

Mistress of the Pack

By DeeDee Cupps

Forget everything you know, or think you know, about us. Wolf-shifters, were-wolves, loup-garous, whatever we’re called, the legends and myths and stories - none of them capture the full truth. Do we congregate in packs, like real wolves? Yes, that much is true. Do we follow a strict hierarchy, ruled by an alpha male? Nope. While it’s true that wolf-shifters generally form around an individual with a strong personality, it’s not necessarily a male.

For instance, my pack? Is ruled by me. My friends call me Tori, my pack calls me ma’am. I’m not the oldest of us, nor the youngest, but young or old they all answer to my call. And my needs. Because besides being a kickass she-wolf shifter, I am a twenty-five year old woman with needs. A lot of needs. There are six others in my pack, and each of them fulfills my needs in different ways.

Ryan is the most like me. About my age, dark brown hair, bright green eyes. Always rocking a leather jacket, covered in tattoos, definite bad boy vibes off his slender, wiry frame. Drives a bitchin’ Harley. Keeps his hair in a fade, slicked on top. His beard tickles when we kiss and drives me wild when he goes down on me. I go to him when I want a good fight - someone to challenge me, make me riled up. Sex with him is always wild, always rough, two beasts unleashed and clawing at each other. I’ve lost track of the furniture we’ve broken, the claw marks raked down each other's backs and sides. It’s always a contest to see who comes first, who gets the other to home plate fastest. 

Liam is the opposite of Ryan in every way. He’s a bartender in his early thirties. Friendly, charming. Wears glasses, runs for exercise, dark hair starting to recede so he keeps it shaved short. Ryan tends to tease him about the receding hairline. Liam’s my strategist. He’s always thinking about who is doing what to who and how it will affect the balance of power in the city. He knows more people than I’ve ever met and they all owe him favors. It’s handy, keeping our pack safe from the bigger packs, from the witch covens, from the vampire families, from the ghoul gangs. Whenever we have sex it’s cautious and considerate, lots of caresses and foreplay-heavy, lots of after care and snuggling. It’s what I imagine being with a steady partner would be like, if I’d ever been in a one-on-one monogamous partnership. Only when we’re in perfect rhythm does he let the passion override his caution, slamming into me as hard as he can. We almost always come at the same time.

Liv is… well, have you ever heard the term ‘manic pixie dream girl’? That’s Liv. She’s always super cheerful, fun-loving, ready with a grin or a joke, with a completely positive outlook on life. She’s the youngest in the pack, just twenty years old and ready to rock. Pink hair she keeps undercut, big blue eyes unless she has a pair of contacts in because she’s cosplaying for a model shoot somewhere. Taller than me by like an inch, slender, killer tits, tight little ass. You’ll never find a more eager sub, ready to bottom whenever I ask. She’s pretty much the perfect soldier - does whatever I want whenever I want it, without question, unlike Liam, and without confrontation, unlike Ryan. Sex with Liv is always fun, laughing, giggling, willing to try anything, do anything. Eager to please, she’s who I turn to when I need an escape from the grind of life. 

David is the dark to Liv’s light. He’s never Dave or Davey, always David. Dark-skinned, dark hair trimmed short, dark eyes that drink you in. Quiet, thoughtful, always calculating. Whether it’s what to say or how to kill in the most efficient manner possible. He’s my eyes in the dark, my single-minded killer. Danger personified. Not the loud brash bad boy that Ryan is. Just quiet, confident menace. If we weren’t wolf shifters he wouldn’t be my type, not for lack of trying, but because I’d never even have met him. He’d be some high-priced lawyer in a boardroom somewhere, advising CEOs and protecting his clients ‘proactively’, taking out threats before they even blip on his clients’ radar. In bed - and it’s always in a bed - he’s determined to make me come three times before allowing himself to get there. The kind of lover that leaves marks on your soul, looking deep in your eyes as he slides in and out of you, wanting to watch you come, enjoying the control he has over you.

