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 Satisfying the
Werewolf

 


Normally, the outdoors didn’t frighten
Erica. The noon sun shone hot and bright through the leaves and
branches above her head. Hiking was great fun, so was canoeing,
rock climbing. All those things. What wasn’t fun was finding a bear
rummaging through her campsite.

Erica leaned against the rough bark of a
tree trunk. She tugged at her hiking shorts, which had ridden up
her shapely bottom. Looking at her long legs, she saw that her tan
was coming along nicely. She took a sip of warm water from her
canteen and looked around.

“Where am I?”

In her hurry to get away from the bear,
she’d run off without thinking of where she was heading. Nothing
around her looked familiar.

She knew to let people know where she was
camping, but they wouldn’t begin looking for her for a few days, at
least.

But it shouldn’t be too hard to find her way
to a road or ranger station, she knew. Erica lifted her arms over
her head and stretched, showing a slice of lean tummy.

Besides, being lost was kind of exciting. It
was too bad she hadn’t brought a guy with her; they could let their
excitement out with a good screw. Her pussy got a little wet and
tingly at the thought. Before the fantasy could overwhelm her, she
picked a direction and started walking.

Erica walked for hours with no signs of any
people. She hadn’t even found old campsites. Dusk had settled over
the forest, cooling the air and creating deep pools of shadow. She
grabbed her canteen. It was empty. Holding it vertically over her
mouth, she managed to coax a few drops of water from it.

“Damn it.”

Stopping again by another tree, she peered
around at the shadows. The tingly excitement from before changed
into a numbing fear that edged in cold fingers up the small of her
back. The thought of spending a night along, without any supplies,
made her shiver.

A twig snapped somewhere behind her.
Panicked, she sprinted away. When her lungs burned and her legs
ached, she stopped. Hands on her knees, she took big gulps of
air.

Filling her lungs, she screamed, “Help!
Someone! Please!”

Only echoes replied. There was a large rock
poking from the ground nearby. Erica walked over and sat on its
hard, rough surface.

Finally, her lungs stopped aching. She
looked around. Something in the distance glinted through the trees.
Erica leaned forward, heart thumping, squinting to get a better
look.

Could it be? Her heart felt like it had
leapt into her throat. It was! There was a cabin a few ahead feet
ahead of her.

She ran forward, her hiking boots thumping
the ground. As she came closer, she saw light inside. Someone was
home. Maybe they’ll have a phone, Erica thought. Something
in the deepest part of her mind whispered, “Maybe there will be a
man.”

Rapping once with her fist on the door, she
took a step back and said, “Hello?”

A few long moments dragged by before the
person inside opened the door. A tall man peered out at her. He
looked about her age, was clean shaven, and shirtless. The sight of
his powerful chest and arms, along with his washboard abs, got
Erica’s juices flowing again. She resisted the urge to jump him,
and realized she was staring.

“Um... Hi,” she said.

Frowning, the handsome stranger replied with
his own, “Hello.”

“I’m Erica. I seem to be lost. Do you have a
phone or radio?”

His features softened into a smile. Erica
felt the heat rise in her cheeks, and between her legs.

“Sorry. Keep to myself around here,” at her
sudden downcast expression, he hurried to say, “But come in. It’ll
be dark soon. Tomorrow I can point you to the nearest ranger
station.” He stepped aside to let her in.

Erica started moving, but paused with a
smile. “Aren’t you supposed to say you don’t bite?” She kind of
hoped he did.

The frown returned as he ushered her in and
closed the door.

It was pretty spare inside. A small cot
pressed against one wall. A little table and a single chair sat in
the middle of the room. Strangely, there was no food, nor anything
to prepare any.

He must have noticed her expression. “I just
ran out yesterday and I haven’t had time to do anything supply run.
I’m John, by the way.”

John extended one hand. Erica reached out
and they shook. His hand was large and warm, and seemed to have a
deep reserve of strength. Erica’s pulse quickened.

