
        
            
                
            
        

    
Running with the Pack – Hazing

Jenni Ambrose


Every month in the full moon, a small town in the north-west United States played home to a small pack of werewolves who would meet without fail, drawn together by their ravenous sexual appetite, and satisfy their needs for one night, before returning to their human forms for another four weeks.

Drew was an ordinary man, living in the ordinary town, living his ordinary life. He did, however, have an extraordinary interest in the werewolf mythology surrounding the town, and would frequently sit on his porch at night in the full moon, hoping that he would encounter one of the beasts, and be able to join their ranks, living out his dream of having the sexual power of a werewolf coursing through his veins. He knew that this was the only way to truly satisfy his sexual needs, and formulated a plan one summer evening to this end.

Drew knew that in order to maintain their secrecy, the werewolves had to meet somewhere secluded. The forest at the foot of the mountains nearby would be the perfect place, so at the next full moon, he drove as close as he could, then hiked through the forest as the sun set. 

Walking silently through the trees lit in the ghostly light of the moon, Drew listened intently until, at last, he heard a sound that sent chills down his spine, the reality of living out his dream coming closer to fruition. In the distance, a loud howl echoed through the forest, and was soon answered by other piercing howls nearby. The werewolves were converging on each other, and Drew was bearing down on them as fast as his legs could carry him.

Gulping the cool night air into his lungs, Drew continued to run towards where the first howl had originated, another cry ringing out through the night, and he knew he was close. Ahead of him he saw a clearing, the grass shining brightly in the moonlight, and in the centre stood four hulking werewolves, poised on their hind legs, their muscular bodies pressed against one another, their ritual just beginning.

Drawn like a moth to a flame, Drew walked silently towards the pack, stopping mere meters before them, when one of the wolves quickly sniffed the air and turned to face him, his focus on his lovers broken by the scent of the human intruder.

With a grunt he alerted the rest of the pack, who quickly surrounded the small figure of Drew, snarling and growling, preparing to attack.

“You made a mistake coming here human...we can't afford to have knowledge of this place to spread amongst your kind. If you have any words, now is the time.”

Drew felt a brief wave of fear come across him before his resolve returned, lowering himself to his knees and speaking to the wolf who had threatened him, “Allow me to explain why I came here. I may only be a human, but I wish to become one of you. I have searched for your kind in the hopes that I could be given the gift of your transformation, and share the sexual pleasures you all experience. I give myself over to the pack, I am at your mercy.”

The four werewolves paused, looking at each other, softly growling, their fangs glinting in the moonlight. The first werewolf spoke again, seemingly the leader of the pack, “Very well, human. We have not added to our number in some time, but perhaps tonight we will have a new wolf in the pack. My name is Zeus, and I am the alpha of this group. Should you be accepted as one of us, you will bow to my leadership, and I shall be free to dominate you as I desire. You must pass a series of trials to be given the gift of transformation. In these trials, you must satisfy each of us sexually, each task requiring more effort than the last, but the reward will be worth it. If you fail, your life will be forfeit.”

Nodding eagerly, Drew silently accepted the challenge, his arousal building in anticipation of being forced to satisfy the pack of werewolves sexually, servicing their cocks and taking their cum. A voice behind him spoke.

“Your task will be easy. I am Apollo, and you must bring me to climax using your hands. Enjoy this task, because what follows will be much more challenging, human.”

Apollo strode towards Drew, who turned to face the approaching werewolf, remaining on his knees on the ground. As he walked, Apollo's cock hardened, being fully erect as a stood inches in front of Drew, his huge dick standing to attention in Drew's face.

Drew admired the erotic form of the werewolf's dick. It was at least fourteen inches long, and thicker than his arm. The shaft was smooth and pink, the head bulging out at the end of the rod, thicker again than the rest of the cock, and at the very tip, a bead of precum had already formed, shining in the moonlight, inviting Drew to taste it, but he knew that he was to use his hands for now, not his mouth, despite the fact that it was watering with desire to taste the salty pearl before him.

Reaching out with trembling hands, Drew gripped Apollo's hard cock tentatively, slowly stroking it up and down, quickly losing himself in his own horniness, speeding up until his hands jerked as hard and fast as he could move them. Apollo groaned and grunted, “Yes...oh yeah...faster, stroke faster, oh fuck,” the response he was getting turning Drew on, his own dick straining hard against his jeans, a wet patch forming as his precum began to leak out.

