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Rick paid the
tab at the bar, then walked back over to the booth where Brandon
and Kyle sat. They all threw on their coats and walked outside, the
little doorbells tinkling behind them as they went.

Brandon
and Kyle were a few
steps ahead of Rick. He grabbed them each by a shoulder and pushed
himself between them, leaving his arms across their
backs.

“So guys,” Rick
said, “Must be nice to eat some good food. What did you have while
you were out camping?”

Kyle shrugged
his strong shoulders, nearly dislodging Rick’s arm. “Just meat, I
guess.”

Laughing, Rick
said, “Yeah, well a scrawny guy like you needs all the protein he
can get.”

It was a
complete lie, of course. Both of them had bulging muscles under
their coats, earned from all their years as outdoorsmen. While Rick
wasn’t in bad shape at all, his two friends made him seem small by
comparison. Kyle lifted his eyebrows and made a face as though he
hadn’t heard Rick use that joke a thousand times before.

Rick couldn’t
help it. He missed them. They’d been best friends for years, and
Brandon and Kyle had just returned from a long retreat to the
woods. Rick wasn’t ready to admit it to himself yet, but he felt
hurt that they hadn’t invited him to come along.

Far ahead of
then, on the horizon partially obscured by the various buildings
that made up downtown, the sun was sinking quickly.

“What do you
guys want to do now?” Ricked asked. He was trying to remember if
there was anything good playing at the cinema.

“Look
man,” Brandon said, “It’s fun hanging out and all, but I think we
should head home.” Brandon and Kyle were roommates, another sore
spot for Rick.

Rick flung
himself in front of them, then turned to face them. They all
stopped walking.

“Aw, come on,
guys! The night is young. I haven’t seen you two in weeks. Let’s
catch a movie or grab some more beers.”

His friends
exchanged a glance. Rick held his breath.

Finally,
Brandon said, “Why don’t you come back to our place and hang
out?”

Smiling,
Rick resumed his spot between the two men, his arms wrapped around
their shoulders. They lived together in a small bungalow on the
outskirts of town. Inside, everything was neat and clean. Thinking
he would grab them all some beers, Rick went into the kitchen and
opened the fridge. His eyes opened wide when he saw it was
completely packed with various meats, from steaks and ground
beef to a large turkey.
There was no beer to be seen.

He walked back
to the living room, where he’d left the other two.

“Shit!” Rick
said, his smile widening into a grin.

Brandon
and Kyle were sitting on the couch, both of them in loose boxers
and nothing else. Seeing their muscular bodies made Rick’s cock
begin to stiffen. He fought back against the sudden arousal, not
willing to admit to himself yet his exact feelings for his old
friends. Rick would have sat beside them, but they were both
splayed out in such a way that there was just no room. Instead, he
sat down in an overstuffed chair.

“Some, umm,
yeah, there’s no beer,” Rick said. He was doing his best to keep
his eyes on their faces rather than their bodies. It appeared that
they both shaved all of their body hair, and he was having a hard
time not looking at their magnificent abs or pecs.

Smiling,
Brandon grabbed the remote off the coffee table and turned on the
TV. Without looking at Rick, he said, “Don’t worry. We’ll be going
back out after it’s dark. We just needed some time to recharge.
Long night tonight.”

Rick
frowned. He didn’t think they had to work overnight, and he thought
maybe there had been an implicit invitation to join them.
What the
hell, he thought,
an all-nighter it
is.

Kyle and
Brandon looked at each other again, exchanging smiles.

When the sun
had almost left the world for the night, Brandon and Kyle stood up
simultaneously. Both of them had almost pained looks on their faces
as they walked towards the patio doors that led to their backyard,
which was itself backed directly onto a forest. Brandon made a
rough motion for Rick to follow them.

Rick was
so confused. Why aren’t they putting their clothes back on?
With a shiver, he realized he’d
forgotten his own jacket inside. High up in the sky, the full moon
glared down at them.

“Hey guys, I’m
going to run back in and –“

A rough
snarl interrupted Rick, who’d been gazing up at the moon. He looked
down and stifled a scream. Both his friends writhed painfully on
the ground, ripping at their own flesh. Rick watched in horror as
their faces elongated into snouts and thick tufts of black fur
burst through rents in their skin. Their boxers had torn off as
well, leaving them completely naked.

“Oh God, oh
shit,” Rick said. Something in him told him to run, but the strange
and horrific sight held him rooted where he was.

The
monster he thought had been Brandon was the first to recover. He
moved up on all fours like a wolf or dog, snarled at Rick, then
leapt. Rick found himself pinned to the ground, held down by
Brandon’s long, sharp claws that cut through his shirt and into his
shoulders. The monster roared at him and flung him bodily against
the wall of the house. Hitting the wall blasted all the breath from Rick’s body,
but he still managed to scramble to his feet.

Disoriented, he
ran straight into the forest.