After a quick search of a backpack in one
corner, John found a plain white t-shirt and pulled it on. Erica
walked over to him and put her hands on his muscular chest when he
turned around.

“Thank you so much. I thought I was going to
have to spend the night in a tree,” she went up onto her toes,
putting her lips near his, “How can I repay you?”

Something flashed in his bright eyes, and he
frowned as though fighting some inner battle. Slowly, he peeled her
hands away.

“I... You’re so hot, but I can’t. It... I
change. You wouldn’t like it.”

Erica backed away, disappointed. John knelt
and fished through the bag again.

“There’s a pack of crackers in here, I
think.”

When the sun stopped shining through the
windows, John turned on a bright electric lamp. Erica told him the
story of the bear as they shared the crackers. Once, she put her
hand on his thigh, but he moved it away.

No guy had made her so horny in a long time.
She knew there was a spot of wetness in her panties, now. There was
something primal and animalistic in him that called to her, made
her body need him inside.

Erica stood and walked to the window. The
light of a full moon lit the area.

Looking over he shoulder, she said, “Hey,
John, come here and see this.”

He smiled, stood, and walked over to join
her. As soon as the light of the moon fell on his skin, his
demeanor changed and he cringed.

“No! Not now!”

“John? What—“

He snarled and wrapped his arms around his
stomach. “Go! Run!”

She stooped down, trying to touch him. A
cool panic radiated from a ball in her stomach. “Let me help
you.”

Through snarls of pain, he pushed past her
toward the door. “Too late, too late...” he muttered as he fumbled
at the latch.

Lurching, he went out. Erica stood in the
doorway, eyes wide. John fell heavily on the ground only a few feet
away, writhing and groaning. Erica couldn’t move; the fear held her
still.

A change came over him before her eyes. His
snarls deepened into horrible growls. The fabric of his shirt tore,
revealing thick fur. His bones cracked and moved beneath his skin,
reshaping. Finally, his nose and mouth elongated into a fang-filled
snout.

Cold dread washed over Erica as she realized
that John was a werewolf.

He stood up, the tattered remains of his
clothes in a heap on the ground. His shining yellow eyes transfixed
her, and his lips pulled back in another snarl.

Screaming, Erica took a step back and
slammed the door shut. She backpedalled until she hit the wall.

John smashed the door to kindling in one
hit. He stalked into the cabin, advancing on Erica’s helpless form.
His eyes were full of hunger.

He raised one clawed hand and brought it
down. Erica closed her eyes and screamed, expecting searing pain.
Instead, she jerked forward as the claws tore her shirt and bra
open. Her breasts tumbled out, full and pert.

Erica slipped down the wall to the floor.
She reached up and covered her tits with her arms. Standing over
her, the werewolf’s chest and shoulders rose and full as it
breathed. John reached down and pulled at her arms, wrenching them
away from her chest so that he breasts spilled out again.

His eyes devoured her flesh with a hungry
lust. As he looked, she felt her nipples stiffening. The muscles of
her pussy clenched a little and she felt herself get wet. His body
called to hers, and her body responded.

Her gaze travelled down the rippling and
hair muscles of his form. Her eyes widened when she saw his
monstrous erection, long and heavy. The head of his cock was only a
few inches away from her face.

She knew what he wanted. She knew that she
wanted to give it to him, too.

Erica shifted onto her knees. She pulled off
the remains of her shirt and bra, discarding them on the floor. A
naughty smile touched her lips as she ran her hands slowly up her
hips and stomach. John watched, his mouth slightly parted. His cock
quivered a little.

Finally, her hands reached her breasts.
Stretching her fingers, she pinched and rolled her own nipples,
sucking her lower lip between her teeth and moaning a little. Then
she massaged her own breasts, pushing and squeezing them.

John whimpered a little.

