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Chapter 1: Welcome to the Howl

You push open the heavy wooden door of the monster girl massage parlor just as the last hints of sunset bleed across the sky outside. A wave of warm, intoxicating scent immediately wraps around you — deep pine resin, wild musk, sweet almond oil, and something richer, more primal, like heated fur and feminine arousal barely held in check. The lighting inside is low and golden, casting long shadows that make the space feel both cozy and dangerously intimate. Soft instrumental music drifts through the air, laced with the faint sound of rustling leaves and distant howling.
 
Behind the polished reception counter stands Winona.
 
She is everything the rumors promised and more.
 
The cheerful werewolf girl straightens up the moment she sees you, her tall, powerfully built frame moving with surprising grace. Silvery-gray hair cascades down her back in thick, silky waves, framing a pair of piercing golden eyes that glow with playful hunger. Tall, pointed wolf ears twitch atop her head, swiveling toward the sound of your footsteps. Her tail — thick, fluffy, and tipped in darker charcoal — swishes excitedly behind her, thumping lightly against the counter.
 
Winona’s body is a mouth-watering contradiction of strength and lush femininity. Angular shoulders and toned, healthy arms speak of raw power, yet they flow into an incredibly narrow waist before flaring out into wide, child-bearing hips and thick, powerful thighs that strain against the tiny white shorts she’s wearing. Those shorts are scandalously small — the fabric rides high, barely covering the generous swell of her ass and the thick, toned muscle of her upper legs.
 
Above that, her tight white tank top is clearly losing the battle. The thin cotton stretches obscenely over her enormous breasts — massive, heavy, perfectly round orbs that jiggle with even the smallest movement. You can clearly see the faint outline of wide, dark areolas pressing against the fabric. Her nipples are already stiff, two prominent little peaks tenting the material as if she’s been thinking about this moment all day.
 
“Hi there!” Winona’s voice rings out bright and cheery, warm like summer honey with just a hint of a playful growl underneath. Her sharp fangs flash in a wide, genuine grin as she bounds around the counter with surprising speed for someone so powerfully built. “You must be my last client tonight! I’ve been waiting for you.”
 
Before you can even form a reply, she’s on you.
 
Winona pulls you into a big, firm, enthusiastic hug, wrapping her strong arms around your back and yanking you flush against her body. The impact is delicious. Her enormous breasts squash heavily against your chest, soft yet impossibly full, the warm weight of them molding around you through the thin tank top. You feel the heat radiating off her, the faint dampness of her skin beneath, and the steady, excited thump of her heart. Her wide hips press forward, thick thighs brushing against your legs as her tail curls around behind you, the fluffy tip brushing teasingly over the back of your thigh.
 
“Mmmh! You smell good,” she murmurs happily near your ear, her warm breath carrying the faint scent of mint and wild berries. She nuzzles just a little, her soft cheek rubbing against your jaw. “A little tense though. I can already tell you’ve got so many knots hiding in there… but don’t worry. Winona’s gonna work every single one out tonight. I’m really good at making big, strong guys like you melt into happy little puddles.”
 
She lingers in the hug a moment longer than strictly necessary, deliberately pressing those massive tits harder into you, letting you feel how heavy and plush they truly are. When she finally pulls back, her golden eyes are sparkling with mischief. One clawed finger traces lightly down your chest as she steps away, hips swaying with every step.
 
“Come on, cutie. Let’s get you somewhere more private so I can take proper care of you.”
 
Winona leads the way down a short, warmly lit hallway, her thick ass cheeks flexing and jiggling inside those tiny shorts with every stride. The hem rides up dangerously high, giving you teasing flashes of the soft, silver-furred underside of her cheeks and the powerful muscle beneath. Her tail swishes side to side, occasionally brushing against the walls. You catch the faint, heady scent of her arousal trailing behind her — warm, musky, feminine, with a wild edge that makes your pulse quicken.
 
She opens the door to a private room and gestures you inside with a flourish.
 
The space is perfect for what it is: dimly lit with warm amber lighting, a large heated massage table dominates the center, already draped with soft towels and a thin sheet. The air is thicker here, heavier with the same pine-musk scent, now mixed with faint traces of previous clients’ pleasure. A small side table holds bottles of warmed oils, lotions, and a large bowl of clear, glistening gel that you suspect is for later. Soft forest sounds play from hidden speakers — wind through trees, distant water, the occasional low howl.
 
Winona closes the door behind you with a soft click, then turns and leans back against it, arms folded under her massive chest. The motion lifts and squeezes her enormous breasts together, creating a deep, inviting valley of soft and warm cleavage that looks like it could swallow you whole.
 
“Alright, handsome,” she says, voice still bright and friendly but now carrying a noticeably huskier edge. “Rules are simple. You can keep your underwear on if you’re shy… but most guys don’t. I give much better massages when I can get to every inch of skin.” She winks, fangs glinting. “And trust me — I love working with every inch.”
 
She pushes off the door and saunters closer, stopping just a foot away. Her golden eyes roam openly over your body, appreciative and hungry. One strong paw comes up to rest on your shoulder, claws pricking lightly through your shirt in a way that sends little sparks down your spine.
 
“You’re already breathing faster,” she teases cheerfully, leaning in so her warm breath ghosts over your neck. “I can hear your heart thumping. That’s cute. Most guys try to act all cool when they walk in, but I can smell how excited you are already!”
 
Winona’s tail curls around your calf, the soft fur brushing slowly up and down your leg in a lazy, affectionate stroke. Her thick thighs shift, brushing lightly against yours, the heat of her body radiating through the thin fabric of her shorts.
 
“I’m gonna take such good care of you tonight,” she promises, voice dropping into a playful growl that vibrates pleasantly in your chest. “Scalp, shoulders, back… all the way down those legs. I’ll knead every tight muscle until you’re loose and throbbing and begging for more. And if you’re a really good boy…” She leans even closer, her enormous breasts nearly brushing your chest again, nipples visibly harder now. “…I might just give you the full werewolf special. The kind that leaves you howling my name by the end.”
 
She straightens up with a bright, fanged laugh, ears perked high and tail wagging fast.
 
“But first things first! Go ahead and get comfortable on the table. I’ll warm up the oils while you strip. Take your time — I love watching.” Her golden eyes flash with open delight. “And don’t worry about being shy. With a body like mine, I promise you’ll forget all about being nervous once my hands are on you.”
 
Winona steps back toward the side table, humming a happy little tune as she begins arranging the oils. The motion makes her massive breasts sway heavily inside the strained tank top, the fabric stretching taut over her stiff nipples. Her wide hips roll with each small movement, thick thighs rubbing together with a faint, silky sound.
 
The air feels thicker now, charged with anticipation. Her scent is stronger in the enclosed room — warm, wild, deliciously feminine. Every breath you take pulls more of her into your lungs.
 
She glances over her shoulder at you, silver hair spilling across one toned shoulder, golden eyes glowing with cheery mischief and unmistakable lust.
 
“Well? Don’t keep me waiting too long, cutie. These paws are already itching to touch you… and I get very friendly when I’m excited.”




Chapter 2: Scalp & Shoulders (Teasing Warm-Up)

You lower yourself onto the large, heated massage table, the surface pleasantly warm against your bare skin. A soft towel is draped loosely over your ass, but the rest of you is exposed to the thick, scented air of the private room. The moment you settle face-down, the faint creak of the table and the rustle of fabric announce Winona’s approach. Her scent — that rich, wild blend of pine, warm musk, and feminine heat — grows stronger, wrapping around you like an invisible embrace.
 
Winona hums a cheerful, upbeat little melody as she warms a generous amount of oil between her strong, clawed paws. The sound is light and playful, like she’s genuinely excited to be touching you. You hear the soft squelch of oil being rubbed together, then feel the first delicious contact as her fingertips settle on your scalp.
 
Her claws are surprisingly gentle at first — blunt enough not to scratch, yet firm enough to send pleasant tingles racing across your skin. She threads her fingers through your hair, massaging in slow, deliberate circles that start at your crown and work outward. The pressure is perfect: deep enough to melt tension, light enough to make your nerves sing.
 
“Mmm! Such a nice head of hair,” she purrs brightly, her voice warm and friendly even as her strong fingers work magic. “I love how it feels between my claws. Just relax, cutie. Let Winona take care of everything.”
 
Each slow stroke sends waves of relaxation through your skull, but the sensation is far from purely innocent. Every time she leans forward to reach the front of your scalp, the heavy, pillowy weight of her enormous breasts presses down against your upper back. The thin white tank top does almost nothing to hide their softness. You feel the warm, silky skin of her cleavage dragging across your skin, the faint damp heat of her body, and the stiff little peaks of her nipples tracing teasing lines as she shifts. Her massive tits are so full and heavy that they squash and spread against you with every lean, molding warmly to the contours of your back like living pillows.
 