Catherine’s the complete opposite, all loving comfort and sweet treats. She’s big, curvy, beautiful. Runs a bakery. Blonde hair and dimpled cheeks, she’s into the rockabilly look and she owns it. She’s the oldest of us, nearly forty, and she is definitely the mom friend of the group. Always makes sure we’re fed, we’ve got a place to stay - especially Ryan and Liv. They threesome it up sometimes. Cath is a kind lover, a considerate lover, and a passionate lover, but different from the others. Caring. You know that she considers sex ‘making love’ and that for her it’s more than just animals beating meat together, howling to the moon. She’s all about connection, and sometimes, that’s what I need most.

And then there’s Kyle. Kyle is… He’s six foot six. Broad shoulders, narrow waist. This one time he wore a red plaid shirt and Ryan called him Paul Bunyan. And while it was true that Kyle looked like a giant lumberjack in that shirt, Ryan only called him that name the one time, because Kyle gave him a look and a slight smile that said ‘don’t make me put you in your place.’ Sea green eyes and shaggy brown hair. Always seems to have two days of beard scruff, no matter how often he shaves. His hands are twice the size of mine. He makes me feel… dainty. Quiet, unless he’s laughing that big booming laugh of his. And sex with him is… How should I put it? Where Ryan is sudden explosions, Kyle is a relentless avalanche. Where Liam is thoughtful and considerate, Kyle is all instinct. Liv may be fireworks and cotton candy, but Kyle is the calm of a pond in the middle of a forest, a fresh kill roasting on an open fire. David’s quiet menace has its polar opposite in Kyle’s calm protection. And while Catherine’s like the comfort of getting home at the end of a long day, Kyle is the safety of being surrounded by your best friends. And yes, he’s the biggest of my men. Every time we have sex I’m sure he can’t possibly fit, but he stretches me out and reaches deep, deep inside me and next thing I know we’re moving as one and I come hard, as hard as I have ever come, leaving me shaking and twitching, panting and sweating, exhausted, like a ragdoll, spent.

But this one night, Liv had an idea. Normally her ideas will end up one of two ways: fantastically fun, or a hilarious story we can laugh about later. But this idea really took the cake. She wanted a three-way with me and Kyle.

Now I’ve had my share of three-ways, with the pack, without them, whatever, but Kyle tended to be a bit of an experience, and while I know he’d been with Catherine a few times and even with a couple of the guys, Liv had always been too intimidated to suggest it. I suspect she just wanted me along for moral support, but watching Kyle fuck Liv wasn’t my idea of a fun time. I’ve never been a good bystander. So I suggested we make it a foursome, thinking Ryan would be down to fuck, but Liv surprised me by requesting Catherine. Cath surprised me by being not just down but absolutely thrilled to be included. And that was how a legend was born.

We three ladies showed up at Kyle’s place unannounced. Best not to give him too much time to back out. When he answered the door, I handed him a bottle of his favorite bourbon and said, “Surprise! Strip.”

“What’s up?” he answered. Nothing could ruffle the man.

“Liv had an idea,” Catherine explained, wrapping her arms around his neck and bending him down for a kiss, which he happily obliged. 

“Uh oh,” he said, coming up for air.

“Little Liv here wants to climb the power pole,” I said, carrying four empty glasses out of Kyle’s kitchen. 

“The what?”

“Pour the drinks, big guy,” I said with a smile. “You’re gonna deflower the kid.”

“I’m not a virgin,” Liv pouted. “I can handle it.”

I took her in my arms and kissed her. “Hon, it’s like they said in that movie. Our man here is so big, you’re gonna feel like a virgin again.”

It’s very interesting to watch her face go pale with worry, while also blushing with excitement. “Okay.”

We all lifted our drinks and I made the toast. “Let’s get fuckin’!”

Catherine laughed, Kyle smirked, and Liv giggled like she was high, but they all downed their drinks.

Kyle started unbuttoning his shirt. “Here, or…?”

“We’re going to need the bed, I think,” Cath said, heading down the hall to Kyle’s bedroom.

Liv gave a little yelp of delight as Kyle scooped her up. She wrapped her legs around his waist and started kissing his face all over.