He was no
match for the ferocity of the werewolves, who caught up with him in
moments. One of the huge
beasts grappled him from behind and bore him into the dirt. His
arms were pinned to his sides, and his struggles were
useless.

“Please guys,”
Rick begged, “Don’t. Stop.”

 

A clawed hand
grabbed the back of his head and pushed his face against the
ground. He couldn’t breathe. Rick panicked, wrenching his body back
and forth against the powerful arms that held him down.

There was
a horrible tearing sound, and Rick winced, thinking it was his
flesh. He realized that it couldn’t have been, as he felt no pain.
Slowly, the grip the werewolf had on him relaxed. The hold on him
was loose enough now that he could move his head and take a breath.
Managing to peer over his shoulder, he saw that his shirt had been
ripped down the middle.

Despite
his fear, his cock began to stiffen against the ground. The
werewolf holding him down had a large erection. The other monster,
standing to one side, was also hardening as he watched. Arousal
surged through Rick as some part of him embraced his feelings for
the other men. In their animalistic forms, their primal urges must
have taken over. They want me, too! Was all Rick could think.

His
thoughts were driven away by pain, then. As he’d been watching the
standing werewolf’s cock harden, the other had ripped off his
pants. His big cock was now pressed against Rick’s asshole, trying
to force itself in. The
monster grabbed his ass cheeks and pulled them apart in an effort
to speed the process.

That was when
the standing werewolf, who Rick believed was Brandon, came to his
rescue. He pushed Kyle off him and onto the ground. Turning over,
Rick at first thought they were fighting one another. When he
realized what they were actually doing, he reached down and started
stroking his own cock.

Brandon
had Kyle pinned to the ground. Brandon was snorting and snarling as his long pink tongue
licked out around Kyle’s shaft, leaving Kyle’s cock slavered with
spit. Kyle held onto Brandon’s broad shoulders tightly as the other
werewolf went down on him. Rick watched, fascinated, as that tongue
continued swiping up and down the length of Kyle’s rod, sometimes
lapping at the bit of precum coming out of the tip before returning
lower.

Rick jerked
himself faster and faster, feeling his eyelids begin to narrow and
his balls begin to tighten. Without looking, he could tell that he
had also worked up a good deal of precum. It felt warm and sticky
on his hand, and he tried to work it down over his shaft to let his
hand move more freely.

He also
noticed that Brandon’s tail and ass were in the air. They were so
busy with each other, that he knew he could get up without a
problem. The rational part of him told him to get up and run while
he still could. The part of him fixated on how good it felt to
stroke his cock at the sight of his two friends pleasing each other
told him he needed to get over there and help.

Getting up, he
came up behind Brandon. He reached and got a grip on the monster’s
shaggy hips.

Immediately, everything changed. Brandon roared and spun,
grabbing Rick by the upper arms with a powerful and painful grip.
Scared shitless, Rick waited for those long fangs to sink into the
soft flesh of his neck. Instead, Brandon pulled their bodies
together so that their cocks rubbed against each other. Rick felt
his body tense up at the feeling, which was almost like tickling,
but far more pleasant. The pleasure from that and the pain of claws
digging into his arms melded together so that Rick couldn’t tell
where one feeling ended and the other began.

Soon, he
began to lose feeling in his arms, even as the feeling from his
cock intensified. He saw Kyle stand up, his long wolfish cock all
wet with the spit from Brandon’s licking. He stalked over behind
Rick, who couldn’t crane his head over his shoulder to see what was
happening. He heard and felt what remained of his pants being torn
roughly from his body.

Rick
realized what was going to happen the moment before it did. The
head of Kyle’s cock pressed between his ass cheeks. He could feel
how wet Brandon had made it. At first, he clenched up, making Kyle
grunt and snort as he simply bulled his way through.

When he
felt the cock press against his asshole, he yelped. The noise
seemed to excite Brandon’s, whose cock pulsed against Rick’s. He
felt his flesh stretch around the massive piece of meat entering
him. He gritted his teeth, sucking air in through them with a
hissing noise. Shocks of pain electrified his body as more and more
of the seemingly endless cock crammed inside of him.

He watched as
Kyle’s long, muscular, and furry arms wrapped around his body and
then most of the way around Brandon’s, too. Rick’s face contorted
as he felt the last bit of Kyle’s cock push into him. He knew it
was all in because he could feel Kyle’s hips pressed against his
ass.

It was a sex
sandwich, with Rick as the tasty meat in the middle.

For the moment,
the two werewolves seemed content to hold in that position. This
gave Rick the much needed time for his body to relax a little,
especially his ass, which felt stretched to the absolute limit.
Every time he felt Kyle’s heart pulse through his cock, Rick felt a
small jab of pain.