The scent of her intensifies — that primal, feminine musk growing thicker as her excitement builds. You can almost taste it on the air: sweet, wild, and unmistakably aroused.
 
Winona’s humming never stops, turning into soft, happy little growls of satisfaction whenever she finds a particularly tight spot. Her tail swishes audibly behind her, occasionally brushing against the side of the table with a fluffy thump.
 
“Oh wow, you’re really tight right here,” she says cheerfully, focusing on a stubborn knot at the base of your skull. Her strong fingers dig in with surprising power, kneading in firm, rhythmic circles that make your whole head feel like it’s floating. “Poor thing… all this stress hiding in such a cute head. But I’m gonna melt it all away. By the time I’m done with you, you’ll be so loose and relaxed… except for one very important part, I bet!”
 
She giggles, the sound bright and playful, but there’s a husky edge creeping into her voice. As she works lower, her warm breath ghosts over the back of your neck — hot, moist, carrying the faint scent of berries and raw desire. She leans in closer, her silver hair spilling over one shoulder to tickle your skin. Her enormous breasts squash more fully against your back now, the soft, heavy globes compressing delightfully as she puts her weight into the massage. You can feel the rapid beat of her heart through those massive tits, and the way her stiff nipples drag slowly up and down your spine with each breath she takes.
 
Her clawed fingers slide down to your neck, thumbs pressing firmly into the tight cords of muscle along the sides. The strength in her hands is impressive — toned arms flexing as she kneads deeply, working out years of tension with expert precision. Every deep press sends ripples of pleasure-pain through you, the kind that borders on addictive.
 
“Feel that?” she murmurs near your ear, her voice dropping into a low, teasing growl that vibrates pleasantly against your skin. “Mmm, you’re so tight here… I bet I can make you melt completely. Just listen to those little sounds you’re making already. So cute.”
 
One of her strong paws slides up to cup the back of your head while the other continues working your neck, claws lightly scraping in the most delicious way. Her thick thighs brush against the edge of the table as she shifts position, the heat of her powerful legs radiating through the air. You catch a stronger whiff of her arousal — warm, slick, feminine — as her body heats up from the close contact.
 
Winona’s playful growls grow a little louder, more frequent, each one sending a fresh shiver down your spine. She leans in again, her soft lips brushing the shell of your ear as she whispers, “You’re responding so well… I can feel you loosening up under my paws, but your body is telling me other things too. Your scent is getting stronger, you know. It’s making my tail wag like crazy.”
 
Her tail does exactly that — swishing faster now, the fluffy tip occasionally flicking against your calf or the side of the table. She continues the deep kneading on your shoulders, powerful thumbs digging into the meat of your traps and deltoids, rolling the tight muscles until they surrender under her touch. Every stroke is accompanied by the warm, heavy drag of her massive breasts across your back. The tank top has ridden up slightly from all the movement, allowing more of her to brush directly against your skin. The sensation is electric: soft, warm flesh, stiff nipples, and the faint dampness of her own growing excitement.
 
She hums again, the cheerful melody mixing with breathy little sighs of her own pleasure. “Gods, your shoulders are so strong… but so knotted. I love feeling a man loosen up under me like this. It makes me want to keep going deeper… and deeper…”
 
Winona’s voice carries that friendly, upbeat tone even as her words turn lewder. She presses her chest more deliberately against you now, letting her enormous tits pillow fully across your upper back while her hands work your shoulders in firm, rhythmic strokes. The weight is heavenly — heavy, soft, warm, and so incredibly plush. You can feel the way her breasts shift and jiggle with every movement of her arms, the deep valley of her cleavage trapping heat against your skin.
 
Her warm breath continues to fan over your ear and neck, occasional playful growls escaping her throat as she finds another tight spot and attacks it with cheerful determination. “Mmm, right there! Feel how I’m working it out? That’s it… let it all go for me. I promise I’ll make every inch of you feel this good.”
 
The oil makes everything slick and smooth, her strong clawed fingers gliding effortlessly as they knead and press. The room fills with the wet, rhythmic sounds of her hands working your muscles, mixed with her happy humming and the occasional soft thump of her tail against the table. Her scent is everywhere now — thick, heady, deliciously lewd. Every breath you take pulls more of her wild, aroused musk into your lungs, making your pulse race and your body respond whether you want it to or not.
 
Winona leans down once more, her soft, furry cheek nuzzling lightly against the back of your neck while her powerful hands continue their deep shoulder massage. Her massive breasts squash heavily against you, nipples hard and prominent as they drag slowly across your skin.
 
“You’re doing so well already,” she praises in that bright, cheery voice, though her tone has grown noticeably huskier, more heated. “Most guys are moaning by now… and we’ve only just started with your scalp and shoulders. Just wait until I get lower, cutie. I’m going to make you feel things you’ve never felt before!”
 
She gives a soft, playful growl right beside your ear, fangs grazing ever so lightly against your skin without breaking it — a teasing promise of what her mouth is capable of. Her thick thighs flex as she adjusts her stance, the heat from her body pouring over you in waves. The tiny shorts she wears do nothing to hide the growing wetness you can smell blooming between her powerful legs.
 
Winona continues the slow, luxurious kneading, her strong hands never stopping their delicious work while her enormous, soft breasts keep brushing and pressing against your back in the most tantalizing rhythm. Every touch, every breath, every cheerful tease drips with friendly mischief and building, unmistakable lust.
 
The warm-up has only just begun, and already your body is humming with anticipation under her expert, eager touch.




Chapter 3: Upper Body (Back, Arms, Chest Flip)

Winona’s strong, oiled paws continue their relentless, delicious assault on your shoulders, but she doesn’t stay there for long. Her cheerful humming deepens into a satisfied growl as she slides her toned arms lower, palms spreading wide across your upper back. The heated table radiates warmth upward while her body heat pours down from above, creating a perfect cocoon of sensation.
 
“Time to really dig in, cutie!” she says brightly, voice full of playful energy. “Your back is calling my name. So many tight muscles begging to be worked over by these strong hands.”
 
Her powerful thumbs press into the long muscles flanking your spine, kneading with surprising strength. Each deep stroke glides from your shoulder blades all the way down toward the small of your back, spreading warm oil in slick, glistening trails. The wet, rhythmic sounds of her paws working your skin fill the room — smooth, slippery, and obscenely satisfying. Her toned arms flex visibly with every motion, silver fur glistening with oil as she puts real power behind each knead.
 
As she leans farther over you, her wide hips press firmly against the edge of the massage table. You feel the heat of her thick, powerful thighs radiating through the thin fabric of her tiny shorts. Her enormous breasts hang heavily above your back, occasionally dragging in slow, teasing arcs as she reaches for different spots. The soft, heavy weight squashes warmly against you whenever she puts more leverage into a stroke, her stiff nipples tracing faint lines through the strained tank top.
 
“Mmmh, feel how deep I’m going?” Winona purrs cheerfully near your ear, her warm breath laced with that wild, musky scent. “Your back is so strong… but so knotted up. I love feeling a man surrender under my paws like this. Just listen to those little groans you’re making — so adorable!”
 
Her tail swishes excitedly, the fluffy tip brushing along your side in lazy, affectionate strokes that send tingles racing across your skin. She works methodically, her strong fingers digging into every ridge and valley of muscle, rolling and pressing until the tension melts away in warm, liquid waves. The oil makes everything slick and glossy; you can feel it dripping slowly down your sides as her hands glide lower, venturing dangerously close to the towel covering your ass before sliding back up.
 
Winona’s wide hips rock gently against the table edge as she works, her thick thighs flexing with each powerful stroke. The motion makes her body sway, causing her massive breasts to pendulum heavily above you, occasionally brushing more firmly across your upper back. The touch her cleavage feels heavenly — warm, soft, slightly damp with her growing excitement. You catch stronger whiffs of her arousal every time she leans in close: rich, feminine, heady musk that mixes deliciously with the pine-scented oil.
 
She gives a happy little growl, ears twitching atop her head. “You’re loosening up so nicely for me… but I can tell there’s still plenty of tension hiding in other places. Don’t worry — Winona’s going to take care of every single inch.”
 
After several long, luxurious minutes of deep back work, she pats your shoulder gently with one paw.
 
“Alright, handsome. Time to flip over for me. I want to get those arms and that handsome chest too!”
 
You turn onto your back, the towel still loosely draped over your hips. The moment you settle, Winona’s golden eyes light up with open delight. She stands at the head of the table for a moment, looking down at you with a bright, fanged grin, silver hair cascading over her shoulders. Her tank top is slightly disheveled from all the leaning, the neckline pulled lower so that even more of her enormous, heavy breasts are on display — deep cleavage glistening with a faint sheen of sweat and oil, dark areolas faintly visible through the thin white fabric.
 
“Wow! Look at you,” she says cheerfully, claws lightly tracing the air above your chest as if she can’t wait to touch. “All stretched out and ready for me. This is my favorite part.”
 