Running her tongue over her full lips, she
gave him a smoky look. “You like these, my hard beast? You want
them?” She leaned forward, almost touching his cock with her tits,
and then pulled back. She was getting so hot and wet, she thought
he might come just from her panties rubbing against her pussy.

Suddenly, John growled. He reached down,
grabbed her shoulders, and pressed her back against the wall. He
thrust his hips forward, running the warm head of his dick against
her cleavage.

Erica pulled her tits apart a little,
letting the shaft of his cock slip between them. Then she pressed
them back together, enveloping his rod with the soft flesh of her
breasts. Precum, trickling from the tip of his dick, left shiny wet
smears on her skin.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you…” Erica
said, massaging his shaft with her tits.

John shuddered a little and whimpered. He
rocked his hips back and forth more quickly, trying to give her a
good titty-fucking. Erica lowered her head. The next time John’s
cock pushed up, she gave it a little lick. His precum was warm and
salty tasting.

This touch seemed to drive him wild. He
fucked her tits relentlessly, trying to press more and more of his
cock into her mouth with each thrust.

Without warning, Erica let go of her tits.
She lunged forward a little, grabbing John’s hot and throbbing cock
with both hands. She pressed her moist lips in a tight ring as far
down his shaft as she could take him.

John howled as she sucked, slowly pulling
her lips back to the ridge around the head of his cock and then
pressing them forward again. The skin of his dick pulled back and
forth as she moved up and down his length. She tongued the ridges
around the bottom of his tip, making him shudder and jerk.

Erica worked up as much spit as she could,
slathering it over the firm flesh of his shaft with each pass of
her lips. Before long, his cock glistened with her spit. Strings of
spit hung down, he was getting so soaked.

She tightened her grip with one hand around
the base of his shaft, and moved the other to cup his balls. She
stroked back and forth, massaging her spit farther down his length.
At the same time, she gave his balls little squeezes. When they
tightened up in her fingers, she knew to slow down a little. When
they relaxed, she moved the tight ring formed by her lips faster
down his pulsing shaft.

After she got him good and sopping, she
pulled her mouth all the way off of him. With the tip of her
tongue, she toyed with the little slit on his cock, making him jump
and yelp a little.

Still stroking him, she looked up into his
eyes.

“Are you going to take me with this big
cock? Are you going to shove this big piece of meat into my little
tight hole? I’ve got it all greased up with my spit now.”

His eyes narrowed at her, but she saw
understanding glint in them. He reached under her arms with his
powerful hands and pulled her to her feet as though she weight
nothing. Right away, she undid her hiking shorts and wriggled out
of them. Moving forward, she straddled his cock between her legs.
The top of his shaft rubbed back and forth along her wet slit as he
humped her. His cock was so long that she felt it poking out behind
her.

The friction felt amazing. She could feel
the warm and moist skin of his shaft rubbing against her clit,
sending shocks of pleasure through her and making her get wetter
and wetter. She needed him inside so badly. She’d never wanted
anything more than to feel the ridges of his monstrous cock rubbing
along the smooth, wet walls of her cunt.

John grabbed her roughly by the arms. He
lowered his snout down to her face and looked her right in the
eyes. A split second later, he threw her down to the floor (though,
she noticed, not hard enough to hurt her).

Erica had fallen on her stomach. She went up
on and her hands knees and slunk away from him, wiggling her ass in
the airs. The floor shook with his heavy steps as he chased after
her.

It took him only a few strides before he was
on top of her. His clawed fingers grasped her hips and yanked her
back towards him. The head of his cock pressed against her, but
didn’t go in. In his excitement, he couldn’t slow down long enough
to guide himself into her.

In a sudden moment of frustration, she
reached behind herself and grabbed his rock hard shaft. Gently, she
guided it up her slit until she felt the tip press against her
sopping opening. John growled behind her as he pushed the head of
his cock into her.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” Erica moaned over and
over again.

