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Jordan
pressed the button on his watch that lit up the hands. Letting out
a frustrated sigh, he peered out the car window into the dense
trees. It was fully dark now, so he mostly just saw the silhouettes
of the thick trunks, and the skeletal fingers of the
branches.

He’d been
on his way home from camping with Henry, who’d been Jordan’s father’s closest friend
for as long as Jordan could remember. The trip had been a reward
for finishing his first year of college. Jordan could still see the
look of pain and terror that had etched Henry’s face when the moon
had shown its face over the treetops. He’d slammed the brakes,
thrown the car into park, and ran off into the woods, tearing at
his clothes.

Sitting in the
car, Jordan had been so surprised that he’d just watched.

That was half
an hour ago. He looked at his cell again.

“Damn
it,” he said. There had been a weak signal, but the bar vanished
when he started dialling.

Balling his
hands in fists, he brought them down on the dash.

“What a
perfect weekend!” Being abandoned wasn’t the only reason he was
frustrated. At school this past year, he’d finally admitted to
himself that he was gay, and that he found Henry
attractive.

He’d come
within an inch of admitting that on their last night camping.

Jordan
shifted in his seat. Thinking about Henry made him get hard. His
cock was practically screaming to be let out of his
pants.

Reaching into
his underwear, he was just going to make himself more comfortable.
Before he knew it, he’d unzipped his pants and pulled his
stiffening shaft out.

Hesitating, he looked around. I’m alone here, Jordan thought, why not pass the time until another car
drives by?

Trying to
remember the way Henry’s muscular back had looked as he tore his
shirt off and ran to the trees, Jordan stroked himself to full
hardness. At first, he thought of fucking Henry in the ass;
however, he found his fantasy to shift to being pounded in the ass
by Henry instead. He was still an anal virgin. Jordan grabbed the
lever near the floor and reclined his seat.

He had to
reach out and grab the armrest as his fantasy began to overwhelm
him. He imagined how big Henry would feel inside him. He pretended that it was Henry
stroking him while pounding him in the ass, reaching around their
writhing bodies to grasp his member and jerk it in his tight
grip.

“Oh, Henry…”
Jordan breathed.

An awful howl
popped his fantasy like a balloon and he was back in the passenger
seat of the car, cock in hand. He tried to look out the windows,
but they were all steamed up from his heat.

From outside he
could hear snuffling, and the click of what might have been claws
as something large stalked around the car.

Jordan
released the death grip
he had on his shaft. Trying to not make any noise, he wiped at the
condensation on the window, making a small hole to peer through. He
did his best not to breathe as he inched his eye closer to this
small window to the outside world.

He could just
make out the trees past the narrow shoulder of the road. The
snuffling noises had stopped, replaced by an air of electrified
tension that made the hairs on the back of Jordan’s neck stand.
Strangely, he still felt a strong urge to touch himself, as though
his body thought that the tension in the air was sexual.

A horrible
yellow eye peered back through the circular window he’d made.
Jordan screamed, throwing himself back.

This enraged
the thing outside, which smashed a fist through the window, sending
glass all over the interior.

“Get away!”
Jordan said, lying on the driver’s seat and kicking.

The head that
poked in through the window was bestial, with a long and wolfish
snout. The monster reached its long, clawed hands in for him.

Fumbling
around, Jordan got the driver’s door unlatched. He tumbled through
to the outside, pushing himself to his feet and dashing for the
woods.

“Henry!”
Jordan yelled, wanting the feeling of safety he knew being with
Henry would bring.

Jordan stopped
short. Standing in front of him, shoulders heaving, white fangs
showing in a snarl, was the monster. It stood on its hind legs, and
was thick with muscle. There were the shredded and torn remains of
clothes on its body. Jordan recoiled in horror.

He recognized
that shirt.

“Henry?”
Jordan said as the werewolf advanced on him.

With that, the
werewolf stopped. His eyes narrowed as he considered Jordan,
looking him up and down in the light of the full moon. His eyes
stopped their examination when they saw Jordan’s semi-hard cock
hanging out of his pants. In Jordan’s fright, he’d forgotten to
tuck it back in.