She pours fresh oil into her paws and starts at your arms, strong fingers wrapping around your biceps and forearms. She works each arm thoroughly — kneading, stretching, gliding — while her body leans over you. Her massive breasts hang heavily just inches above your torso, swaying with every movement of her toned arms. Deliberately, teasingly, she lowers herself just enough for the warm, pillowy weight of her tits to drag slowly across your chest as she reaches for your hands.
 
The sensation is overwhelming in the best way: soft, heavy, silky fur brushing your skin, the firm resilience of her breasts pressing and sliding, stiff nipples tracing hot little paths across your pectorals. Winona giggles brightly at your reaction, ears perked high and tail wagging fast.
 
“Oops! Did my girls just brush against you like that?” she teases, voice light and playful even as her golden eyes gleam with mischief. “They’re so heavy and clumsy sometimes… but you don’t seem to mind. Look how your skin is flushing already. So cute!”
 
She continues working your arms, but now every stroke is accompanied by the deliberate drag of her enormous breasts across your upper chest and stomach. The tank top has ridden up further, allowing more direct contact — warm fur, slick oil, and the plush fullness of her massive tits molding against you. She squeezes her arms together slightly on purpose, creating an even deeper, softer valley that envelops you in heavenly warmth.
 
Her wide hips press against the side of the table now, thick thighs rubbing together with a soft, furry sound as she shifts her stance. The tiny shorts are riding high, the fabric darkened slightly at the crotch from her growing wetness. You can smell it clearly — that thick, delicious wolf musk, sweet and primal, filling the room with every breath she takes.
 
Winona moves to your chest proper, her strong paws gliding over your pectorals in broad, sweeping strokes. Her thumbs circle your nipples teasingly while her palms press and knead the muscle beneath. All the while, her heavy breasts continue their slow, sensual drag — sliding up and down your torso, sometimes squashing fully against you as she leans in close.
 
“Mmm, your chest feels so good under my hands,” she murmurs happily, leaning down so her warm breath fans across your neck. “So firm… but getting all sensitive for me. I can hear your heart racing. Is it because of my paws… or because my big soft tits keep rubbing all over you like this?”
 
She gives a playful growl and deliberately drags her breasts lower, letting the heavy globes pillow across your stomach before sliding back up, nipples catching lightly on your skin. Her tail brushes along your side again, the fluffy tip flicking teasingly over your ribs and hip. Her ears twitch cutely every time she notices a twitch or hitch in your breathing, golden eyes sparkling with cheery delight.
 
“You’re reacting so strongly already!” she laughs brightly, fangs flashing. “I love it when my clients get all flushed and squirmy. It makes me want to keep teasing you more… and more… until you’re throbbing under that little towel.”
 
Her toned arms continue their expert work, kneading your chest and shoulders from this new angle while her thick, powerful thighs press firmly against the table edge for leverage. The heat from between her legs is palpable now, her arousal scent thick and intoxicating in the warm room. Every shift of her wide hips makes her body sway, sending fresh waves of her massive breasts gliding across your torso in slow, delicious strokes.
 
Winona leans down closer, silver hair spilling over one shoulder to tickle your chest as her warm, furry cheek nuzzles briefly against your collarbone. Her breath is hot and sweet against your skin when she whispers teasingly, “You’re doing such a good job staying still for me… but I can smell how excited you’re getting. That big, hard reaction under the towel is giving you away, cutie. Don’t worry — I’m going to take such good care of every part of you tonight.”
 
She straightens slightly, still working your arms and chest with firm, gliding strokes, but her enormous breasts never stop their teasing dance — dragging, pressing, squashing warmly against your body with every movement. Her tail keeps brushing your side in affectionate, playful strokes while her ears twitch at every little sound you make.
 
The oil makes everything slick and shiny, her strong paws gliding effortlessly while her cheerful, friendly voice keeps up a constant stream of teasing praise and playful growls. The room is thick with the combined scents of warm oil, her wild musk, and the undeniable heat building between both of you.
 
Winona’s golden eyes stay locked on your face, drinking in every reaction with bright, eager delight as her hands and heavy breasts continue their delicious, relentless work across your upper body.
 
She is clearly enjoying herself immensely — and she has no intention of stopping the sweet, sensual torment anytime soon.




Chapter 4: Lower Body (Legs & Thighs – Building Heat)

Winona gives your chest one final, lingering stroke with her strong, oiled paws, letting her enormous breasts drag slowly across your torso in a last teasing glide before she straightens up. Her golden eyes sparkle with mischief as she flashes you a bright, fanged grin, silver hair slightly tousled from all the leaning.
 
“Upper body feels so much better already, doesn’t it?” she says cheerfully, tail wagging fast behind her. “But we’re nowhere near done, cutie. Those legs of yours are calling my name now… and I save the best for last!”
 
She moves down to the foot of the table, her wide hips swaying with every step. The tiny shorts ride even higher on her thick, meaty thighs, the fabric stretched tight over the generous curves of her ass. You catch another strong wave of her arousal — warm, musky, and unmistakably wet — as she positions herself between your legs. The heated table keeps your body relaxed and sensitive while the air in the room feels thicker, heavier with anticipation.
 
Winona warms more oil between her paws, the slick sounds loud and lewd in the quiet space. She starts at your calves, her strong fingers wrapping around the muscle with firm, confident pressure. The claws on her paws are blunt enough to feel thrilling rather than dangerous as they dig in, kneading and rolling the tight cords in slow, deep strokes that travel from your ankle all the way up to the back of your knee.
 
“Mmm, these calves are nice and strong,” she praises brightly, voice still upbeat even as her golden eyes roam hungrily over your exposed body. “But I can feel the tension hiding in here. Just relax and let me work it out… I love how your muscles jump under my touch.”
 
Her powerful hands glide upward, thumbs pressing firmly into the meat of your calves while her palms smooth the oil in long, slippery strokes. The sensation is heavenly — deep pressure melting away fatigue, combined with the warm, slick glide of her furred skin. As she leans forward to reach higher, her own thick, powerful thighs press against the sides of your lower legs. The heat radiating from her is intense: plush muscle and skin slightly damp with excitement. She squeezes gently, trapping your calf between her massive thighs for a moment, the soft inner flesh yielding while the powerful muscle underneath holds you securely.
 
The teasing begins to shift.
 
Winona’s hands slide higher, working the backs of your knees and then venturing onto your thighs. Her strokes grow longer, slower, more deliberate. She uses both paws on one thigh at a time, fingers spreading wide as she kneads the thick muscle from the inside out. Every upward glide brings her touch dangerously close to the edge of the towel still draped over your hips. She doesn’t quite touch your groin yet — but she gets close enough that you feel the warm air displaced by her movements, close enough that her claws lightly graze the sensitive skin where thigh meets pelvis.
 
“Ohhh! These thighs feel so good under my paws,” she growls playfully, her voice dropping into a lower, huskier register while still keeping that bright, cheery tone. “So thick and powerful… but getting all warm and twitchy for me. I can feel how much you like this.”
 
She leans in deeper, her enormous breasts resting heavily on the edge of the table as she works. The tank top strains even more, the deep cleavage spilling forward as her massive tits pillow against the table surface. Her wide hips rock gently as she shifts her stance, thick thighs squeezing rhythmically against the sides of your legs while her hands continue their slow, sensual kneading.
 
The grazes become bolder.
 
As she works the inner thigh of your right leg, one clawed finger “accidentally” brushes feather-light along the crease where your thigh meets your groin. The touch is electric — barely there, yet enough to make your cock twitch visibly beneath the thin towel. Winona’s ears perk up instantly, tail swishing faster with delight.
 
“Oops! Did I brush something sensitive?” she teases, golden eyes flashing as she looks up at your face. “You jumped so nicely for me. Mmm, I love how responsive you are. Your body is telling me exactly what it wants… even if you’re trying to stay quiet.”
 
She repeats the motion on the other leg, her strong hands kneading the thick muscle while her fingertips graze closer, slower, more deliberately along the inner edge. The oil makes every touch slick and smooth, the warm glide turning the lightest contact into pure, delicious torment. Her own thick thighs press more firmly against yours now, squeezing and releasing in time with her strokes, the soft and powerful muscle rubbing sensually along your skin.
 
Winona’s breathing grows a little heavier, her playful growls more frequent. “You feel so good under my paws… all hot and hard and ready. I can smell how turned on you are getting. That thick, needy scent mixing with mine — it’s making me so wet, you know!”
 
She leans even closer, her silver hair spilling over her shoulders as her warm breath fans across your lower stomach. Her massive breasts squash more fully against the table edge, nearly brushing the towel as she works higher on your thighs. The tiny shorts she wears are visibly darker at the crotch now, the fabric clinging to the swollen, puffy lips of her pussy from the heavy slickness leaking out of her. Her scent is thick and heady in the air — rich wolf musk, sweet and primal, making your head spin with every breath.
 