She could feel her pussy tightening up
around the massive girth of his cock even as it pushed deeper. It
parted the walls of her flesh, sending shivers up her body that
made her buck her hips back against him, hungry for more.

The tips of his claws bit into her flesh as
he urged her farther back along his shaft. The delicious mix of
pleasure and pain made her groan.

Before he could sink himself all the way
into the hot, tight space of her pussy she stopped him. Erica
pulled forward, relishing the way his flesh rubbed hers as they
pulled apart. She pushed back against him, taking in even more than
before.

Soon, she felt the tip of his dick bump
against the very back of her pussy. It was like he’d shocked her.
She moaned and shook, grinding her hips back against his, trying to
edge even more of him into her. No man had ever filled her up like
this before.

Erica gasped as her pussy clamped around
him, then released.

Looking back over her shoulder, she made an,
“Oooh…” noise. She pushed up onto her knees. Back arched, she
leaned farther still until her heard rested against his powerful
chest. She heard his heart beat, strong and quick.

Slowly, he wrapped his arms around her
chest, just below her breast. He pulled his hips back, making her
shudder as she felt the ridges around the head of his dick pull
right back until only the tight ring of her opening kept him
in.

Erica looked up into his bestial face, “Fuck
me hard. Shove that big cock back into me.” She rolled her hips a
little for emphasis.

Snarling, John rammed his cock back into
her. The first few thrusts, he stopped for a moment before the
next. He kept building speed, leaving the pauses between each less
and less until he pistoned in and out of her like some well-oiled
machine.

Erica reached back and grabbed his hips,
pulling him even harder forward on each thrust. She snarled herself
now. It felt so good, she couldn’t contain herself. They both
panted and moaned. Just listening to the wet noises he made sliding
into her made her want to come all over his hard dick.

His breathing had changed. The head of his
dick felt even bigger inside her, and the rest of his shaft had
gotten harder. He was going to come, going to fill her up with his
hot load.

She wanted it, she needed it. The only thing
better would be clenching up around him while he came.

“Yeah, fuck me hard. Come inside me, you
monster,” she said through clenched teeth.

She slammed her pussy down over his cock,
pulling his hips at the same time. She screamed. Her pussy clenched
up around him, the strong muscles milking up and down his length.
Then his rod jerked inside of her. He came so hard she felt it hit
the back of her pussy. He shot more and more into her clutching
pussy. She could feel it in there, all hot and wet.

Finally, covered in sweat and shaking, she
fell forward onto her hands. Once John started getting soft, he
pulled out of her. His chest expanded and his shoulders rose and
fell with the huge gulps of air he breathed in. She rolled onto her
side and looked up at him. He regarded her for a moment.

The next moment, he leapt over her and ran
through the ruins of the door. Moments later, a piercing howl split
the air. He was already so far away.

Erica crawled over to the small cot and
snuggled beneath the covers. They smelled like John had, before he
turned. It wasn’t long before she fell into a deep and dreamless
sleep.

When she awoke, sunlight streamed in through
the window. From outside, she heard the crackle of fire and the
delicious smell of cooking meat wafted into the cabin.

Wrapping the blanket around herself, she
stood up and winced. She probably had some nice bruises and
scratches, but they were worth it. She smiled as she stepped
through the door. John squatted in front of the fire, wearing a
pair of shorts and nothing else. He was tending to the haunch of
meat that he slowly turned on its spit over the fire. When he heard
her, he turned around.

“About last night… Look…” John began.

“It was good,” Erica said, squatting down
beside him, “Very good. Tell me, does that happen every full
moon?”

He poked at the fire, and then replied, “No.
I’ve been able to control it. Seeing you made me lose control. The
beast took over. I had to have you. I hope you’re not hurt?”

Smiling, she put her hand on his bare
shoulder. “No, don’t. It was amazing.”

They sat for a while. Sometime later, he cut
off long strips of meat for the both of them.

