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A thin layer of
mist clung to the valley floor. It swirled around Jared’s ankles as
he made his way across in the moonlight. He stopped and looked into
the sky. The moon hung overhead, full and grinning. Jared didn’t
like the moon; he knew what came out with it at night.

At the end of
one muscular arm, he raised a bright lantern, which cast moving,
skeletal shadows through the trees as it bobbed up and down. In the
other hand, he held a black-barrelled hunting rifle. There was a
silver bullet in the chamber, with a few spare rounds tucked into a
pocket of his sleeveless hunting vest.

Jared was large
and roughly handsome. Right then, his face held an expression of
frustration.

He’d followed
the werewolf to this valley, but now it eluded him. Tingles up his
back told him that unseen eyes watched him, and once he’d heard a
low, rumbling growl. Despite this, the monster had concealed itself
well, silently stalking him.

His grip
tightened on the long, hard barrel of the rifle. He wanted payback
for what the monster had taken from him. Tonight, he intended to
get it.

“Show yourself,
you mangy mutt,” Jared said. He turned around in a slow circle,
searching for any sign of the beast.

He felt no
fear, only the quick heartbeat of excitement. If he didn’t know
better, he would say that the thrill of the hunt turned him on.

Somewhere
ahead, rock clattered against rock.

Lantern raised
higher, Jared peered into the darkness that pressed against the
small globe of light he cast. He walked through pools of mist
towards the source of the sound. Soon, he came upon the jagged
mouth of a cave.

The blood
rushed through his veins and an electric feeling of excitement
filled his stomach. Carefully, lantern gripped so as to not get in
the way, he shouldered the rifle. He felt his cock stiffen a little
in his pants, but tried to ignore it as he stepped towards the
opening. The lamplight caught in a pair of sinister eyes. From
within the cave, the beast snarled.

Jared pressed
the rifle harder into his shoulder. His finger curled around the
trigger. Before he could fire, the monster turned and darted deeper
within the cave.

“Damn,” Jared
cursed through his own snarl.

Without
hesitation, he entered the cave.

Inside, the
tunnel quickly grew tight. The air was dank and moist. From
somewhere, the sound of dripping water echoed.

Jared knew he’d
find the werewolf eventually. So far, there had been no side
passages or niches where it might hide. He kept the rifle raised,
ready to fire in an instant if he caught sight of those feral eyes
again.

Strangely, he
couldn’t make his erection go down. It strained at the front of his
pants. He couldn’t help the excitement flowing through him. Revenge
was so close that he could practically taste it. His whole body
wanted it.

His frustration
mounted as he walked for a time without finding any sign of his
prey. Doubts began to plague him and, for the first time, fear. Had
it turned down some passage he had missed? Was it so far ahead, or
had it found a way out, so that he would wander the cave
endlessly?

One thought
made the hairs at the nape of his neck stand. Could it be behind
him right now, turned from hunted to hunter?

Jared stopped,
his mouth dry with fear. If anything, the feeling made his cock
stiffen even more. It strained painfully against his pants.

Awkwardly, he
turned around. There was nothing behind him but shadow. He sighed
and turned around again.

The werewolf
stood not three feet from him. The lamp illuminated its long snout
and muscular, furry torso.

Jared yelled.
He swung the rifle up to fire. The werewolf lashed out, knocking
the weapon from his hands to clatter on the rocky floor.

He leapt
backward in time to avoid the next sweep of its clawed hands.

He reached down
to his belt and yanked a long knife free from its sheath. Lantern
still clutched in one hand, the light glittered along the edge of
the silver blade.

The werewolf’s
yellow eyes narrowed when it saw the weapon.

Jared smiled,
all the fear gone. “Scared?” He took a step forward.

Baring its long
fangs, the beast charged. It leapt onto Jared, forcing them both to
the cold floor. He let go of the lantern, which flickered but
didn’t go out, as he fell. They rolled around, the beast trying to
sink its teeth into Jared, Jared avoiding them and trying to bury
his blade in its black heart.

Desperate,
Jared slashed at one of its arms as it reached for his face. It
recoiled, howling in pain as dark blood leaked from the knife gash.
They both stood, watching each other warily.



Jared’s
shoulders heaved, and a cold sweat broke out on his forehead. Still
he had a rock hard erection that made him grit his teeth.

The werewolf,
teeth bared, looked him up and down. He saw its gaze linger on his
cock. A fire flared in its eyes and a look of hunger swept its
bestial face. In the lantern light, Jared could see its own
monstrous cock begin to stiffen.

He realized
that it wanted to take him. He raised his knife and snarled.

“Damn you!”
Jared yelled, dashing toward the beast. He jabbed the knife at its
chest. It reached out and grabbed his forearm. The tip of the blade
was inches from its flesh.

He could feel
its hot breath on his cheeks. It squeezed his arm painfully. He
dropped the knife from numb fingers. This was the end, he knew. He
was defenceless.

The beast
pulled him closer to its waiting jaws. Jared leaned back and
fought, but its strength was inexorable. He looked down and saw its
cock was now fully hard. Its member was long and heavy.