Her hands glide up the insides of both thighs at once, strong fingers kneading deeply while her thumbs trace slow, teasing circles inches away from your balls. She squeezes her own thick thighs tighter around one of your legs, trapping it between the plush heat of her powerful limbs as she rocks her hips subtly. The motion makes her wide hips roll, ass flexing inside those tiny shorts.
 
“Look at you… getting so hard for me already,” she murmurs in that friendly, cheery voice laced with raw lust. “The towel is starting to tent so nicely. I bet your cock is throbbing, aching for attention. But I’m not done with these thighs yet… I want to feel every inch of them loosen up under my touch first.”
 
Winona’s tail brushes along the side of the table, the fluffy tip occasionally flicking teasingly against your hip or the edge of the towel. Her ears twitch cutely every time she notices your cock twitch or your breathing hitch. She continues the deep, luxurious thigh massage, her strong paws working the muscle thoroughly while her fingertips keep delivering those light, maddening grazes — brushing the base of your shaft through the towel, grazing your balls, then pulling away just as the pleasure builds.
 
Every squeeze of her thick, powerful thighs against yours sends fresh waves of heat through your body. The contrast is intoxicating: her raw bestial strength paired with the soft, plush give of her inner thighs and the silky muscle that rubs so deliciously against your skin.
 
“Mmm, you’re doing so well for me,” she praises, voice dropping into a playful growl as she leans down, fangs glinting. “Such a good boy, letting me play with your legs like this. I can feel how close I’m getting to that big, hard cock of yours… and I love how much it’s leaking already. Just a little more teasing… and I promise the real fun is going to start soon!”
 
She keeps the rhythm slow and torturous — deep kneading mixed with feather-light grazes, her own thick thighs squeezing and rubbing against yours, her massive breasts heaving with each excited breath. The room is filled with the wet sounds of oiled skin, her cheerful yet husky voice, and the heavy, intoxicating scent of two bodies growing desperately aroused.
 
Winona’s golden eyes stay locked on your face and the growing tent under the towel, drinking in every reaction with bright, eager delight. Her tail wags nonstop, ears perked high, as she continues the bold, building tease on your lower body, pushing the heat higher and higher without quite crossing the line… yet.
 
The massage is no longer just relaxing.
 
It has become pure, delicious, aching foreplay.




Chapter 5: First Kiss & Deepening Tease

Winona’s strong, oiled paws linger on the sensitive inner skin of your upper thighs, her fingertips still delivering those maddeningly light grazes that brush just shy of your aching cock. The towel over your hips is now blatantly tented, the fabric darkened with precum where your shaft strains desperately beneath it. Her golden eyes flick down to the obvious bulge, then back up to your face, sparkling with bright, playful hunger.
 
She gives a soft, happy growl, tail wagging faster as she slowly straightens up from between your legs. Her enormous breasts heave with each excited breath, the thin white tank top now clinging damply to her stiff nipples and the deep valley of her cleavage.
 
“Mmm… I think we’ve done enough teasing with just my paws for now,” she says, voice still cheerfully upbeat but thick with raw desire. “Your body is screaming for more… and honestly? So is mine.”
 
Winona climbs onto the massage table with surprising grace for her powerful build. The surface creaks faintly under her weight as she straddles your waist, her thick, soft thighs settling on either side of your hips. The heat radiating from her core is immediate and intense — her tiny shorts are soaked through at the crotch, the fabric clinging obscenely to the swollen, puffy lips of her pussy. Her wide hips rock once, slowly, grinding her soaked heat against the towel-covered bulge of your cock in a lazy, teasing circle.
 
She leans forward, silver hair cascading around her face like a silky curtain as her strong paws slide up your chest. The heavy, plush weight of her massive breasts settles fully onto your torso, squashing warmly and spreading across your skin. Her stiff nipples drag deliciously through the thin fabric, leaving hot little trails as she lowers herself closer.
 
“I’ve been wanting to taste you since the moment you walked through that door,” Winona admits breathily, her golden eyes half-lidded with lust while her fanged smile stays bright and friendly. “You smelled so good… so tense and needy. I knew I was going to end up kissing you tonight.”
 
Her soft, warm lips brush first against the side of your neck — a gentle, exploratory touch that sends sparks racing down your spine. She nuzzles there, her silky body tickling your skin while her hot breath fans over your pulse point. Then she opens her mouth, letting her slightly rough wolf tongue drag slowly along the column of your throat, tasting your skin with a low, appreciative growl.
 
“You taste even better than I imagined!” she murmurs happily against your neck.
 
Before you can respond, Winona captures your mouth in a hungry kiss.
 
Her lips are surprisingly soft despite the sharp fangs framing them, pressing firmly against yours with cheerful eagerness. The kiss starts deep and eager — not gentle, but playful and consuming. Her slightly rough tongue immediately pushes past your lips, sliding hot and wet into your mouth to tangle with yours. The texture is deliciously different: smoother on the main surface but with a faint, thrilling rasp along the edges that makes every stroke feel more intense, more animalistic.
 
Winona moans into the kiss — a bright, happy sound mixed with a throaty growl that vibrates straight into your mouth. Her tongue plays with yours aggressively yet joyfully: licking, curling, sucking lightly, exploring every corner of your mouth as if she’s savoring a long-awaited treat. She tilts her head, deepening the kiss further, her strong paws cupping the sides of your face to hold you exactly where she wants you while her wide hips continue their slow, grinding rock against your trapped cock.
 
The taste of her is intoxicating — sweet berries mixed with wild musk and the faint metallic hint of her fangs. Her saliva is slightly thicker, warmer, coating your tongue as she kisses you with cheerful abandon. Every time her rough tongue drags over yours, it sends fresh jolts of pleasure straight to your groin, making your shaft throb hard beneath the towel.
 
She breaks the kiss for just a moment, a thin string of saliva connecting your lips as she pulls back enough to look into your eyes. Her ears are perked high, tail swishing rapidly behind her, and her cheeks are flushed erotically.
 
“Fuck, you kiss so nicely,” she laughs breathlessly, still sounding bright and upbeat even as lust thickens her voice. “I could do this all night… but I want more of you.”
 
Winona dives back in, kissing you even harder this time. Her tongue fucks into your mouth with playful dominance, sliding deep and curling around yours while her strong paws roam freely over your chest and shoulders. She pinches one of your nipples lightly between clawed fingers, rolling it as she moans into the kiss. Her massive breasts squash heavily against you, the soft, heavy globes compressing and shifting with every rock of her wide hips. You can feel her stiff nipples dragging back and forth across your skin through the damp tank top, hard little peaks begging for attention.
 
Her thick, powerful thighs squeeze rhythmically against your hips, the plush inner fat rubbing sensually along your sides as she grinds her soaked pussy against the towel. The wet fabric of her shorts slides slickly over your cock, the heat and slickness from her cunt soaking through to tease your throbbing length. Every slow roll of her hips presses her swollen clit against you, making her breath hitch cutely into your mouth.
 
“Mmmph! You’re so hard already,” she mumbles happily against your lips between kisses, her rough tongue flicking playfully over yours. “I can feel your cock twitching every time I grind down. Been leaking so much for me… good boy.”
 
She keeps one paw on your face, claws lightly scratching through your hair as she kisses you senseless, while the other hand slides lower, roaming over your stomach and teasing along the edge of the towel. Her fingers don’t quite pull it away yet — they just toy with the fabric, occasionally brushing the base of your shaft through the thin material in light, torturous strokes.
 
Winona’s kisses grow sloppier, wetter, more intense. She sucks on your tongue, then lets you suck on hers, her playful growls turning into needy little whimpers when you kiss her back with equal hunger. Her silver hair falls around both of you, creating a private curtain that smells strongly of her wild, aroused scent. The room is filled with the wet sounds of kissing — slick tongues sliding, soft moans, the occasional click of fangs — mixed with the rhythmic creak of the table and the wet squelch of her soaked shorts grinding against you.
 
She finally pulls back just enough to speak, lips still brushing yours, breath hot and ragged.
 
“I’ve wanted to taste this mouth since you hugged me at the door,” she confesses with a bright, fanged grin, golden eyes glowing with lust and affection. “Wanted to feel your tongue on mine while I rubbed my big tits all over you… wanted to grind my wet pussy on that hard cock until you were begging. And now I get to do all of it!”
 
Winona dives in for another deep, hungry kiss, her rough tongue claiming your mouth once more as her strong body presses fully against you. Her massive breasts pillow heavily on your chest, nipples rock-hard and dragging deliciously. Her wide hips roll in slow, deliberate circles, thick thighs squeezing your sides while her soaked heat teases your throbbing erection through the towel. Her paws continue roaming — stroking your chest, pinching your nipples, sliding down to tease the edge of the towel again and again.
 