Erica looked at him. “John?”

“Yeah?”

“Can we do it again tonight?”




 Hunger for the Werewolf

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Umm...”
Andrea moaned.



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She choked off
a scream.

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

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

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

Then it
chanced to look at the TV.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She
waited.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ah!” Andrea
yelped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What am I
going to do with you?”

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

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

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

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




 Caught by the Werewolf

 


Elaine reached
to change the song on her MP3 player. She had it in a holster on
her arm for ease of use during these nighttime jogs. A glance at
her sports watch said she’d already completed two miles.

“Three more to
go,” she said between breaths.

She thought
back to the other jogger she’d passed a few minutes prior. She
wondered if he’d turned around to get a look at her ass in her
Spandex jogging shorts. Guys seemed to look at her now that she was
trim and toned.

Many of the
streetlights were out on this stretch, but that was fine. She could
see everything clearly in the light of the full moon.

Elaine looked
up as she jogged. The moon seemed to stare right back down at her.
It had always seemed so mysterious, with all the myths people had
made up around it.

When the path
into the park came up, she detoured down it. Normally, she stuck to
the road, but she thought that the park would look beautiful all
empty and moonlit.

Elaine wasn’t
disappointed. She actually slowed down and turned her music off so
that she could better appreciate the sights and sounds around her.
Everything seemed black and white, like some old movie. Tree
branches swayed gently in the cool night breeze. The sweet smell of
flowers wafted through the air.

Down by the
lake she took a breather. Pulling her ear buds out, Elaine settled
down on the hard wood of a bench. The water gurgled and undulated
like a long, shiny sheet. Looking out over the lake, she realized
just how much nicer this place was with nobody and nothing
around.

Just as
she was being lulled by the lapping water, the sound of jogging
feet snapped her out of it. She turned around, twisting on the
bench. That same jogger from before was running down the same path
she’d taken. He’d been running the other way before, so he must
have turned around. Must have really liked what he saw, Elaine thought. He saw her looking, smiled, and
started towards the bench.

“Damn it,”
Elaine whispered. She really didn’t want to talk to him. He wasn’t
even good looking.

Her annoyance
grew when he wordlessly sat down beside her. He was panting, and it
took him a few moments before he could gather enough breath to
talk.

“Nice night
for a jog, don’t you think?”

Elaine rolled
her eyes. He was ugly and unoriginal. Not a good combination.

“Yes. It
really is nice to do something alone.” She shot him a look to
further stress the final word, hoping he’d take the hint and go
away.

He didn’t.

“I’m Jeff,” he
said, holding out one hand.

Elaine gave it
a perfunctory shake. He held on a moment too long, and kept trying
to look into her eyes.

“Look, I
normally don’t talk to girls like this, but you seem so nice. Do
you think maybe we could –“

Elaine held up
her hand, silencing him. “Look, Jeff, thanks, but no thanks. Okay?
I don’t like being approached by strange men, especially when I’m
alone at night.”

That did it. A
look of shock etched itself across his face. He held up his hands,
trying to say he wasn’t like that. Elaine ignored him. After
another moment, he stood up and practically sprinted away deeper
into the park.

She tried to
get back into the mood she’d been in before, looking across the
water, but he’d ruined it. With a heavy sigh, she plugged her ear
buds back in and jogged farther into the park as well. He was
running so fast, she knew she was unlikely to see him again. She
wasn’t going to let him take the whole damn place for himself.

The narrow
path curved through dense trees that nearly blocked out all the
light. It was kind of creepy. Elaine suddenly felt unreasonably
scared. She picked up the pace, trying to get through more
quickly.

That was when
she heard the scream, so loud that it drowned out her music. It was
long and filled with pain. And right in front of her. She turned
off the MP3 player. Rounding the next curve, she stopped, only just
managing to choke off her own scream.