The hard rod in Drew's hands twitched and pulsed, the veins swelling in front of his fixed gaze as he listened intently to Apollo's breathing become deeper and harder, knowing that the wolf's orgasm was approaching he started to speak, “Give me your cum, cover my face in your hot wolf juice, I need it, I want to taste it, squirt it all over me, cum on me master, please cum on your servant.”

Out of the side of his vision, Drew saw that the other wolves were all erect, sitting back on the ground, masturbating at the sight of him giving Apollo a handjob. Knowing that they were pleased with his performance, he turned back to Apollo and redoubled his efforts, giving it his all as his arms began to burn with the effort of stimulating the huge rod. In a matter of seconds, Apollo's entire body stiffened, his breathing coming to a stop as his cock pulsed powerfully in Drew's hands. With a snarl, Apollo sent the first shot of cum at Drew, following it with rope after thick rope of semen covering his clothes and face, Drew holding his mouth open, catching as much as possible, the taste filling his body with arousal, adrenaline rushing through his veins, his cock nearly exploding in his pants as he swallowed as much as he could, the rest coating his body as it continued to flow from Apollo.

Drew slowed the pace as Apollo's pulsations subsided, globs of semen still coming out of his cock, flowing down onto the ground as his balls were fully emptied. With a drawn out sigh, Apollo collapsed backwards onto the ground, his mind still reeling from the force of his orgasm. The other wolves stood, amazed, staring at Drew's accomplishment. Not only had he made Apollo cum in such a short time using only his hands, he had made him produce enough cum to utterly drench everything in sight. The three remaining wolves couldn't wait to have their turn with the human, and another of the pack stepped forward, speaking with a much less condescending tone than the two before him.

“My name is Poseidon. I was given that name because of the amount of cum I can shoot, but I'm sure you'll see that for yourself very soon, after that display with Apollo. Now get down on all fours and get ready for your second trial.”

Drew immediately obeyed, dropping forwards and supporting his body with his hands, feeling the moist grass beneath him, coated with a mixture of cool dew and hot cum. His breath formed steamy plumes in front of him as he waited for the sexual assault from Poseidon to commence.

Cock swinging with each step, Poseidon reached Drew and knelt in front of him, the head of his cock completely filling Drew's vision. He could feel the heat coming off the massive member, and he was filled an irresistible urge to taste it. He knew that his task was concentrated on oral, and began his second trial with enthusiasm.

Drew bobbed his head back and forth, holding his jaw open as wide as it would go to fit the huge cock into his mouth. With each movement forward, he took slightly more into him, getting about halfway down the long shaft before Poseidon's head was ramming against the back of his throat. He could feel himself start to gag, so he dared not attempt to take any more into his mouth.

“There's still a lot to go, human. Don't tell me this is as far as you can go? Maybe you're not used to sucking a cock as big as mine? Well, I'll soon fix that. Keep your hands on the ground, and don't dare move them. You're going to take all this into your throat, and you're going to lick my balls while you do it, then I'm going to cum straight into your stomach and fill it up.”

Drew tried to prepare himself mentally for the imminent onslaught. He concentrated hard on relaxing his throat and on not gagging, but it was no use. Poseidon's powerful hands reaching down and grasped the sides of Drew's head, completed enveloping it, stopping his bobbing motions back and forth before he face-fucked the tiny human man. In one long, smooth motion, Poseidon pulled hard on Drew's head, impaling him along the length of his dick. Drew gagged and shuddered as his body tried to resist the obscenely huge intruder, but it was no use. Poseidon's powerful body overcame the resistance of Drew's, and buried himself balls deep in Drew's spasming throat.

As he began to rock back and forth, withdrawing his penis from Drew's throat and sliding it deep back in again, his head stimulated Drew's throat, causing him to choke and gag with each thrust. Saliva drooling out of his mouth around Poseidon's dick, the noises he was making turning the werewolf on more and only pushing him to fuck Drew's face harder and faster. Slowly, Drew began to become accustomed to the deepthroating, and his body began to surrender to the massive invader, finally giving up any prospect of pushing it out. His gagging stopped, and he took Poseidon's full length repeatedly, now sticking his tongue out as far as he could, tickling the massive balls that swung against his chin. Realising what his dick-sucking bitch was trying to do, Poseidon drove himself fully into Drew's throat and held his face tightly against his hairy body, revelling in the sensation of the human tongue licking his balls, making him shiver and tremble with the mixed stimulation of tongue and throat.