Every kiss is cheerful and playful even as it turns filthy: tongues fucking, saliva dripping down your chin, soft growls and happy moans spilling between your joined mouths. Winona’s ears twitch with every little reaction you give her, tail wagging nonstop as she loses herself in the deepening, delicious tease.
 
She is clearly in no hurry to stop kissing you.
 
The massage has officially crossed into something far more intimate… and she is loving every single wet, heated second of it.




Chapter 6: Nuru Massage

Winona pulls back from the deep, hungry kiss with a wet pop, a thick string of saliva still connecting your tongues for a moment before it breaks. Her golden eyes are bright with excitement, cheeks flushed, and her cute fanged grin is wider than ever. She sits up on your hips, thick thighs straddling you firmly, her soaked shorts clinging obscenely to her swollen pussy lips.
 
“Time for something even better, cutie!” she announces cheerfully, reaching over to the side table. Her massive breasts jiggle heavily with the movement, nipples stiff and prominent through the damp tank top. She grabs a large bottle of clear, warm nuru gel, the thick liquid already glistening inside.
 
“I love this part,” she says with a playful growl, popping the cap. “It gets so slippery… so messy… and I get to slide my whole body all over you like the naughty wolf I am.”
 
She squeezes a generous amount of the warm, silky gel directly onto your chest first. The sensation is immediate — thick, warm, and incredibly slick, spreading across your skin in heavy, glistening rivulets that drip slowly down your sides. Winona laughs brightly as she pours more over her own body, starting at her neck and letting it cascade down over her enormous breasts. The gel makes the thin white tank top turn almost transparent, clinging wetly to every curve as it soaks through. Her dark, wide areolas and stiff nipples become clearly visible, the fabric plastered to her heavy tits like a second skin.
 
“Mmmh! Feels so good already,” she hums happily, pouring the rest over her wide hips and thick thighs. The gel runs in shiny streams down her skin, making her powerful legs glisten. She even squeezes some directly onto the soaked crotch of her tiny shorts, rubbing it in with one paw so the fabric becomes utterly drenched and slippery.
 
Winona sets the bottle aside and leans forward again, her slick, busty body now fully coated. “Ready for the real fun?”
 
She starts slow, pressing her massive, gel-slick breasts against your chest. The sensation is pure heaven — warm, heavy, incredibly soft yet firm, sliding effortlessly over your skin thanks to the thick nuru. Her stiff nipples trace hot, slippery paths as she glides upward, letting her tits drag all the way from your stomach to your collarbones in one long, sensual stroke. The gel squelches wetly between your bodies, creating obscene, slippery sounds with every movement.
 
“Ohhh yes!” Winona laughs cheerfully, her tail wagging fast behind her. “Listen to how messy we’re getting already! I love it when it sounds this lewd.”
 
She rocks her wide hips, grinding her soaked, gel-covered pussy against your towel-covered cock in slow, deliberate circles. The nuru makes everything glide so smoothly that the thin towel quickly becomes soaked and useless, clinging transparently to your throbbing shaft. You can feel the heat of her cunt through the fabric, the swollen lips parting slightly as she slides along your length.
 
Her thick, powerful thighs squeeze rhythmically against your hips, the plush, furred muscle gripping you tightly while she uses them for leverage. The gel makes her thighs slide sensually along your sides, warm and slippery, adding another layer of delicious friction.
 
Winona shifts higher, letting her enormous breasts envelop your face for a moment. The heavy, slick globes squash warmly around your cheeks and mouth, the gel dripping down as she playfully motorboats you. “Mmm, smother you with these big girls? You like that, don’t you?” she teases, voice bright and playful even as she growls low in her throat. She pulls back just enough for you to breathe, then drags her tits downward again, this time aiming lower.
 
The moment her massive, gel-slick breasts reach your cock, the sensation becomes overwhelming. She presses them together around your throbbing length, the warm, slippery valley of her cleavage swallowing you completely. Winona rocks her upper body in long, slow strokes, letting her heavy tits glide up and down your shaft with perfect, slippery friction. The nuru makes wet, squelching sounds as her breasts stroke you — soft flesh squeezing and sliding, her stiff nipples brushing your balls on every downward pass.
 
“Fuuuck, your cock feels so good between my tits,” she moans happily, golden eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “So hard and hot… leaking all over my skin. Look how shiny we’re getting!”
 
She laughs again, a bright, cheery sound mixed with husky growls as she continues the sensual slide. Her wide hips never stop grinding, her thick thighs squeezing your sides while her soaked pussy drags along your thigh, leaving a trail of her slick mixed with the nuru gel. The entire table is becoming a slippery mess — gel and pussy juice and precum pooling beneath you both.
 
Winona shifts positions playfully, turning slightly so she can slide one massive breast along the full length of your cock while the other drags across your stomach. Then she reverses, letting both tits pillow heavily around your shaft again, squeezing them together with her strong arms to create tighter, hotter friction. The gel makes every glide effortless and intensely pleasurable, the warm, slippery flesh stroking you from base to tip over and over.
 
She keeps up a constant stream of playful commentary, her voice cheerful even as it grows breathier with arousal.
 
“Mmm, hear that wet sound? That’s my big tits fucking your cock so nicely!”
 
“Gods, you’re throbbing so hard between them… I bet you want to cum all over these fat wolf tits, don’t you?”
 
“Look at my thighs squeezing you — so strong, but so soft and slippery for you…”
 
Her tail swishes excitedly, occasionally flicking gel onto the floor with a wet splat. Her ears twitch cutely every time your cock jumps between her breasts or when you let out a groan. She leans down to kiss you again mid-slide — a quick, hungry kiss with her rough tongue flicking against yours before she pulls back to focus on the nuru glide.
 
Winona grinds harder now, her wide hips rolling as she slides her slick pussy directly along the side of your cock, the tiny shorts pushed aside just enough for her hot, swollen lips to kiss your shaft. The nuru gel mixes with her abundant wetness, creating an incredibly slippery, warm channel as she humps along your length without taking you inside yet. Her thick thighs squeeze your hips tightly, powerful muscles flexing while the soft inner muscle glides sensually against your skin.
 
The entire experience is intensely erotic yet strangely fun — Winona’s bright laughter and playful growls never stop, even as she works her slick, busty body over yours with expert sensuality. She slides upward again, letting her heavy breasts drag across your face and neck, then back down to envelop your cock once more. Gel drips everywhere: from her nipples, from the deep valley of her cleavage, from her soaked thighs, pooling on your stomach and running down your balls in warm, sticky rivers.
 
She presses her whole body down, sliding from your chest all the way to your cock in one long, luxurious glide. Her massive tits pillow around your shaft, her stomach rubs against yours, and her thick thighs squeeze you as her dripping pussy grinds hot and slippery along your length.
 
“You feel so fucking good,” she growls playfully against your ear, voice bright and happy. “All slick and warm and hard for me… I could slide on you like this for hours. My big tits, my wet pussy, my strong thighs — all of me just gliding and rubbing and teasing that needy cock!”
 
Winona continues the sensual, slippery dance, her gel-coated body moving in smooth, rhythmic waves over yours. Massive breasts gliding, wide hips grinding, thick thighs squeezing, all while she laughs and growls with cheerful, shameless delight. The room is filled with wet squelching sounds, heavy breathing, and her bright, playful voice praising how good you feel, how hard you are, how much she loves making you messy.
 
The nuru massage has turned the table into a slippery playground of pure, delicious pleasure — and Winona is clearly enjoying every single slick, lewd second of it.




Chapter 7: Handjob Tease

Winona finally lifts her slick, gel-coated body off yours with a wet, squelching sound, strings of nuru and her own pussy juices stretching between you before breaking. She sits back on her thick thighs, straddling your legs, her golden eyes locked hungrily on the way your cock throbs visibly beneath the ruined, gel-soaked towel. Her massive breasts heave with each excited breath, nipples rock-hard and glistening, her hair matted and shiny from the slippery mess covering both of you.
 
“Mmm, look at that poor, aching cock,” she says in her bright, cheerful voice, fangs flashing in a wide grin. “All red and leaking and begging after all that sliding. I think it’s time these strong paws gave it some proper attention!”
 
With a playful growl, Winona reaches down and tugs the drenched towel away, finally freeing your throbbing erection. It springs up hard and heavy, the head already slick with precum that mixes instantly with the thick nuru gel still coating your skin. Winona licks her lips slowly, her rough tongue dragging over her sharp fangs as her golden eyes widen with delight.
 
“Ohhh wow! You’re even bigger and harder than I imagined,” she praises happily, tail wagging fast behind her. “So thick… so veiny… and twitching just for me. Perfect.”
 
She warms her strong, furred paws by rubbing them together, the gel making them even slicker. Then she wraps both hands around your cock — careful with her claws, but firm with her powerful grip. The sensation is immediate and overwhelming: warm, silky silver fur on the outside, smooth paw pads on the inside, all coated in thick, slippery nuru that turns her touch into pure liquid velvet.
 