Jeff was lying
on the ground in the light from a lamp. There was a pool of dark
blood on the ground from his throat, which was just gone. Hunched
over his body was a large, furry form, like some horrible mix of
wolf and man.

Clapping her
hands over her mouth, Elaine whispered, “Oh my God!”

It noticed,
turning around. It had a long snout, and its eyes glinted in the
light.

The werewolf
growled, revealing long, bloody fangs. Elaine screamed. She spun
and sprinted back down the path, fuelled by fear. She looked over
her shoulder. It was loping along right behind her.

It lunged,
lashing out with one clawed hand. The claw caught in the neck of
her shirt, tearing it clean right down her back. Its next attack
caught the waistband of her Spandex shorts. She felt the tight
material suddenly become loose around her thighs. The cool air of
the night rushed across her bare ass.

Looking back
like she was, she never saw the stick on the ground. It caught up
between her ankles, sending her sprawling to the ground. The dirt
scratched her outstretched hands and rubbed her knees raw.

“No, no,
no...” Elaine muttered, crawling forward.

She looked
back again, screaming. The werewolf stood over her on its hind
legs, looking down upon her body. Elaine scrunched her eyes shut,
awaiting the crushing jaws around her own neck. They never came.
She opened her eyes again. The monster still stood over her, but
now it sported a huge erection between its legs, hanging heavily in
the air. At the sight, she felt her pussy get involuntarily wet,
and she suddenly felt very warm between the legs.

If she was
going to die, she at least wanted to fuck one more time.

Slowly, she
raised her ass higher and higher into the air. As she did, the
werewolf reached down and raked the claws of one hand along the
bared skin of her back. Elaine sucked in a breath through her
teeth. The scratches felt like long lines of fire in her flesh.

Moving up a
little more, her ass bumped into the hot flesh of the beast’s rod.
It rocked its hips, rubbing the bottom of its shaft over one of her
ass cheeks. Elaine wriggled her own hips. Its heavy cock slid into
the cleft between her cheeks. Squeezing the strong muscles
together, she bobbed back and forth a bit. The skin on its dick
pulled back and forth, and it responded by speeding up its own
rubbing.

Its hot,
throbbing meat brushed back and forth across the sensitive pucker
of Elaine’s asshole. She shivered a little at the tingles it sent
through her. The walls of her pussy clenched a little as she got
wetter.

“Umm...”
Elaine moaned. She opened her mouth a little and ran the tip of her
tongue over her full lips, making them shine in the light of the
moon. The noise of her moan touched something in the monster. Its
cock jerked a little between her cheeks and a big glob of precum
leaked from the tip of its cock, glistening like her lips. Elaine
watched as it trailed down the head of its cock. She arched her ass
up a little higher, letting the stuff drip down into her crack. She
rubbed back and forth slowly a few times, lettings the liquid lube
up their flesh. Its dick slid back and forth more easily and
quickly now.

Elaine
wondered if any of it managed to make its way to her cunt.

“Oh fuck,”
Elaine said. It wasn’t a matter of survival anymore, she realized;
she actually wanted to feel the werewolf’s massive meat pounding
her small, tight pussy. She wanted it to cram every throbbing inch
in until its balls slapped against her clit. Elaine reached down
her stomach, through the loose remains of her shorts, and ran her
fingers along her slit imagining what it would feel like to have
such a big cock inside of her. She pulled her fingers away all wet
with her juices at the thought.

Such a huge
cock was going to need more than a little bit of precum to lube it
up.

Leaning back
into a crouching position, Elaine scooted around so that the
werewolf was in front of her. Its shoulders rose up and down with
its breathing as it stared down at her. It reached down and wrapped
its powerful fingers around her neck. It didn’t squeeze though. She
could feel the points of each claw pressed lightly to her
flesh.