Once again fucking Drew's face with great intensity, Drew made wet sucking noises in his throat, turning Poseidon on immensely, pushing him over the edge into orgasm. His claws scratched the side of Drew's face as he gripped tighter, ramming his crotch with all his strength into Drew, losing what little self control he had and forgetting to give Drew time to breathe between strokes.

Drew felt the sharp pain of Poseidon's claws on his face, then his throat began to expand further as the werewolf cock contracted with each pulse of the starting orgasm, stretching him even further. As cum was continuously pumped into his stomach, quickly filling him with white, sticky wolf semen, Drew felt his head begin to swim and his ears start to ring as he was forced to continue to hold his breath. He desperately needed air, but there was no way he could stop the orgasming werewolf shoving its huge cock into his body. He resigned himself to his fate, his own cock still rock hard as he lapsed out of consciousness, his body becoming limp and the world shrinking to blackness. A moment before he passed out, he felt the sharp pain in his face suddenly vanish, and he felt like he was floating weightless in the air. The massive rod in his throat quickly slid out, air rushing out of his mouth as soon as Poseidon's dick was withdrawn, his body naturally gasping for air as his awareness slowly returned, the world once again expanding around him as his brain regained consciousness. There was a great feeling of fullness in his stomach, as if he had eaten a large meal. He looked up and saw Poseidon standing over him with a satisfied look on his face, and realised that he had swallowed every drop of his huge load.

“Incredible. You are a natural, human, “ growled Poseidon, out of breath himself with the effort of face-fucking Drew, “there is but one challenge left before we accept you into our ranks and begin the ritual. I have no doubt that you will succeed, but this will be the most difficult challenge for your fragile body yet. Ares is the most well endowed of us all, and I'm sure you have guessed what this trial involves. Good luck.”

Poseidon turned and ambled back to the rest of the pack, nodding to the only wolf who had yet to speak. This, surmised Drew, was Ares. Watching him walk over to his already exhausted, cum-drenched body, Drew's eyes fell to Ares's crotch. My God, Poseidon wasn't joking. This werewolf is...huge. As if the others weren't big enough. How the hell am I supposed to take that thing? As Drew's thoughts reached incredulity, his cock only responded positively, aching as the pressure within it built even more, slowly oozing precum, begging for attention, dying to take Ares's cock. After all, it's not as if Drew could refuse.

Ares said nothing, repositioning Drew's body so that he was lying flat, face down on the ground. He gripped Drew's hips in his hands, lifting him to his knees while his shoulders remained flat on the ground. This position made Drew feel particularly submissive. Face down, ass up, ready to get fucked like the werewolf loving bitch that he was, all so that he could join their ranks. His cock hung in the air, precum dripping onto the ground, its size dwarfed by Ares who kept one hand on Drew's hips, and with the other pressed between his shoulder blades, keeping him fixed firmly in position, unable to move an inch. 

Ares angled his pelvis so that his cock was pointed squarely at Drew's puckered hole. Drooling with arousal, he let a good amount of his slippery saliva coat Drew's ass, getting him well lubricated before penetration. Satisfied that the human's ass was well coated, Ares rested the head of his dick against Drew's tiny hole. Leaning his weight forward, he pressed on Drew's back, making it more difficult to breathe, as he started to force his hole open, slowly stretching it with his massive head.

Drew felt the immense pressure of Ares's weight on his back, pinning him hard against the ground. His focus moved off his soaking wet asshole and he fought to breathe, the sensation of being utterly dominated like this making him feel unbelievably horny. He felt the huge mass of Ares's dick rest against his asshole, then start to advance. At first, he thought that it would not move into him at all, and he would fail this trial. However, Ares could not be denied, and after a few seconds Drew felt himself begin to open for the hard invader. His ass stretched wider, and Drew thought he would be ripped in half any moment. The pain he felt was mixed with such intense pleasure that he could only mumble incoherent groans, then suddenly, with a great sense of relief, his hole opened wide enough and the head of Ares's cock slipped into him, the feeling of being totally full inside and the pressure on his prostate causing a great pool of precum to collect on the ground beneath him. 