Winona starts slow, her strong fingers encircling your shaft in a tight ring at the base while her other paw strokes upward in one long, luxurious glide. The furred texture adds a delicious, unique friction — soft and teasing on the sensitive skin while her grip stays strong and confident. She twists her wrist slightly on every upstroke, letting her thumb brush firmly over the swollen head, smearing your leaking precum around in slippery circles.
 
“Look how hard you are for me!” she coos brightly, voice friendly and upbeat even as her words drip with filthy lust. “Your cock is throbbing so nicely in my paws. Feel how it jumps when I squeeze right here?” She gives a firm, playful squeeze at the base, making your shaft pulse visibly in her grip. “Gonna make you throb until you can’t take it, cutie. I love edging big, needy cocks like yours.”
 
She sets a slow, torturous rhythm — long, smooth strokes from base to tip, twisting at the head, then gliding back down. The nuru gel squelches wetly with every movement, loud and obscene in the warm room. Her strong paws glide effortlessly thanks to the slippery coating, but she varies the pressure perfectly: tight and firm on the downstroke, looser and teasing on the way up, always keeping you right on the edge of overwhelming pleasure without letting you tip over.
 
Winona leans forward, her enormous breasts hanging heavily above your cock as she works. The heavy globes sway and jiggle with each stroke of her hands, occasionally brushing against your thighs or the base of your shaft. Drops of gel and her own slick drip from her stiff nipples onto your cock, adding even more lubrication as she strokes.
 
She licks her lips again, watching intently as her furred paws pump your length. “Mmm, listen to that wet sound… schlick, schlick, schlick. My paws are so slippery for you. Feel how my fur tickles the underside while I stroke? That little rasp from my rough tongue earlier… now my soft paws are doing the same thing to your poor cock!”
 
Her tail swishes excitedly, occasionally brushing against your balls as she edges you. She brings one paw down to cup and gently massage your heavy sac, rolling your balls carefully in her warm, furred palm while the other hand continues its relentless, slow stroking of your shaft. The dual sensation is maddening — strong fingers pumping your cock while soft paw pads gently squeeze and tug your balls, keeping everything slick and tingling.
 
“You’re leaking so much for me,” she teases cheerfully, using her thumb to spread the fresh bead of precum that oozes from your slit. She swirls it around the sensitive head in slow, torturous circles, then dips her claw lightly into the slit for just a second, making your hips buck. “Such a good, messy boy. I bet you want to cum so badly already… but I’m not letting you. Not yet. I’m going to keep you right here, throbbing and aching, until you’re begging Winona with those pretty sounds.”
 
She speeds up just a little, her strong grip tightening as she pumps faster for a dozen strokes, the wet squelching growing louder. Your cock throbs violently in her paws, the head swelling darker as pleasure coils tighter in your core. Then, right as you feel the edge approaching, she slows back down to those long, agonizingly slow glides, loosening her grip just enough to deny you the friction you need.
 
Winona laughs brightly at your frustrated groan, ears perked high with delight. “Aww, so close already? That’s adorable! Look at your cock twitching and jumping in my paws like it’s trying to cum anyway. But nooo! Winona decides when you get to explode. And right now, I want to feel you throb and edge for me some more.”
 
She leans down closer, her warm breath fanning over the head of your cock as she continues stroking. Her rough tongue darts out to lick her own lips again, inches away from your throbbing tip. “I could just lean down and suck this big thing into my mouth right now… but where’s the fun in that? I want to feel every vein pulsing under my paws first. Want to watch your balls tighten up while I tease you senseless.”
 
Her strong hands never stop their expert work — one paw stroking your shaft in long, twisting glides, the other gently tugging and massaging your balls, occasionally sliding a slick finger behind them to press lightly against your perineum. The gel makes every touch slippery and intense, her soft silver fur adding that unique, tingling texture that drives you wild.
 
She keeps talking in that bright, friendly tone the entire time, her voice making the dirty words sound almost sweet.
 
“Feel how my strong paws are owning this cock? So thick and hot… I love how it fills my hands perfectly.”
 
“Mmm, you’re getting even harder. That’s it — throb for me, cutie. Let me feel every pulse.”
 
“I bet your balls are so full already. Gonna keep them nice and tight while I edge you over and over!”
 
Winona varies her technique constantly to keep you on the razor’s edge: fast, tight strokes followed by slow, feather-light glides; twisting her wrists; using just her fingertips around the head; then full, powerful pumps with both paws stacked together. Every time your hips start to buck or your breathing turns ragged, she slows down or loosens her grip, laughing playfully at your desperate reactions.
 
Her thick thighs squeeze against your legs as she leans in, her soaked pussy dripping steadily onto your thigh, adding her own hot slick to the messy nuru coating everything. Her massive breasts hang low, occasionally dragging her stiff nipples across your stomach as she works your cock with focused, cheerful intensity.
 
“You’re doing so well for me,” she praises warmly, golden eyes glowing with affection and lust. “Such a good, patient boy letting Winona play with your cock like this. I could edge you for hours… feeling you swell and throb and leak all over my furry paws until you’re a whimpering, begging mess. Doesn’t that sound fun?”
 
She gives another series of faster, firmer strokes, her strong grip milking your shaft while her thumb presses firmly under the head on every upstroke. Your cock pulses violently, the pleasure skyrocketing — only for her to slow again at the last possible second, leaving you aching and denied once more.
 
Winona licks her lips slowly, watching your cock twitch and drool fresh precum onto her furred fingers with open delight. Her tail wags nonstop, ears twitching at every moan and gasp you make.
 
She is clearly having the time of her life — edging you slowly, expertly, and happily with her strong, clawed but careful paws, all while keeping that bright, friendly tone that makes the intense, delicious torment feel almost affectionate.
 
And she shows no sign of stopping anytime soon.




Chapter 8: Boobjob

Winona gives your throbbing cock one final, slow, teasing stroke with her strong, furred paws, smearing the thick mixture of nuru gel and your precum along the entire length. She licks her lips with her slightly rough tongue, golden eyes gleaming with bright, hungry delight as she watches it twitch desperately in the air.
 
“Mmm, your poor cock has been so patient for me!” she says cheerfully, voice warm and friendly even as lust thickens it. “All edged and leaking and ready for something even softer… something much bigger and warmer.”
 
She shifts higher on the table, her thick, powerful thighs straddling your waist once more. With a playful growl, Winona grabs the hem of her soaked white tank top and peels it up and off in one smooth motion. Her enormous breasts bounce free heavily, jiggling and swaying with the movement. They are massive — full, round, and impossibly plush, capped with wide, dark areolas and thick, stiff nipples that are already glistening with gel and her own excitement.
 
Winona cups her heavy breasts from underneath, lifting and squeezing them together as she leans forward. “Time for my favorite part,” she announces happily, tail wagging fast behind her. “These big, soft wolf tits are going to take such good care of you.”
 
She pours a fresh, generous amount of warm nuru gel directly into her deep cleavage, letting it run in thick, shiny rivers down the valley between her enormous breasts. Then she leans down, pressing the heavy, warm globes against your cock. The sensation is overwhelming — incredibly soft yet with a firm, resilient bounce underneath, the silky smooth skin combining with the thick gel to create the perfect, slippery heaven.
 
Winona uses her strong arms to squeeze her massive tits tightly together around your throbbing shaft. The pressure is delicious: her breasts completely smother your cock, swallowing it entirely in warm, plush flesh. Only the swollen, leaking head pokes out from the top of her cleavage as she settles into position.
 
“Ohhh yes!” she moans cheerfully, the sound bright and happy as it fills the room. “Feel how perfectly your cock fits between my big tits? So hot and hard… trapped in all this soft, warm wolf flesh.”
 
She starts to move, using the powerful muscles in her arms and chest to stroke you with her breasts. Long, slow, deliberate glides — she lifts her heavy tits upward until just the tip of your cock remains nestled in her cleavage, then presses them back down, sliding the slick, plush valley all the way to the base of your shaft. The lewd, wet sounds are immediate and obscene: loud, squelching schlick-schlick-schlick as her gel-coated breasts fuck your cock with smooth, rhythmic strokes.
 
Winona’s tail wags excitedly, thumping against the table as she works. Her golden eyes stay locked on your face and the way your cock disappears and reappears between her massive tits. Every time the swollen head emerges from the top of her cleavage, she leans her head down and drags her slightly rough tongue across it in a slow, teasing lick.
 
“Mmmph!” she moans happily around the head, her warm, wet tongue swirling over the sensitive tip, lapping up the fresh precum that keeps oozing out. “You taste so good… salty and sweet and all mixed with my gel. Keep leaking for me, cutie. I want to lick every drop while I titfuck you.”
 
She squeezes her breasts even tighter, her strong arms flexing as she increases the pressure. The soft, heavy flesh molds perfectly around your shaft, the inner curves squeezing and massaging every vein as she strokes. The smooth, gel-slick skin inside her cleavage provides tight, slippery friction directly on your cock.
 