Unable to
help it, Jordan felt himself start to get hard again. The monster
he knew was Henry was
looking with interest at his youthful cock. His mind knew that
Henry was a monster, but all his body knew is that it was getting
the sort of attention that it wanted.

“Don’t hurt
me,” Jordan said, taking a cautious step forward, “Please. I know
you’re in there. Don’t you love me, still? I love you.”

Jordan had to
stop as he shuddered. Saying those words made his hard cock quiver,
and a dollop of clear precum glinted on the tip of his rod.

The
werewolf’s eyes widened as he took this erotic sight in. As Jordan
watched, the front of Henry’s tattered pants bulged out. With a tearing noise,
his monster cock pushed through the fabric. His long and thick cock
trembled in the cool air of the night. It was covered in bulging
veins, and the head was so large that Jordan wasn’t certain he
could take it in his mouth.

But he still
wanted to try.

He had no
more time to think. Henry howled at the sky and leapt at him. Jordan smacked
his head off the ground as he fell. Henry dug his claws into his
flesh and then tore long rents in his clothes.

Their
faces were so close together that, had Henry been a human, Jordan
could have kissed him. As it was, his whole body was rigid from
pain. There was one feeling that cut through the hurt, though.
Jordan could feel his dick pressed against the hot shaft of Henry’s
cock. Jordan groaned as he felt himself stiffen, releasing a steady
trickle of precum that let their shafts slide against each
other.

Henry opened his
jaws wide, ready to tear out Jordan’s throat with a single bite. He
stopped as his stepson began moving his shaft on his. Jordan moaned
at the electric sensation.

With an
enraged roar, Henry shoved himself up onto his knees so that he
straddled his stepson’s thighs. He grabbed Jordan by the shoulders
and slammed him off the ground and few more times, but this only
served to rub their cocks together even more. Raising one clawed
hand, he backhanded Jordan across the face hard enough for him to
black out for a moment.

“I… I
need you Henry,” Jordan murmured.

Jordan
winced as Henry reached with both big hands to grab his throat.
Instead, they grabbed the neck of his shirt. With a single mighty
wrench, he tore Jordan’s shirt in half to reveal his muscled torso.
Jordan breathed quickly as Henry again drank in his body with his
feral eyes. He felt Henry’s cock throb against his.

Henry began
thrusting his hips, increasing the friction of their cocks. Both of
their shafts were now well-lubed with all the precum they’d
leaked.

It was
clear that Henry fought an inner battle. The instinct to fulfill
his carnal desires battled with the need to kill. His hands
twitching, the werewolf grabbed both their shafts and tried to
slide them against each other more. His grip on Jordan’s rod was so
tight that it hurt.

Jordan
used the palm of one hand to rub over the head of Henry’s dick. The
precum soaked his hand. Every revolution around the taut flesh made
the werewolf shiver.

When Jordan
licked all the salty precum off his hand, his own shaft
stiffened.

Then
Henry began choking him. His long fingers wrapped around Jordan’s
throat and he squeezed. At the same time, he started roughly
jerking Jordan’s cock, stretching the skin of his shaft down until
it hurt.

Jordan’s
whole body began to tingle as the lack of air set in. His vision
began tunnelling until all he could see was Henry’s monstrous face. Just before he was
going to black out, the iron fingers blocking his windpipe relaxed
and he took a shuddering breath.

He felt
euphoric, like it was all a dream.

The
werewolf’s hips thrust more and more urgently as they rubbed cocks.
It wasn’t enough to satisfy him. Henry snarled, grabbed him under
the arms, and threw him like a ragdoll.

Jordan rolled
on the ground and he felt a shock of pain as his back hit a tree
trunk. He sat up against it, still trying to catch his breath from
the choking.

But Henry
was giving him no respite. Standing over him, his heavy cock so
slick with precum that it practically shone in the moonlight, he
grabbed Jordan’s head.

Jordan
could barely keep up with the beast’s ferocity. The huge cock
bashed into his mouth, the head so big that Jordan felt his jaw
creak. Tears formed in his eyes as Henry tried to jam more of his
shaft into the warmth and wetness between Jordan’s lips.