I took another splash of bourbon in my glass, taking the time to sit down and kick off my boots. I shot back the smoky liquor and savored the smells, deep and powerful, opening up my wolf senses. The girls were already wet, I could smell them from the living room. Kyle’s musk was everywhere, heady and delicious. He’d made fried chicken at some point in the past week, and the grease had spattered a couple of places he hadn’t thought to clean. Mint toothpaste in the bathroom, cap off.

Boots off, I padded into Kyle’s room, Liv was already naked, lying back on the king-size bed, her clothes everywhere. Kyle had his massive hand on Liv’s beautiful tits, and he was kissing Catherine’s neck. She was struggling to get her bra off, one-handed, so I stepped in and helped her with that. I took Kyle’s chin and pulled him up to kiss him, then leaned in and kissed Cath. Kyle turned his attention to Liv, kissing her throat.

“Yes please,” Liv whimpered. I looked at Cath and smirked. We’d both heard her say that enough times.

Cath and I got undressed, kissing and touching and caressing each other as Liv whimpered and whined and moaned. I turned and noticed Kyle hadn’t even gotten undressed yet. I looked at Cath and jerked my head toward Kyle, and we grabbed him and pulled him down, pulling off his shirt and undoing his belt.

“Okay Liv, you do the honors,” I said, waving at Kyle’s zipper… and the massive bulge in his straining jeans.

She bit her lower lip, worry shining in her eyes. “Really?”

I gave her a look. “I won’t offer again.”

“Yes ma’am,” Liv answered, nodding her head. She reached out and her hands were honest-to-god trembling. Kyle lay back, hands behind his head, and watched as Liv unzipped his jeans.

Liv started to breath deeply, giving a hungry little growl as she reached in and tugged out Kyle’s massive cock. He gave a little huff of relief as he was freed from his pants.

“Oh my god,” she said as she revealed all ten inches, standing fully erect. She could barely get her hand all the way around it. Liv shivered, then dove in to lick that massive cock as Cath and I tugged off Kyle’s pants and briefs. Seeing Liv going down on Kyle was a lot hotter than I thought it was going to be. 

I walked around the bed and slipped my hand between Liv’s thighs, already slick. I smirked. “So wet, baby. Does sucking that big cock make you wet?”

She nodded, but I wanted her to say it. I slipped a finger inside her and gave a little tug, not to hurt, but to get her attention. “I can’t hear you.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Liv panted. “I love sucking this big hard cock. It makes me so wet. Please can I keep sucking it?”

I glanced at Kyle but he was sucking on one of Cath’s big soft titties. That got me even hotter. “Suck that cock, that’s my good girl,” I said, one finger stroking her pussy. She wrapped her lips around the head of Kyle’s dick and soon her head was bobbing up and down, pink hair swaying in time. I kept stroking her pussy, stroking my own as I watched Kyle’s hands and face work on Cath’s beautiful round rolls, sliding down her thick thighs and then back up, between them. Cath gasped as Kyle slipped a finger inside her.

I pushed two fingers into Liv’s pussy, then a third, working her clit with my middle knuckle. She paused her blowjob as I ground into her clit hard, then pressed my thumb against her asshole. She whimpered, a sound I knew well, her way of begging for it when her mouth was otherwise occupied. When I pushed my thumb into her ass, she moaned, mouth full of Kyle’s huge cock. I pulled my thumb and fingers out, stroking her inner thighs. “Not yet, don’t you come yet.”

Liv was almost hyperventilating at that point. “Please ma’am?” she begged.

I spanked her taut ass. “Not yet, I said. Now climb on. You stay there, Kyle, don’t move.”

He probably didn’t hear me, Cath was moaning so loud, pressing her big soft tits against his face as his hand worked between her legs.

Liv tried to kneel over Kyle’s massive dick but she wasn’t long-legged enough, so she actually had to stand up on the bed, straddling him. She looked down at him, figuring out how to get down there without impaling herself.

“Bend over,” I said, directing her. She reached down, bent nearly in half, a position I was particularly fond of when she and I were going at it. I didn’t have my strap-on, though. Should have thought this through. 

Anyway, she reached down and put her hands on his hips. She looked so fucking sexy as she lowered herself down onto Kyle’s rock-hard cock I nearly came.