Not daring to
break eye contact, Elaine reached out. She grabbed the head of the
monster’s cock. Her pinkie finger and thumb rested against the
large ridge around the head. Slowly at first, she spread more
precum around the tip with the pad of her index finger. The beast’s
whole body shook and jerked as she moved her finger more quickly.
Its clawed hand gripped and loosened around her neck with each
revolution she made around the taut, wet head of its dick.

She leaned
forward. It held her still for a moment, then let her move. Pulling
its cock to one side, she parted her moistened lips and let them
slide down the side of its shaft. Its skin felt smooth and warm on
her lips. When she reached the base, she started back the other
way. This time, she stuck the tip of her tongue out between her
lips, letting it leave a shining trail of saliva as she worked her
way toward the head.

Letting her
tongue run along the large ridges around the head, she switched her
grip and moved down the other side. A fresh drop of precum squeezed
out of its cock as she worked her way back up toward the top. This
time, the werewolf shifted its hips, trying to move its cock so
that it would press into her hot little mouth.

When she
reached the top, instead of gobbling down as much of its shaft as
she could fit, Elaine pulled its dick up and pressed it against the
monster’s furry stomach.

Elaine worked
up some spit, then ran her tongue up along the bottom of its shaft.
She shifted her hand from its head so that it ran down along the
top of its meat. Its dick really was heavy, pressing now entirely
against her tongue with no support from her fingers in holding it
up.

Reaching the
tip again, she let it rest on the wet surface of her tongue for a
moment. When the beast growled down at her, she got a good grip
around the base of its shaft and pressed her lips around the
head.

It barely fit
in her mouth. She ran her lips and tongue back and forth along the
sensitive and taut flesh of the head, jerking with her hand and
also licking at the little slit at the tip on each stroke.

Reaching up
with her other hand, she grabbed onto its balls and gave them a
light squeeze on each stroke, too. More and more precum dribbled
onto her tongue. She swallowed it all, savoring the salty
taste.

Her own drool
dribbled along its shaft, hanging down in shiny strings at
different points.

Having her
tight lips straining around its meat was so hot. She stroked up and
down, trying to make it get harder, trying to ease just a little
bit more of its length into her tiny space. Her legs began
trembling beneath her. Not from strain, but desire.

With a snarl,
the werewolf released her neck. It shoved at her shoulders, making
her topple onto her back. Now, it fell to its knees. Grasping the
remains of her shorts, it tore them from her body, leaving her
completely naked from the waist down. The hair of her pussy was
neatly trimmed, and her slit glistened a little in the moonlight
from its wetness.

Elaine grabbed
her jogging shirt and pulled it off, exposing the stiff nipples of
her perky tits.

The werewolf
grabbed her behind each knee and then pressed them up to her chest.
Then it leaned down over her pussy.

“Fuck!” Elaine
screamed as its tongue lapped out over her slit, licking at her
wetness.

It licked away
at her, making wet, sloppy noises. Elaine’s hips bucked up and down
each time its tongue ran over her clit. Once, its tongue slipped
into her. No one had ever licked her that deeply before. It had
made her so sopping wet that she felt their mixed juices run down
her ass. Every fibre in her body felt electrified. It felt so good
that she couldn’t even moan, instead baring her teeth in a
snarl.

The beast
stopped. It leaned back a little. She looked up at it. Its muzzle
was all wet from licking her pussy clean. She couldn’t take it
anymore.

“Fuck me! Cram
that huge cock into my pussy!”

Arching, it
shoved its heavy rod forward. The head bumped into her pussy,
sliding down her sopping slit until it pressed slightly into her
waiting opening.

Gasping,
Elaine felt the tight ring tighten up around its cock. She bucked
her hips up, her pussy swallowing the entire head and part of the
shaft. Lowering her hips, she moaned and shook as the tall ridges
around the head rubbed down the lubed walls of her snatched, Wet as
she was, the friction was still incredible.

Elaine wrapped
her arms around her thighs, just below were the best gripped the
backs of her knees in its hands. She squeezed her knees together.
Using her back and arms, she ran her tight pussy up and down the
huge cock pushing into her.