Ares continued to press forward, the sensation of fullness increasing for Drew as each inch entered his virgin back door, the pain now subsiding and leaving him only with the incredible pleasure that the werewolf was giving him. As Ares finally fully penetrated his body, Drew felt massive bolts of ecstasy shoot through his body, emanating from his ass, going through his dick then all over, his skin tingling with electricity. He let out a long, effortful groan as he began to quake and shiver under the massive weight of Ares, his small human dick quivering and pulsing as orgasm took over. He pumped stream after stream of cum out of his body, covering the ground in his white juice. It felt like this orgasm would never end, he had never felt anything as intense in his entire life. Finally, his balls totally drained, the pulsations in his cock eased off, and the adrenaline began to subside, bringing him back to earth at the same time as Ares took a full stroke in and out, jolting his body with more blissful sensations.

Now that Drew's ass had stretched to take his full length and girth, Ares began to pump in earnest as he truly pounded Drew's helpless ass, clawing at his back, scratching his pale skin in pleasure, growling and moaning at the feeling of the tight ass gripping his dick.

Breathing harder and faster, Ares fucked Drew hard, quickly building up to his orgasm, gripping tighter as his body filled with ecstasy, forgetting how much more powerful he was than the small, weak human form below his muscular body. His eyes rolled back in his head and he lost himself in his bestial passion, his balls boiling with hot cum, his cock twitching with the first moments of ejaculation, his entire body tightening as climax took him. With an ear-splitting howl, he unleashing his massive torrent of semen deep inside Drew, pulling him back against his hard dick with all his strength, the need to be as deep as possible making him instinctively lift Drew off the ground and drive the human onto his erection, still shooting his werewolf cum up Drew's stretched ass.

Drew was barely able to withstand the depth and force of this final penetration, the sheer pleasure excited in his body overwhelming him, body spasming in time with the contractions of the cock inside him. Finally, when Drew thought he was once again on the very cusp of passing out, Ares let go of his now limp body, which flopped to the ground like a used rag doll, the head of the werewolf's dick sliding out of his ass with a wet sucking noise, allowing a great gush of cum to flow out of his gaping hole onto the ground, mixing with his own human juices.

Now that both of his holes had been well and truly used and abused, and he was covered head to toe in werewolf cum, the werewolf who first spoken to him in the clearing, seemingly an eternity ago, stood and spoke once more.

“Congratulations, human! You have passed our trials with flying colors. You will truly make a great addition to our pack, and you have earned your place among us. All that is left is to transform you, and then you will feel the intense sexual gratification that is possible in the body of a werewolf. Prepare yourself!”

Zeus confidently strode to Drew's limp body, standing over him dominantly. He lowered himself onto all fours, bringing his head close to the ground. Drew felt Zeus's warm breath on his body, contrasting with the cool of the night air on his skin. His eyes drifted off behind Zeus, seeing the three wolves he had just serviced all watching intently at what was about to happen. I wonder how he's going to transform me. They keep talking about a ritual, maybe it's some kind of spell they cast...

Drew's thought process was quickly interrupted as Zeus sank his teeth deep into his shoulder, piercing the muscles of his arm and neck, causing excruciating pain to shoot through him. Within seconds, however, the pain vanished, and was replaced by a feeling of power building deep within him. He stared at the moon, feeling somehow drawn to it. His body went into total spasm, locked in contraction as his pupils shrunk to pinpoints. He opened his mouth in a silent scream, unable to make a sound, his world shrinking around him, everything becoming pitch black, with only the moon above him remaining.

His body was no longer under his control. His head was thrown back, and a deafening yell escaped his throat, becoming higher pitched and louder, until, as his lungs emptied, he was howling. Howling at the full moon, now joined by the other werewolves. His awareness quickly returned, and his mind probed through his body. It felt different. It felt incredible. The power within his muscles felt boundless. Looking down, he saw that his fragile human form was gone, and had been replaced by huge muscles, dark hair, and he was now much bigger. He looked over to Zeus, who was still beside him, and saw that they were now equal in stature. His new nose picked up the masculine scents of the four werewolves around him.

He had finally done it. He was a werewolf. Zeus spoke once more.

“Welcome, brother. No longer will you be known by your human name. You shall be called Hades, and you are a member of our pack. Now, let us show you what your new body is capable of...”

Feeling a great surge of adrenaline, Drew, now Hades, felt his new cock grow to massive proportions, ready for another round of werewolf fucking, this time as their equal.
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