Almost
gagging on the girth, Jordan began jerking himself even as he tried
to take more of the cock. The werewolf’s member was so hot and hard
in the soft flesh of his mouth. Jordan got a feeling of excitement
that arced through his chest and stomach when he felt Henry’s
member throb and pulse against his tongue. He jerked himself until
he felt his balls begin to tighten, then let off for a bit. He felt
like he was always right on the verge of coming. He knew it was
going to be a big load, too, since he hadn’t had the chance to do
anything over the past few days.

This made
him wonder how big Henry’s load would be. He thought about how hot
it would feel to have that cum inside him and almost came
himself.

Then the
werewolf began skullfucking him, clearly not happy enough with how
slowly he was getting sucked. He pulled his cock back through
Jordan’s stretched lips and rammed it back, stopped only by the
back of Jordan’s throat. Jordan had to grab Henry’s cock midway
down his shaft so that his hand acted as a stopper. He didn’t think
he could deepthroat the entire length.

Soon,
Jordan felt tears run down his cheeks. Henry’s cock was so big that
Jordan just couldn’t open his mouth wide enough to keep his teeth
away. So each push he felt his teeth run over the top and bottom of
the werewolf’s member. If anything, this seemed to make Henry’s rod
even harder in him.

 

Henry fucked his
face so hard that Jordan felt the back of his head hit the tree
behind him a few times. He had every muscle in his body as rigid as
he could make them, and still the beast’s strength overpowered
him.

So much
spit covered Henry’s cock. Jordan watched as strings of it dripped
down toward the ground and thought about what a horrible waste of
lube it was. His gag reflex seemed to be pretty much gone now,
Henry’s member entering his throat with each powerful
thrust.

Instead
of trying to hold the monster back, Jordan used his hand to stroke
the shaft. His fingers picked up the spit and spread it all the way
down to the balls. It also milked more precum out of Henry. Jordan
swallowed this as quickly as it came out.

The
werewolf’s cock suddenly got very stiff in his mouth, and even in
the darkness Jordan could see Henry’s balls tighten up.

Grunting,
the beast pulled his cock out of Jordan’s mouth. Jordan could feel
the hot member pulsing in his hand. He didn’t want the monster to
come yet. Sliding his fingers all the way to the bottom of the
shaft, he squeezed his fingers in as tight a ring as he could make
them around Henry’s cock. Over a few tense moments, the beast
relaxed a little. Jordan had stopped stroking his own cock as well.
He’d been so turned on by the thought of getting Henry’s sticky
load that he almost came.

Looking
up into Henry’s face, Jordan grabbed his monster cock with both
hands and began running his fingers up and down the slick surface.
The werewolf grabbed the tree trunk behind Jordan, and he heard his
claws digging into the bark.

“I don’t know
if you understand,” Jordan said, “But I’ve wanted this for so
long.”

The
werewolf’s eyes narrowed and his lips pulled back. He ripped the
bark off the tree, making a cracking noise that startled
Jordan.

Before
Jordan knew what was happening, Henry wrenched him to his feet.
Spinning him, the werewolf shoved him roughly against the tree
trunk. Jordan winced as he felt the shattered bark cutting at his
skin.

He barely
had time to spread his legs before he felt the wet head of Henry’s
cock shove between his ass cheeks, seeking his tight little
asshole.

Wrapping
his arms as far around the tree as they would go, Jordan held on
for dear life. His face contorted into its own snarl when he felt
Henry enter him. Immediately, his asshole stretched more than ever
before. Jordan sucked in a breath, yelping and whimpering as the
werewolf put more and more force into inching his cock through
Jordan’s tight ring.

“It’s so
fucking big…” Jordan moaned as pain flashed through his body.

He screamed
when the werewolf grabbed his hips and pulled backwards. He felt
the entirety of the head enter his asshole.

Still
wincing, Jordan looked over his shoulder and down his arched back.
Henry’s cock still glistened with spit and precum. All the veins on
it had bulged out even more in its strain to push into him. The
skin had bunched into wrinkles at the base of the shaft, pushed
back by his tightness.