Suddenly, it
spun him around and pushed him against the moist wall of the
passage. It grabbed his other arm and then pinned them both above
his head with one powerful hand. The beast put its long snout next
to his face, and he felt its huge body press against his back. Its
cock poked him in the ass, and he involuntary tightened his muscles
against the sudden sensation.

He realized
that he wasn’t feeling revulsion, but rather lust. His own cock
felt as hard as the rock wall he was pressed against. The werewolf
ran one clawed hand down his back. He heard the sound of his
hunting vest and shirt tearing. The claws bit a little into his
flesh and he shuddered at the sensation.

Jared wanted
the werewolf. He couldn’t free his hands from its clenched fist, so
he used his ass instead. The werewolf pushed its cock against him,
and he shoved back against it. When he pushed, the werewolf groaned
and dug its claws a little deeper into his back.

He looked over
his shoulder. The beast panted in the lantern light. Its flesh felt
hot against Jared’s back, now bare after the werewolf finished
tearing his vest and shirt from him.

The urge was
animalistic, primal. His flesh wanted to feel the werewolf, to know
what it was like to have another being inside of himself. He
grinded his hips harder against the werewolf’s long, monstrous
cock. Jared struggled to free his hands. If he could get them free,
he would be able to touch the beast, to know its hot flesh and to
please it even more.

The pressure
around his wrists slowly relaxed as the beast concentrated on
rubbing against him. It began cutting at his jeans with its claws.
He felt and heard his belt snap as he began turning around. It
hooked another claw at the front of his underwear and pants and
ripped a long gash in both of those. Jared’s erect cock popped out
from the new tear.

Jared reached
down and grabbed the werewolf’s hard dick. He gripped tightly, then
slowly began moving his hand back and forth along its heavy shaft.
He was mesmerized as he watched the soft, smooth skin pull beneath
his fingers. His own cock quivered in the air and sent little
electric tingles up his spine. The werewolf reached down and
grabbed Jared’s cock with its long, strong fingers. It tightened
them almost to the point of pain. Jared loved it.

Slowly, Jared
began rocking his hips in rhythm with his own efforts at jerking
the beast off. When precum came out of the tip of the werewolf’s
cock, he spread it around the head of its dick with his thumb. As
he continued fucking the monster’s tight-gripped fingers, he
reached around its back from his free hand and trailed down until
he felt its firm ass. He pulled and squeezed. Like the rest of its
body, the flesh of the werewolf’s ass felt hot under his touch.

The werewolf
pulled back so that he had to reluctantly let go of it. It knelt
down, its long, pink tongue hanging over its sharp fangs. Jared
leaned back against the cave wall and arched his hips out toward
the monster. He could feel its hot breath on the skin of his
cock.

It ran its
tongue down the length of the top of Jared’s shaft. He breathed
quickly. It took its tongue away, leaving a trail of glistening
saliva behind.

It looked up at
him, the fire still in its eyes, and then it began licking him
again. Its tongue was long, and he watched as it soaked his cock in
its spit.

Jared writhed
against the wall, almost unable to look down while the werewolf
licked at his cock. A light feeling of excitement filled his
stomach and he felt his abs tighten.

Finally, the
beast stopped. Jared looked down. His cock was entirely covered in
its spit. The werewolf stood. The shafts of their cocks rubbed
together. The head of its dick still glistened from when Jared had
smeared it with its own precum earlier.

Without
warning, Jared lunged and shoved the werewolf away. It grunted as
it slammed into the opposite wall of the passage. It snarled at him
as he advanced on it, raising its clawed fists. Those fists lowered
when he sank to his knees right in front of it. He felt those claws
run through his hair and grip him tightly at the back of his
head.

Jared grabbed
the base of its shaft in one hand. He leaned forward until his lips
almost touched the head of its cock. He looked up, and saw the
werewolf watching him intently. He blew lightly at the tip of its
dick. He felt the flesh stiffen more under his fingers as the
werewolf felt the coolness.

Mouth open
wide, Jared extended his tongue. He pressed his head forward until
the very tip of his tongue touched the slit at the end of its cock.
Slowly at first, he ran his tongue up and down this little slit,
lapping up the precum as it came out.

The werewolf
began thrusting at his mouth, trying to make him swallow its dick.
Each time it pushed forward, he pulled a back a little so that it
couldn’t get into him. It began growling. Its strong hands, still
wrapped in his hair, pulled him forward. He opened his mouth
slowly, allowing only a little bit of its cock in at a time. After
much pulling and frustration, the werewolf managed to cram the
entire head of its cock into Jared’s warm and moist mouth. It
whimpered as he ran his tongue over its taut flesh. More and more
precum came out, until Jared couldn’t tell the difference between
it and his own saliva.

He wrapped his
lips more tightly around its dick and began to suck. As he did so,
he began gently jerking at the base of the beast’s shaft. With his
spare hand, he reached up and lightly cupped the monster’s balls.
He played with him, giving each a squeeze.

