it over the thing’s throbbing cock. The dick trembled, trapped
between her thighs.

“Ah!” Andrea
yelped.

The werewolf
pulled back and then rammed forward. The head and shaft appeared in
front of her again. A shock ran through Andrea’s body as it pulled
back again. The ridge on the head of its dick rubbed against her
clit each time it tried to shove its cock into her.

Leaning
forward over the couch and spreading her legs more, Andrea waited
for it to fuck her. In its hurry, it kept running its cock through
her slit, sending shivers up her back every time it rubbed past her
sensitive clit. Andrea arched her back to raise her ass a little
higher into the air. Reaching between her legs, she grabbed the
monster’s sopping cock on its next push.

Cock in her
hand, she pushed it back until she felt the tip press at the ring
of wet flesh that was the opening to her ready and waiting
pussy.

“God!” Andrea
screamed, grabbing handfuls of couch cushion and squeezing them as
the beast mercilessly shoved its cock into her. She was so tight
around it that she could feel the contour of the ridge around the
head and it moved as far as it could into her.

As far in as he
could get, the Werewolf leaned forward over her and grabbed the top
of the couch. Its claws tore into the fabric as it got a good
grip.

She
gasped as it pulled its shaft back for the next thrust. It slammed
back in, shoving the couch forward an inch or so with the force of
its fucking. Mouth wide open, eyes shut, Andrea arched her neck
back.

The
werewolf built up a steady pace, sliding its shaft in and out of
her tight pussy. It had to go fairly slowly, even with Andrea being
as wet as she was, with her pussy straining around the girth of its
shaft. She could feel the walls of her cunt being shoved apart by
the massive head of its dick, sending mixed signals of pain and
pleasure through her abdomen as she moaned. She could feel tears
forming at the corners of her eyes. It was just so big inside of
her. Too big, even. But still she wanted more.

She shoved back
with her hips each time it slammed its cock back into her. She
screamed each time.

Opening her
eyes, she saw that her movie was still on. It was a new couple now,
fucking on the screen while she fucked the monster in her
house.

It really was
mesmerizing, watching a glistening cock slide in and out of a tight
pussy. She could see how tight the other woman was by how she
pulled and bunched up the skin on the guy’s shaft. She knew her
pussy must be doing the same thing to the enormous monster cock she
was wrapped around.

The camera
pulled back, showing the woman’s tits bouncing up and down. Her
eyes were shut as she screamed in a silent orgasm, coming all over
the guy’s hard cock.

It was so
hot. Just watching it made Andrea’s own pussy start to clench
around the werewolf’s hot and throbbing shaft. He felt so warm
inside of her, sending off a heat that moved in waves through her
whole body. She could feel it everywhere from her toes to her
fingers.

“Ooh...” Andrew
groaned. She could feel her own orgasm building deep inside of
her.

She started
rolling her hips a little in addition to pushing back with them,
squeezing every last ounce of sensation that she could from the
hard shaft ramming into her soft flesh.

Her pussy
tightened up so much that even with its incredible strength the
beast couldn’t fuck her as fast as it wanted. She groaned again and
bared her teeth.

On the TV, the
man pulled his cock from the girl’s pussy. She fell to her knees in
time to catch the hot ropes of cum on her face and in her
mouth.

“Fuck me!”
Andrea screamed. Her pussy clamped around the hard cock so that it
couldn’t move. Her whole body shook as every nerve she had suddenly
overloaded with the feeling of her organ.

It got
even more intense when she felt there werewolf’s cock stiffen up
even more and start jumping and jerking in the tight grasp of her
pussy. She could feel its hot cum fill her up. The werewolf let out
a roar behind her, trying to push in even deeper as its huge load
continued firing from its cock.

Their
orgasm had been so intense, that when it subsided the werewolf
staggered back away from her. She felt its hot cum, too much for
her tiny pussy to hold, run out onto her legs. She leaned all her
weight against the couch, trying to catch her breath. The credits
were rolling on the TV.

Behind
her, the werewolf thumped against the floor as it fell down. Andrea
pulled her wet underwear back over her pussy so that no more of its
load would escape. She didn’t want to have to clean the floor. She
pushed back unsteadily to her feet and turned around. Her whole
body felt sore, her pussy especially. Andrea had never had such a
hard fucking in her life.

The monster
seemed to be asleep. She frowned down at its gently rising
shoulders and chest.

“What am I
going to do with you?”

She remembered
that werewolves were actually people. When the sun came up, he’d
turn back into whoever he was. She wondered if he would remember
their night together.

Dragging its
limp and heavy form toward the basement door, she smiled and
laughed a little.

“If I’d known
that something like this was waiting for me, I’d visit home much
more often.”

In her
head, Andrea was already planning her next trip around the next
full moon.
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