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The night was
cold, so cold that Jim’s breaths misted in front of his face as he
made his way down the sidewalk. A full, bone-white moon smiled down
at him from the sky. It was one of those frigid nights where the
air was crystal clear, and the shadows had knife-sharp edges.

He wasn’t
certain what time it was. He knew he’d left the bar some time after
midnight. At the bar, he’d come so close to getting a beautiful
blonde woman to leave with him, but, just as they’d been stepping
out the door, her friends had come and almost literally dragged her
back in. So, Jim had left, empty-handed and frustrated.

All of the
houses that lined the street were mostly dark. Some still had their
porch lights on. Now that Jim thought of it, most of the
streetlights seemed to be out, too. The light of the moon, however,
was quite bright enough to navigate by.

Just thinking
about the bar made the front of his pants feel uncomfortably tight
around his semi-erect dick. It had been more than two months since
Jim had had a successful hook-up. He was getting so desperate that
even a few of the prettier boys at the bar were beginning to look
good.

Jim turned down
between two houses. There was an old farmer’s field there on the
edge of town he could cut across to get to his own small bungalow a
little faster. Right then, all he wanted to do was get home, grab
another beer, and then head to bed.

The long grass
of the field was cold and wet. Before he’d even moved half way
across, his pants were wet half way up his calves. The soft ground
made it difficult to move quickly. No matter though; he could see
the light over his back door from here.

Somewhere in
the distance behind him, a wolf howled.

Jim turned
around, frowning, as he searched the darkness to see if he could
catch sight of the wolf. It was strange; there hadn’t been a pack
of wolves in the area for decades. Then again, there was something
off about that howl. He couldn’t put his finger on it. Some
farmer’s dog, probably..

Still, he tried
to urge his feet to greater speed. He felt a tingle of excitement
and he smiled.

The smile left
his face when something growled right behind him.

Jim didn’t turn
around. He ran. His feet made sucking noises as he pulled them up
from the mucky ground. The backdoor to his house was still quite
distant when he felt himself running out of breath. The combination
of the cool air and the wet ground quickly sapped his energy.

Again,
something large growled directly behind him. This time, Jim turned
slowly to regard the animal, hoping for it to be a farmer’s mongrel
and not a pack of wolves.

There was just
one animal there, but it was no dog or wolf. It stood on its hind
legs, and was easily taller than Jim, who wasn’t short. It glared
down at him with eyes that glowed in the moonlight, down its long
muzzle. Its lips were pulled back in a snarl, revealing large
fangs. Jim, who was struck dumb for a moment by the horror of the
sight, regained his senses and realized he was in a staring match
with a werewolf.

It appeared
confused that he hadn’t started running again yet. Its eyes narrows
and it canted its head slightly to one side, considering him. When
Jim dared to blink, it growled deep within its throat.

Jim took a step
backwards, away from the beast. “Nice… nice doggy,” he said. He
didn’t dare take his eyes away from the werewolf’s. The stare
seemed to be the only thing holding the monster at bay. Something
in the back of his mind reminded him that, when the moon wasn’t
full, werewolves were people.

“Do… do I know
you?” Jim said, taking another step back.

The werewolf,
its eyes narrowed and its ears perked up, took its own step towards
him.

A ball of cold
fear swelling in his stomach, Jim decided to make a break for it.
He turned to run. He must have turned too quickly, because his feet
slipped in the muck and he fell over onto his hands and knees.

Jim crawled
like that for a few feet before he flipped over and crab-walked
backwards, wanting to keep an eye on the creature.

It stalked him
easily. Its eyes burned down at him, not with hatred, but hunger.
Jim looked down and saw that, while it was watching him crawl away
with his ass in the air, it had become aroused. Its cock was long
and thick, and stood straight out from its body in the biggest
erection Jim had ever seen.

With effort,
Jim scrambled back to his feet and bolted for his door. It wasn’t
far now. In what felt like forever, his feet finally pounded up the
couple of steps to the door. He fumbled for the key and slammed it
into the lock.

Quick as he
could, he opened the door, jumped through, and slammed it shut
behind him. It was too late. The werewolf managed to jam its arm
into the crack. It pushed the door open easily, even though Jim
pressed all his weight into it. It stood in the small hallway with
him, its wet nose so close to his face that he was blasted with hot
air each time it breathed.

The werewolf
opened its jaws to bare its fangs. Strings of slaver dripped from
its lips. Jim knew this was the end, unless he did something
quickly.

He reached down
and grabbed the werewolf’s hard cock. Its eyes widened, but it
didn’t attack. Slowly, Jim began stroking its shaft. He could feel
the beast’s heartbeat in its cock. The rod pulsed in his hand.

Jim stopped
when the werewolf laid its clawed hands on his shoulders. He felt
the points of each claw press painfully into his flesh. He
flinched.