Soon enough it
tried to force more of its cock into his mouth, but he wouldn’t let
it. Instead, he began stroking it faster and faster. He pulled his
mouth away, then slowly trailed his lips down the bottom of its
shaft, shifting his hands so they wouldn’t get in the way. When he
reached the end, he ran his lips back until they were back at the
tip. This time, he slammed his mouth down its rod as far as he
could go. He felt the head of its cock poke at the back of his
throat. He began humming and stroking.

Looking down,
he saw its toes curl up. He began getting its cock as wet as he
could. He knew he’d need it nice and lubed up.

When strings of
spit and precum hung from the length of its dick, he pulled back.
It let go of his scalp and grabbed him by the shoulders. It was so
strong. It picked him up, spun him around, and pressed him against
the cool stone wall once more.

Jared tore off
what was left of his pants. Then, as he’d done before, he leaned so
that his ass stuck out. This time, he reached back and parted his
own ass cheeks to show the werewolf his waiting brown pucker.

It snorted in
lust behind him. Without warning, he felt the pressure of the big,
wet head of its dick against his tight, little asshole. It reached
up with one hand and grabbed him by the shoulder, pressing its
claws once more into his flesh as it tried to press its cock into
him.

“Fuck me, you
god damned monster,” Jared said over his shoulder through gritted
teeth. He tried stretching his ass cheeks farther apart. It was
enough. He felt its hot, moist head slide a little into him. As his
tight hole stretched around the massive girth of the beast, he
winced. It hurt a little, but he wanted more. His body wanted more.
Bracing against the wall, he pushed harder. He couldn’t help it.
Jared gasped as its hard shaft entered him slowly, inch by
inch.

He let his
muscles relax a little when he felt its hips push against his ass.
He’d done it; its whole cock was in him. It touched him so deeply
that his own cock felt like a rock in his hand as he lightly jerked
himself off. He felt the muscles of his asshole twitching and
clamping involuntarily around the beast’s meat. It panted heavily
behind him as it pulled its cock most of the way out and then
rammed it back home. Jared gasped again. Its dick pulsed inside of
him.

An intense
feeling began building inside Jared as the werewolf picked up a
good rhythm fucking him. He could hardly breathe at the sensation
of its dick ramming into his greased up hole.

He liked it,
but he wanted more. Jared began pressing back with his hips each
time it thrust into him. Every time it slammed its hard cock back
in, his cock got harder in his hand. It pressed something inside of
his ass that sent amazing electric shocks throughout his body.

The werewolf
lost all semblance of control. It grabbed him by the hips and began
railing him as fast and as hard as it could. The sound of their
flesh slapping together echoed loudly off the walls.

Jared couldn’t
catch his breath, it felt so good. Soon, everything around him
began to dim. All of his concentration was on the feeling of it
sliding its long cock in and out of his tight asshole.

Suddenly it
began to slow down. It panted behind him as though out of
breath.

“What’s the
matter,” he said over his shoulder, “Too much to handle?”

Jared picked up
the slack. He began fucking it nearly as hard and fast as it had
been fucking him. Its cock was the hardest he had felt it, now. He
knew it was going to come.

Without
warning, he pulled forward so that its dick popped out of his ass.
He spun around to his knees. With both hands, he began jerking its
cock as hard and fast as he could. He put his mouth around its head
and began sucking.

It groaned
loudly, and began coming. Cum shot into his mouth, hot and sticky.
There was so much that it began leaking down his chin. Jared didn’t
let up. He sucked and jerked. It had clamped its hands to his
shoulders and its eyes were tightly shut.

When it
finished coming, he swallowed as much of its hot load as had stayed
in his mouth.

The beast
staggered backward, overwhelmed by the feeling, against the
opposite wall.

Jared, hard
cock in his hand, stepped over to it. It leaned forward and stuck
its tongue from its mouth. Jared rested the head of his dick
against that moist surface and then jerked the base of his
cock.

“Oh God!” He
said as he came. White ropes of cum shot out onto the beast’s
tongue. It lapped at the head of his dick, hungrily sucking up all
of his spunk. Each lick made him tingle uncontrollably. When he
finished coming, his balls felt sore. His whole body felt heavy,
yet light at the same time.

Slowly, they
both sank onto their sides on the wet floor. The werewolf lay
behind him. It draped one warm, hairy arm over him and pressed its
body against his back. It was so warm and comfortable that soon
both of them went into a deep and dreamless sleep.

When Jared
awoke, the beast was gone. The light of the lantern was dim now, so
that the shadows pressed in close all around him. Getting up onto
unsteady feet, he scooped up his torn clothes, and grabbed his
rifle and knife from where they’d fallen during the fight. He still
felt sore; he could barely feel his ass.

He realized
that he could still smell the musk of the wolf. It made his cock
get a little hard. Everything in a chaotic pile in one arm, he
picked up the lantern and began walking down the passage toward the
entrance of the cave.

When he
emerged, it was full day out. All the mist had been burnt away by
the sun. The soft grass felt nice on his bare feet. He did a quick
calculation in his head. It wouldn’t be another full moon for
several more weeks. When it did come again though, he’d be
ready.
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