The werewolf
let her do that, choosing to watch her wet lips massage up and down
its length.

“Oh!” Elaine
gasped. She stopped moving as she felt her walls tense up around
its cock.

Now that she
stopped, the werewolf decided to begin fucking her. It used its
weight and strength to inch its sopping shaft deeper into her tight
pussy. Her walls, trying to clench even tighter, parted as it
forced the head farther into her. She was so tight around it that
little sparks of pain shot up her body along with the warm tingles
of pleasure.

Elaine
squealed as it kept pushing forward. With her knees pulled back, it
didn’t take long until she felt its cock bump against the very back
of her slick pussy. When it did, it pulled its cock part way out
and then slowly ran it back into her. It seemed to notice her
little gasps and squeals of pain, so it stopped pushing all the way
in.

She wished she
could see it fucking her. The lips of her pussy probably pulled out
around it like a tight little sock each time it moved back for
another thrust. Her clit would be standing straight out, just
begging to be rubbed or licked. Its long, smooth thrusts let her
feel each bump and ridge along its shaft. Her pussy probably left
it wet and shining as it made her get wetter and wetter each time
it bumped back into her.

Looking up
into its face, she saw its eyes narrowed in concentration as it
stared down, watching itself slide in and out of her. Its lips were
pulled back, and it let out a little growl with each push.

Slowly at
first, as she got wetter around it, the beast picked up speed, Each
push rubbed past the little ridges of her g-spot. As it went faster
and faster, Elaine’s breathed more quickly.

She squeezed
her eyes shut. “Yes... Yes...” She said.

She pulled
back on her thighs, changing the angle a little so that its rubbing
electrified her.

It was going
to make her come. She sucked in her lower lip and bit down on it
until it hurt. She started rocking her hips back and forth again.
She looked up at it again.

“Fucking come
in me,” she said through clenched teeth, her lips pouting out in a
circle, “Shoot your load into my tight pussy, nice and hot and
wet...”

She couldn’t
say anymore. She started coming all over its cock. She felt her
pussy get even wetter. The werewolf’s fucking made sucking noises
as her pussy climaxed around its huge girth, gripping and loosening
up and down its shaft.

Then it
stopped moving. It snarled as she felt its dick pulse with little
jerks, sending its come deep into the back of her pussy. She was
hungry for it, she wanted more and more. Its fingers squeezed
painfully around her knees.

Before it
finished, it pulled its cock out. Strings of hot jizz shot onto her
thighs and ass as more dribbled out of her cunt down her ass. She
felt empty without it in her.

It stood over
her again, looking down with its baleful, shining eyes. Elaine
shuddered under that stare. She’d been so caught up in their
fucking that she had pushed the reason it had started to the back
of her mind.

Was this the
end then? Would it sink its fangs into the soft flesh of her throat
and taste her hot blood?

Lowering
her aching legs down onto the cool ground, she tried to relax. She
was exhausted, and running would just prolong the
inevitable. Just make it quick, Elaine thought.

The monster
crouched down over her. She could smell her juices the hot breath
that washed over her. With their faces this close, looking into its
eyes she thought she saw a small glimmer of humanity, something to
set it apart from any other wild thing.

Slowly, while
looking into her eyes, its jaw opened. It cocked it head to one
side, lowering its open mouth over her throat. The tips of its
fangs brushed her flesh. They pressed down against her, making her
gasp. She closed her eyes, waiting for the crushing, tearing
force.

The tips of
the fangs left her neck. She couldn’t feel the heat of its breath
anymore.

Opening her
eyes, she gasped again. The monster was gone. She sat up, looking
around. There was no sign of it anywhere.

Gathering up
the remains of her clothes and tying them up around her body to
cover it up as best she could, ran off toward the street and
safety. She knew she’d never forget her night of passion under the
light of the full moon.
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