When the beast
growled again, he resumed stroking its dick. With a good grip on
his shoulders, the werewolf began thrusting its cock forward every
time Jim pushed back. Despite himself, Jim felt his own cock get
hard in his pants. With care, he unbuttoned his jeans with his free
hand, unzipped the zipper as quietly as he could manage, and
slipped his fingers down around his own erection. He pulled his
cock free from his clothes. One hand on each dick, he stroked them
at the same pace.

Jim noticed a
drop of precum at the tip of the werewolf’s cock. He looked down
and saw one had formed at the tip of his as well. Pressing his hips
forward a little, the head of his cock touched the head of the
werewolf’s. The touch sent electric tingles through his body. He
used the heads of their dicks to smear the precum around until the
heads glistened wetly in the hall light.



The werewolf
started panting, and Jim felt its claws dig a little deeper into
the flesh of his shoulders. Their cocks were sticky with precum as
Jim continued stroking.

After a few
more seconds, the werewolf growled. Jim, who’d been watching their
cocks rub together, looked up into its eyes. It pushed down on his
shoulders. His knees slammed painfully into the floor. His mouth on
a level with its cock, the beast pushed its hips forward. The wet
head of its dick left a smear of sticky precum on his lips.

Jim brought his
hand farther up its shaft so he was rubbing the head of its cock as
he tried to think of what to do. The beast snarled at him and gave
a threatening squeeze of his shoulders. When Jim looked at his
flesh, he saw little spots of red where the claws had begun to
puncture his skin. He knew what he had to do.

After licking
his lips, he opened his mouth a little and leaned forward. The
werewolf stared down as his lips touched and then encircled the tip
of its cock. The tip was slick with salty precum. The monster
pulled at his shoulders, urging him to swallow its huge dick
faster.

Jim let his
lips part slowly over the flesh of the head of the werewolf’s cock.
He ran his tongue around the tip and over the skin as more and more
pressed into his mouth. Soon, his jaws strained with the effort of
the girth of the beast’s rod. He felt the tip poke the back of his
throat, and he fought against his gag reflex.

Seeming to
sense his discomfort, the werewolf eased its dick back a little so
that it no longer choked him. It then began little thrusts into his
mouth, its eyes transfixed by the glistening spit his mouth left on
its dick every time it pulled back a little.

As the beast
picked up a rhythm, Jim reached down and began stroking his own
cock again. Soon enough he had the werewolf groaning and whimpering
as he played with its dick in his mouth. Little strings of spit
hung from the shaft of its cock, making it easier for Jim to move
his lips over its thick shaft. It grunted and growled, and its
claws gripped him tightly then loosened, gripped and then
loosened.

He knew that if
he kept this up much longer, the beast would come in his mouth. His
own cock felt very hard in his hand, and he knew he’d be able to
make himself come soon too, if he wanted.

But he realized
that he didn’t want to come yet. He didn’t want the werewolf to
come yet, either. He found himself enjoying the sensation of its
dick in his mouth. He wondered if it would feel better
elsewhere.

With effort,
Jim pulled his mouth off the werewolf’s cock. The beast stared down
at him, frustration glowing in its eyes. When Jim tried to stand,
it dugs its claws deeper into his shoulder and jerked him back
toward its quivering cock.

“No,” Jim said,
trying to stand, “Let me up. You’ll like it, I promise.”

The monster,
its eyes still in slits of frustration and suspicion, slowly
relaxed (but didn’t release) its grip on his shoulders.

Jim, one hand
still wrapped around the beast’s wet cock, walked backwards through
the house while looking over his shoulder. With effort, he managed
to get the door to his bedroom open and flicked a switch on a wall
that turned on a small, dim lamp. In the shadows, he could just
make out his bed.

While leading
the werewolf into his room, he pushed down his pants and kicked
them off along with his shoes. He still had his shirt on, but
couldn’t figure out a way of taking it off without letting go of
the werewolf.

Suddenly, the
werewolf tore the shirt from his back, leaving him standing in the
shadowy room completely naked with the beast. It looked him up and
down, drinking in the sight of him. Jim felt its cock harden a
little in his hand. He smiled. The monster’s shaft was completely
drenched in his spit and its own precum, so he knew lube wouldn’t
be a problem.

Cautiously, Jim
let go of the beast’s dick. He turned around and climbed up onto
his bed on all fours. The soft mattress and comforter felt nice
against his bruised knees. The werewolf watched from behind,
breathing heavily. Jim edged back a little bit more towards the
edge of the bed, and then he arched his back, resting his torso on
his forearms. He gave his ass a little shake.

“Come on,” he
said.

The werewolf
reached forward and grabbed him by the hips. The points of its
claws again bit into his soft flesh. Jim sucked in a breath. The
pain felt good, and it made his cock get stiffer.

Soon, the beast
pushed its hips forward. He felt the head of its cock press between
his ass cheeks. Its tip felt warm and wet against his asshole.