“That’s right, baby, that’s good, go slow,” I told Liv. She slowly worked him into her, sliding down and riding back up, then sliding back down a little further each time. 

“Oh. Oh. Oh.” Liv panted, riding Kyle. Cath came, Liv’s little grunts drowned out by Cath’s longer louder howl.

“Finally,” I said, pulling Cath off Kyle’s face. I positioned myself over him and sat on his face, his scruffy beard scratching my inner thighs, rough like I needed it right then. His tongue in my pussy was incredible, thick and hot and wet and talented, so talented. I’d positioned myself reverse-cowgirl on his face so I could watch Liv bouncing up and down that magnificent cock, her gorgeous tits jiggling the way only twenty-year-old tits could. 

“Oh wait I have an idea,” I said, slipping off of Kyle’s face. Liv looked confused but didn’t stop riding him.

“Get off him,” I told her, and she whined but did what she was told. “Kyle, get up, get behind her. Liv, eat me.”

Liv’s disappointment disappeared as her eyes lit up with excitement. I positioned myself on the bed so she could face-dive into my pussy, which she was more than happy to do. Kyle got behind her, meaty hands on her tiny waist, and slid into her. She moaned into my pussy. I wrapped my fingers into her hair and pulled, just enough to let her know I was still in charge, and she got back to work. Every one of Kyle’s thrusts shoved her face into my pussy, pushed her tongue deeper into me. I met Kyle’s eyes and kept his gaze, watching his expression of utter confidence slowly erode as the passion took him. I watched him fucking Liv, he watched Liv eating me out, and soon his thrusts got faster and harder and next thing I knew Liv was coming, howling between my thighs. I knew Kyle was nearly there, I was nearly there, and Liv was still coming. 

“Don’t you stop,” I told Kyle, staring him right in the eyes. 

But Liv passed out. 

“Fuck!” I yelled, pushing myself up to stand on Kyle’s bed. Then I pounced on him, pushing him back, out of Liv’s pussy, leaving that huge glorious cock free for me. One arm around his brawny shoulders, I reached down and put his cock into my soaking wet pussy, and he lowered me onto the bed next to Liv, thrusting into me as I ground into his thrust, feeling my orgasm building and building and I knew it was going to be a massive one, maybe the biggest I’d ever had.

Cath had woken up and she was kissing my neck on one side, Liv had come to and joined the party, licking and sucking my tit. Kyle pulled his body away from me to let the girls in, then slid his hands between their thighs. The whole time, he never stopped pounding into me. Liv started to whimper and twitch as his fingers moved her to her next orgasm, while Cath moaned and muttered “Mama like, oh Mama like” as he worked his magic on her.

Honestly there was so much going on it was almost impossible to lose myself into the groove of my own orgasm. Hands and lips and tongues all over my body, moans and groans and grunts and whimpers, the nonsense words that slip out during really amazing sex, the smells of sweat and pussy and sex, my heart pounding, my orgasm building and building and building and when I finally tipped over the edge, so did the girls, all three at once, and then Kyle, pumping and twitching and spilling everything into me, that sudden feeling of fullness as his come filled me up.

I don’t know how long I lay there, light-headed and panting and sweaty, Kyle’s still rock-hard cock still inside me, hearing Liv whimpering and Cath trying to stop hyperventilating. I do know what shocked me out of the moment though.

“Fucking legend!” Ryan shouted. 

My eyes snapped open and saw all three of the other guys standing there. Ryan’s mouth was wide open, delighted; Liam looked utterly impressed; even David seemed amused.

“Poker night,” Kyle explained, realization spreading across his face. “Totally forgot.”

“How long have you been standing there watching?” I asked, still trying to get my heartrate down. The room had been so full of the scent of our sweat and sex that I hadn’t smelled the boys walk in.

“Long enough to watch this sex god make all three of you come at same time!” Ryan hooted. “Damn, man!”

Kyle chuckled. Feeling him laugh with his hard cock all the way inside me got my motor running again.

“Get naked, boys,” I ordered. “Let’s make this night a real legend.”

Nobody argued, not even Ryan. Guess that’s why they call me the mistress of the pack.
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