With the head
fully in, it was like the gate had been opened. At least half his
shaft slid smoothly into Jordan’s ass, the skin still wrinkled and
bunched, but not as much.

Putting one
hand between Jordan’s shoulder blades, the werewolf pressed him
more firmly against the tree. The tips of his claws dug into
Jordan’s flesh, and he felt his asshole tighten around the big
shaft filling it.

Henry pulled his
cock out a bit and then shoved forward, making Jordan yelp. His
arms squeezed the tree tightly as the pounding started. His ass
gripped Henry’s member like a glove, and he watched eagerly over
his shoulder. Just seeing how tight he was, and how that must feel
so good for Henry, made his own cock stiffen.

The
werewolf panted as his fucking grew more heated. Each thrust
pressed Jordan’s face and chest painfully against the sharp bark,
but he was barely aware of it. Only a few minutes in, his ass had
managed to take almost all of the huge cock ramming it. Jordan
desperately wanted to feel Henry go balls-deep into him, to feel
his balls slap against the back of his thighs.

“Fuck me,
Henry,” Jordan said through clenched teeth. He rammed back against
the werewolf’s next thrust, making the beast grunt.

That did
it. He felt and heard Henry’s balls slap off his thighs. He
couldn’t believe how full he felt. It still hurt, and he knew he
wouldn’t be able to walk straight for a long time after, but
pleasuring Henry was worth that to him.

Jordan
felt Henry’s other hand slither around his waist. Those strong
fingers grabbed Jordan’s straining cock and pulled back on the skin
until it hurt again. Now, with each thrust, Henry fucked him and he
fucked Henry’s tight fingers. Jordan could feel his own heartbeat
throb in his cock. That euphoric feeling stole over him again as he
realized that this was what he’d been fantasizing about
earlier.

Despite
the roughness and the pain, he felt happy. He wanted Henry to feel
happy, too. Renewing his efforts, he slammed his tight asshole down
around the werewolf’s cock as hard and fast as he could
manage.

He felt his own
balls tighten up. The werewolf must have felt his cock stiffen in
his hand, because now he jerked Jordan fast.

“Oh,
God!” Jordan yelled as
he came. His load blasted the tree he was holding onto, splashing
out onto it in long spurts of hot, sticky cum. His whole body shook
with each new spurt, as his nerves went wild as the werewolf
continued jerking him. Jordan longed to lean back against Henry’s
furry chest, but he was still pinned against the tree.

The next
time Jordan slammed his ass back against the werewolf’s cock, Henry
came in him. It was a huge load, and it splashed so hard inside
Jordan’s asshole that he jumped a little each time. The werewolf’s
claws dug into his back hard enough to make him bleed, and he felt
hot trickles of blood move down his skin.

The
monster finished coming. He pulled his cock out and threw Jordan to
the ground. Jordan rolled to his knees, and grabbed Henry’s
still-hard shaft. He knew how sensitive a cock was just after
coming. He didn’t even care that it had just been inside his body.
He put the head back in his mouth, letting his tongue tickle the
flesh.

Henry moaned,
his whole body twitching with each flick of Jordan’s
tongue.

Jordan
finished cleaning off all the cum just as the cock began softening
in his mouth. He sat back on his haunches. He smiled up at Henry.
Snarling again, the monster lashed out, shoving Jordan to the
ground. He leapt over Jordan’s body and bounded off into the
woods.

Jordan lay on
his back for a while, letting the night air cool his tortured and
heated body. Everything seemed to hurt, and he bled from a dozen or
more scrapes and punctures. His cheek felt raw from where it had
pressed against the tree.

It took
him over an hour of crawling and stumbling around in the dark woods
before he found his way back to the car. He pulled the small first
aid kit out of the glove box and began sanitizing as many of his
wounds as he could reach. It wasn’t long before exhaustion overtook
him, however, and he soon found himself drifting into an uneasy
sleep in the reclined passenger seat. Before losing consciousness,
he wondered what the morning would bring.
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