Winona keeps up a steady, sensual rhythm, her wide hips rocking slightly in time with the motion of her tits. Her thick thighs squeeze against your sides for leverage, the powerful muscles flexing as she puts real strength into every stroke. Her cheerful moans and playful growls mix with the wet, lewd sounds filling the room.
 
“Listen to that!” she laughs brightly between licks. “Schlick… schlick… schlick… My big, fat tits are fucking your cock so nicely. So messy and slippery… hear how wet they sound?”
 
Every upward stroke makes her enormous breasts jiggle and bounce heavily, the gel dripping in shiny strands from her stiff nipples and running down the sides of her cleavage. When she presses back down, the plush weight completely engulfs your length again, the warmth and softness overwhelming. She leans forward more, letting her heavy tits pillow even more fully around you as she speeds up slightly, stroking faster while still keeping perfect control.
 
Her tongue never stops its teasing work. Whenever the head of your cock pops free from the top of her cleavage, Winona eagerly licks it — long, slow drags of her rough tongue across the slit, swirling around the crown, even sucking the tip lightly into her warm mouth for a few seconds before releasing it with a wet pop to continue the titfuck.
 
“You’re throbbing so hard between my tits,” she moans happily, voice bright and excited. “I can feel every pulse… every vein swelling against my soft skin. Mmm, you’re getting even bigger! Does it feel good having your cock smothered in all this warm, heavy wolf titflesh? I bet you want to cum all over them already!”
 
Winona squeezes her arms tighter, using her impressive strength to create even more intense pressure. Her breasts compress firmly around your shaft, the deep, slippery valley milking you with every long stroke. The gel makes everything glide so smoothly that the sensation borders on too much — hot, wet, soft, tight, and endlessly stimulating.
 
She keeps talking in that cheerful, friendly tone, her words growing lewder as her own arousal builds.
 
“Fuck, your cock looks so cute poking out between my big girls… all red and shiny and desperate.”
 
“I love how my tits can completely swallow you like this. Feel how heavy they are? All that soft weight just sliding up and down your poor, aching dick!”
 
“Gonna keep titfucking you nice and slow… then fast… then slow again. I want to feel you edge between my breasts until you’re whimpering for me.”
 
Her tail wags nonstop, ears perked high as she watches your reactions. Her thick thighs flex and squeeze against your body while her wide hips rock gently, grinding her soaked pussy against your lower stomach and leaving fresh trails of her slick mixed with the nuru.
 
The room echoes with the constant lewd symphony: wet schlick-schlick-schlick of her massive breasts stroking your cock, her bright, happy moans and playful growls, the occasional wet slurp as she licks the tip, and the soft creak of the table beneath you both.
 
Winona leans down again, pressing her breasts even more firmly together as she strokes faster for a dozen heart-pounding strokes. Your cock throbs violently in the tight, slippery valley, the head swelling as pleasure coils tighter. Right as you near the edge, she slows back down to those long, luxurious glides, licking the leaking tip with slow, teasing laps of her rough tongue while smiling up at you with bright, fanged delight.
 
“Not yet, cutie!” she teases cheerfully. “I’m having way too much fun playing with your cock between my big, soft tits. We’re going to keep going until these heavy girls are covered in your cum… but only when I decide you’re ready.”
 
She continues the sensual, powerful boobjob — squeezing, stroking, licking, moaning happily the entire time. Her enormous, soft-yet-firm breasts work your cock with expert, enthusiastic rhythm, the lewd wet sounds and her cheerful voice filling the warm, slippery room as she edges you relentlessly between her massive tits.
 
The pleasure is intense, delicious, and utterly consuming — and Winona clearly has no intention of stopping anytime soon.




Chapter 9: Blowjob & Pissing Scene

Winona gives your cock one last, slow, squeezing stroke between her massive, gel-slick breasts, licking the swollen head with a long, teasing drag of her rough tongue as it emerges from her cleavage. She pulls back with a wet pop, her enormous tits bouncing heavily, glistening with saliva, gel, and your precum. Her golden eyes are bright with mischievous hunger, fangs flashing in a wide, excited grin.
 
“Mmm, your cock tastes so good covered in my tit sweat and gel!” she says cheerfully, licking her lips. “But I think it’s time for my mouth to have some fun. I’ve been dying to feel you stretch my throat.”
 
She slides down your body, her thick, powerful thighs straddling your legs as she settles between them. Her silver hair cascades over her shoulders as she leans forward, warm breath ghosting over your throbbing, saliva-coated cock. Winona wraps one strong, furred paw around the base, holding you steady while she drags her slightly rough tongue slowly from your balls all the way up to the leaking tip in one long, wet stripe.
 
“Fuck, you’re so hard and tasty,” she moans happily, voice still bright and upbeat. “Gonna suck you so sloppy and deep… just the way a good werewolf girl should.”
 
She opens her warm, wet mouth and takes you in.
 
The heat is immediate and overwhelming — her mouth is scalding, slick with thick saliva, and her tongue feels incredible as it wraps around the underside of your shaft. Winona starts slow, sucking just the head with wet, noisy slurps, her rough tongue swirling and flicking over the sensitive slit to lap up every drop of precum. Then she sinks lower, taking more of your length in one smooth glide until her lips stretch wide around your girth.
 
She moans around your cock, the vibration traveling straight down your shaft. “Mmmph! So thick… filling my mouth so nicely.”
 
Winona begins to bob her head in earnest, her strong paws resting on your thighs for leverage. Her mouth is incredibly sloppy — thick strings of saliva drip from her lips, running down your cock and pooling on your balls as she sucks with cheerful enthusiasm. Wet, obscene gluck-gluck-gluck sounds fill the room as she takes you deeper with every downward stroke. Her rough tongue never stops moving, rasping deliciously along the underside while she hollows her cheeks and sucks hard.
 
She pushes further, relaxing her throat until the head of your cock bumps against the back of her mouth. With a playful growl that vibrates around your shaft, Winona forces herself lower, taking you into her tight, hot throat. Her golden eyes water slightly as she gags — a wet, throaty gluck — but she laughs around your cock, the sound bright and happy even as saliva bubbles from the corners of her mouth.
 
“Gghk!! Mmm, that’s it… take my throat, cutie,” she mumbles wetly, pulling back just enough to speak before diving down again. She gags playfully on every deep thrust, her throat convulsing rhythmically around your cock as she forces more of your length inside. Thick ropes of saliva pour from her lips, coating your balls and dripping down to your ass in messy, shiny strands. Her nose eventually presses against your pelvis as she swallows you to the hilt, her throat squeezing and milking you with wet, rhythmic contractions.
 
Winona pulls back with a loud, gasping pop, strings of thick saliva connecting her lips to your glistening cock. She grins up at you, ears perked high, tail wagging excitedly behind her as drool runs down her chin and onto her massive breasts.
 
“Fuck, I love gagging on cock like this!” she says brightly, voice husky but still cheerful. “Your dick hits the back of my throat so perfectly. Makes me so wet…”
 
She dives back in, sucking harder and faster now — sloppy, noisy, enthusiastic blowjob that leaves your cock drenched in her warm spit. Her head bobs rapidly, lips stretched tight around your girth while her rough tongue lashes the underside. She takes you deep again and again, gagging playfully with happy little growls each time her throat bulges visibly from your cock. Saliva sprays and drips everywhere, the wet gluck-gluck-gluck-gag sounds growing louder and lewder.
 
Winona’s strong paws stroke what her mouth can’t reach, twisting and pumping in time with her sucking while she moans happily around your shaft. “Mmmph! So good… gonna suck you until you’re throbbing in my throat…”
 
Just as the pleasure coils dangerously tight, she pulls off completely with a wet gasp, leaving your cock twitching and coated in thick strings of her saliva. She licks her lips, eyes sparkling with playful lust.
 
“Not yet! I’ve got something even naughtier for you first.”
 
Winona climbs up your body with fluid grace, her thick, delicious thighs straddling your chest. Her wide hips hover above you as she looks down with a bright, fanged grin, ears perked high and tail wagging fast. Her soaked pussy is inches from your face — swollen, puffy lips glistening with her arousal, the silver fur around it matted and wet.
 
“I love marking what’s mine,” she says cheerfully, voice warm and excited. “And right now, I really want to mark you with my scent!”
 
She reaches down with one paw and spreads her pussy lips open, exposing the pink, dripping folds. A moment later, a hot, golden stream of piss begins to flow.
 
The first warm jet splashes directly onto your chest, running in rivulets down your stomach and sides. Winona moans happily as she pisses, the stream strong and steady, soaking your skin with her hot, musky urine. She aims lower, directing the golden flow over your cock and balls, the warm liquid cascading over your throbbing shaft in delicious, tingling waves. The scent is strong — wild, feminine, primal wolf musk mixed with the sharp, intimate tang of her piss.
 