Jim let his
breath hiss out between his teeth as he pushed back against the
beast’s cock. He felt his pucker slowly open up and around the
slippery head of the monster’s rod. The werewolf pulled on his hips
and pressed forward, trying to jam its shaft into him as quickly as
it could. Despite their combined efforts, and Jim’s own snarl at
the sudden pain, Jim’s asshole slowly swallowed up the huge
dick.

They kept
pushing together, gradually forcing the beast’s monster cock into
Jim’s tight ass. He was glad he had lubed it up so much beforehand.
It kept pressing farther and farther into him, making his own dick
get rock-hard and sending shocks of pleasure and pain through his
back and stomach.

When he felt he
could take no more of the werewolf’s shaft, he stopped pushing. He
pulled forward a little and felt his tight asshole gripping the
skin of the monster’s shaft, pulling at it.

It growled at
him again, digging its claws deeper into the flesh of his hips and
ass. Then it began fucking him. The thrusts were slow at first, as
his asshole loosened up more around its dick. The beast thrust
powerfully in and then yanked itself most of the way out, rocking
the bed with each movement. Jim had to grab handfuls of his
comforter and squeeze it each time the beast pushed back into
him.

The pain had
mostly subsided into pleasure. The head of its dick kept touching
something inside of him that made his own dick quiver and harden up
more with each thrust. Now, he found that it wasn’t pounding him
hard enough for his own taste.

Jim moved his
arms so that his chest rested directly on the bed. He reached back
and grabbed the werewolf by its furry hips. When it thrust into
him, he pulled against it for more force. When it pulled back, he
pushed so that they could get to the next thrust more quickly.

Jim buried his
face in the bedspread as he rammed his ass back against the
monster’s hips. His ass cheeks gave him enough padding so that they
could fuck as hard as they wanted to. He felt tears start to well
up in his eyes as the werewolf’s cock felt almost too good to bear.
It pressed against that something inside of him that made it very
difficult to not cover his sheets with his load.

Bringing his
body somewhat back under his control, Jim managed to move his head
to look back at his lover. In the dim light, he saw that the beast
had its head tilted back, and its eyes were closed. Its tongue,
long and pink, lolled from one side of its open mouth. Little drops
of blood had formed at the point of each of its claws where they
bit into the flesh of his hips and ass.

The sights
drove Jim crazy. He began hammering his ass back as hard as he
could. He heard the sound of his cheeks slapping against the
monster’s furry hips. They fucked so hard that the whole bed began
to shake, and the floorboards complained loudly.

None of these
noises could compare with the sounds Jim made. In between pants, he
groaned and moaned with delight. Sweat streamed down his forehead
and stung his eyes, but he didn’t care. All he could concentrate on
was that part of him where their two bodies became one.

The beast
leaned over slightly and then put all its weight into incredible
thrusts. Its long cock went even deeper into him than before.

Jim couldn’t
take it anymore. All the muscles in his body began clenching up so
tightly that he almost cramped. His cock got so hard it hurt.

He looked back
again, “Don’t stop! Don’t stop!”

Whatever the
werewolf touched inside of him made his cock feel like it was
electrified. He screamed as his balls tightened up.

Cum shot so
hard from his cock that he heard it hit the sheets. He’d never came
so hard in his life. And it kept going on and on. Each time the
beast thrust back into him more cum fired from his dick.

In the throes
of his pleasure, his asshole tightened up around the monster’s
cock. He knew what was going to happen.

“Come inside of
me,” he yelled at it, slamming his ass back for emphasis.

The monster
obliged.

It let out a
roar as he felt its cock pulse. Each pulse sent a stream of its hot
cum into him. Its claws dug even more deeply into him, causing
fresh blood to run in streams from the wounds.

Suddenly, they
both relaxed. The monster pulled its dick from him, and Jim
collapsed onto his side. His whole body shook, and he took in
shuddering gasps of air. He felt complete and whole. He was
perfectly calm. The werewolf stared down at him, its long, flaccid
cock sticky and glistening between its powerful legs. The hunger
had gone from its eyes. Little drops of blood dripped to the floor
from its long claws.

Jim knew he was
helpless if the beast still wanted to kill him, but he felt so good
that he didn’t even care.

“That was
incredible,” he said.

The werewolf
let out a long sigh as it considered his naked body on the bed. Jim
could still feel its warm cum inside of him. It felt good to be
filled up like that.

After a long
pause, the werewolf turned around and stalked out into the hallway.
Jim listened as the door was violently smashed from its hinges.
Soon, he heard no sound save his own breaths and the rush of blood
past his ears.

He pulled a
sheet over himself. As he drifted into sleep, he wondered whether
he would see the beast again.

He hoped
so.



cover.jpg
/4
LOVING ThE
WEREWOLF





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