“Mmmh! Look at that… my warm piss all over your body,” she giggles brightly, ears twitching with delight as she watches the golden streams run down your skin. “I love marking you like this. Covering your cock in my scent so everyone knows you’ve been claimed by a werewolf girl!”
 
She shifts her hips, aiming the stream directly onto your face. Warm piss splashes across your lips and cheeks, the taste salty-sweet and intensely intimate as it fills your mouth. Winona grins down at you, golden eyes glowing with affection and filthy joy.
 
“Drink it, cutie. Drink my piss like a good boy. Open wide for me!”
 
You open your mouth and she directs the stream inside, letting you swallow her warm golden piss in heavy gulps. The taste floods your senses — hot, slightly bitter, deeply musky, and strangely delicious in its raw intimacy. Winona moans cheerfully as she watches you drink, her thick thighs trembling with pleasure.
 
“That’s it… swallow my piss. Taste how much I want you. I love seeing you drink me like this… marked inside and out.”
 
When her stream finally slows to a trickle, she lowers her dripping cunt directly onto your mouth. “Now clean me up! Lick your werewolf girl’s pussy clean.”
 
You drag your tongue through her soaked folds, tasting the mix of her sweet, thick arousal and the lingering tang of her piss. Winona moans happily, grinding her wide hips slowly against your face as you lick her clean. Her rough, swollen clit throbs under your tongue while her strong paws hold your head gently in place.
 
“Mmm, yes… lick it all up. Get every drop of my piss and my juices. Such a good, eager tongue!”
 
She rides your face gently, her thick thighs squeezing the sides of your head while her tail wags excitedly. Her cheerful moans and playful growls fill the room as you lap at her cunt, sucking gently on her clit and plunging your tongue inside her dripping hole to clean her thoroughly.
 
Winona looks down at you with bright, loving eyes, silver hair messy and cheeks flushed. “I love marking you with my scent… and I love how eagerly you drink and lick me. My good boy…”
 
The intense, sloppy blowjob and the raw, filthy pissing scene leave both of you drenched, marked, and burning with even deeper need. Winona’s body trembles with anticipation above you, her golden eyes promising that the final, rough climax is coming soon.




Chapter 10: Full Rough Sex – The Howling Climax

Winona lifts her dripping cunt from your face with a wet, satisfied growl, her golden eyes blazing with raw, unrestrained hunger. Strings of her juices and the last traces of her piss glisten on your lips and chin. She licks her fangs, chest heaving, massive breasts rising and falling heavily with barely contained need.
 
“I can’t hold back anymore,” she snarls, voice still bright but now thick with feral lust. “I need your cock inside me. I need to fuck you raw.”
 
She climbs up your body in one powerful motion, thick, meaty thighs straddling your hips. Her strong paws slam down on your chest, claws pricking your skin as she pins you to the massage table. Without warning, she reaches between her legs, grabs your throbbing, saliva-and-piss-slick cock, and lines it up with her soaked, swollen pussy.
 
Winona drops down hard.
 
Her tight, scorching heat engulfs you in one brutal thrust. Her walls are velvet steel — rippling, clenching, and impossibly hot as they swallow every inch of your cock until her wide hips slam flush against yours. A loud, wet schlap echoes through the room as her thick ass cheeks jiggle from the impact.
 
“Fuuuuck!!” she howls cheerfully, head thrown back, ears flat for a moment before snapping upright again. “So big… stretching me so good!”
 
She doesn’t give you time to adjust. Winona starts riding you like a beast in heat — hard, fast, and savage. Her powerful thighs slam down repeatedly, thick muscles flexing as she bounces on your cock with bruising force. Her wide hips grind and roll in filthy circles every time she bottoms out, her swollen clit rubbing against your pelvis while her dripping cunt milks you with rhythmic, greedy squeezes.
 
Her massive breasts bounce wildly with every slam, heavy globes slapping audibly against her ribcage and your chest. The lewd, wet sounds are deafening: plap-plap-plap-plap of her thick thighs and ass crashing down, the constant squelch of her soaked pussy devouring your cock, and her bright, growling moans filling the air.
 
Winona leans forward, pinning your wrists above your head with one strong paw while the other claws at your chest. She growls right in your face, fangs bared in a playful yet dangerous grin, then sinks her teeth into your shoulder — a firm, claiming bite that stings deliciously without breaking skin. She releases it only to bite again on your neck, her rough tongue lapping at the marks she leaves.
 
“Mine,” she snarls happily between bites. “This cock is mine now. Gonna fuck you until you fill me up.”
 
She rides you even harder, thick thighs slamming down so forcefully the table creaks beneath you. Her silver tail lashes wildly behind her as she grinds her hips in deep, animalistic circles, her cunt clenching and fluttering around your shaft like a living vice. Hot, thick girl-cum coats your cock and balls, dripping down to soak the table with every brutal bounce.
 
After several minutes of merciless cowgirl pounding, Winona suddenly pulls off your cock with a wet pop. She flips around on all fours, presenting her thick, yummy ass to you, tail lifted high and wagging with frantic excitement. Her pussy lips are puffy and gaping slightly, glistening with her juices.
 
“Take me from behind,” she demands with a cheerful growl. “Fuck your wolf like the animal I am.”
 
You push up onto your knees and slam into her from behind in one rough thrust. Winona howls in pleasure, back arching as her strong walls clamp down around you again. You grab her wide hips and start pounding her hard, the plap-plap-plap of your hips slapping against her thick ass cheeks echoing loudly. Her massive breasts swing and slap beneath her with every brutal thrust.
 
You reach forward and grab her thick, fluffy tail, yanking it back like a leash. Winona’s head snaps up with a delighted, bestial moan.
 
“Yes! Pull my tail harder!” she gasps, pushing back to meet every thrust. “Fuck me deeper! Breed me!”
 
You pound her doggy-style with raw force, her powerful body rocking forward with every slam. Her cunt squeezes and ripples around your cock, hot and slick and greedy. Winona’s claws dig into the table as she growls and moans, her wide hips slamming back to take you to the hilt again and again.
 
After long, savage minutes of tail-pulled doggy fucking, Winona suddenly pulls forward, your cock slipping out with a gush of her juices. She spins around, eyes wild with lust, and jumps into your arms. You stand up from the table, lifting her powerful body easily as she wraps her thick, soft thighs around your waist like a vice.
 
“Stand and fuck me,” she growls playfully against your mouth before biting your lower lip. “Hold me up while you breed this wolf pussy.”
 
You slam her down onto your cock while standing, gravity helping you drive deep. Winona’s strong legs lock around you, ankles crossed behind your back as she bounces herself on your shaft with savage strength. Her massive breasts crush against your chest, nipples dragging hotly over your skin. She claws at your back, leaving red lines as she growls and bites your neck and shoulders again and again.
 
The position is pure animalistic mating — standing, her powerful body impaled on your cock, thighs squeezing you tight while her wide hips grind and slam down. Her cunt flutters and clenches rhythmically, milking you with wet, obscene sounds as you thrust up into her with everything you have.
 
Winona’s golden eyes are half-lidded with bliss, tongue lolling slightly as she pants and moans. “Harder… fuck me harder! I’m so close… gonna knot with you!”
 
You feel it building — the base of your cock swelling as her own body prepares to lock you inside. Winona’s walls suddenly flutter wildly, then clamp down like a fist as her orgasm crashes over her.
 
She throws her head back and howls — a loud, primal, joyous sound that echoes through the room. Her cunt spasms violently around your cock, hot squirts of girl-cum spraying out around your shaft as she cums hard.
 
The sensation pushes you over the edge.
 
You slam deep one final time and explode inside her. Thick, heavy ropes of cum flood her womb in powerful spurts. Winona’s eyes roll back as she feels you breeding her, her own orgasm intensifying as she milks every drop from your pulsing cock.
 
Both of you howl together — raw, bestial, triumphant — as the intense creampie breeding finish claims you both. Her strong pussy knots around the base of your cock, locking you deep inside her as pulse after pulse of your seed fills her completely. Hot, sticky cum overflows and drips down her thighs, mixing with her own squirt on the floor.
 
Winona’s powerful body trembles in your arms, thick thighs still locked tight around you, massive breasts heaving against your chest. She nuzzles into your neck, licking and biting gently as the last waves of orgasm wash through both of you.
 
“I’ve healed you completely,” she whispers breathlessly, voice bright and happy even in the afterglow, tail wagging slowly. “My good boy… filled with my scent and my cum… and stuffed me full of yours. Such a good boy…”
 
She stays locked around you, her strong, toned, busty werewolf body pressed flush against yours, both of you panting, marked, and utterly spent in the most delicious, bestial way possible.
 
The howling climax leaves the room thick with the scent of sex, sweat, piss, and breeding — a perfect, filthy end to Winona’s special massage.
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