The rest
still wasn’t enough. Soon, Kyle’s grip around them tightened. The
werewolf pulled his hips back, dragging his long and thick cock
partway out of Rick’s asshole. Rick’s lips pulled into a snarl as
he felt that tight ring get pulled back along with Kyle’s rod. Now
at least it didn’t just hurt. There was something that felt good in
that movement as well, something that made his own cock stiffen and
pulse against Brandon’s.

All that
flew out of his mind when Kyle thrust back inside of him, filling
him up instantly. Rick let out a howl of pain, his fingers and toes
curling. At the same time, in that brief moment before Kyle pulled
back out in preparation for the next stroke, he’d felt close to
coming.

The
pounding Kyle gave his asshole was so powerful that it rocked the
other werewolf holding them both steady. Grunting and moaning and
even some howling filled the night. Rick’s screams and yelps of
pleasure and pain gradually turned completely into pleasure as he
was repeatedly filled up by the hot and thick cock of his
friend.

Soon, Brandon
began showing signs of frustration. He took a few wild swipes at
Kyle, and they growled at each other over Rick’s shoulders. Some
part of Rick knew that he should be afraid, but he was in such
ecstasy that he couldn’t really concentrate on very much aside from
the incredible pounding that rocked his body with each thrust.

Brandon
let go of them and stepped back. With a sudden and ferocious shove,
he sent both man and monster onto the ground. The shock of the
impact dazed Rick, who had to shake his head to clear
it.

His whole
body seemed to shake with the strain of that rough encounter. When
he looked up into Brandon’s snarling face, he knew it was about to
get much worse.

The
werewolf that was Brandon lunged at the two bodies. He grabbed
Rick’s legs and wrenched them up, partially pulling Kyle’s shaft
out of him. Rick realized just how warm Kyle felt inside of him. He
looked down at his own cock, which, now that Brandon held Rick’s
legs almost to his chest, pointed up almost parallel to his body.
The head and most of the shaft were completely drenched in precum,
both his and Brandon’s.

Looking down
like that, it was then he saw Brandon stand over Kyle’s legs. Even
as Rick watched, Brandon’s large cock trembled and released a fresh
flow of precum. He’d never seen so much before. The werewolf stared
hungrily down at his ass, which was currently being used by another
cock.

“No!” Rick
managed to say when he saw Brandon begin to stoop lower. He saw
that Brandon didn’t care to wait. He was going to be fucked in the
ass by two cocks at the same time.

The fright he
felt just made his cock harder, so Rick grabbed his shaft and
started stroking it even as he began whimpering at what was to
come.

Something
in Kyle’s animal brain must have realized what was going on as
well. Kyle used his powerful arms to lift Rick a little higher off
his cock, allowing for a slightly easier entry. Rick didn’t know if
he’d be able to take another dick without being literally ripped a
new asshole.

All he could do
was jerk his cock and hope for the best. He was at the mercy of
those monsters, he knew.

A second
later, he felt his asshole start to stretch even more as Brandon
attempted to cram him full of his cock. As this second cock pushed
deeper into him, it felt like his own cock was going to burst, it
was getting so hard.

The pain was so
intense that Rick thought he was going to black out. He knew there
had to be some blood; he simply couldn’t stretch that much without
some tearing. The only thing that kept him from losing
consciousness was the constant and vigorous jerking he gave to his
own dick, which had covered his hand with his own precum.

They both
started trying to fuck him again. Each monster moved his cock at a
different time, one trying to pull out, the other trying to push
in. Their frustration was obvious as they started to growl at one
another again. Brandon swiped his claws at Kyle’s face over Rick’s
shoulder. He missed Kyle, but the claw on his thumb jammed half way
into Rick’s flesh, making his whole body tighten at the sudden new
pain. This made it even
harder for the werewolves to exact their pleasure from his body. It
was a vicious cycle.

Whether by
accident or design, Rick couldn’t tell, they began thrusting as one
into his tight asshole. Their grunts and growls of anger morphed
into the whines and yelps of the intense pleasure they felt from
rubbing their cocks around in the tight space of his asshole.

For Rick, he
realized that the world was much darker than it should be. He had
continued to shake more and more violently, and now his toes were
curling and uncurling themselves without orders from his brain. His
asshole did something similar, squeezing as much as it was able
around the massive cocks thrust into it and then loosening.

They slammed
him without remorse, and if anything, they seemed to be going
faster as he loosened up around them and their precum provided more
lube.

Rick’s
orgasm came quickly and without warning. He screamed into the night
air as his cock stiffened and jerked in his hand, sending warm
spurts of cum all over his stomach and chest. It was too much for him to take, and he
actually did black out for a moment.

The
werewolves must have smelled what he’d done. Kyle’s body flexed
beneath him, and Brandon threw his head back and howled.
Both of their cocks jumped and
jerked in his asshole as they came inside of him. There was so much
werewolf spunk that he felt it trickle out around their cocks and
down his ass in a warm stream. Rick could feel the tears start to
stream from his eyes. He couldn’t tell if they were the result of
pleasure, pain, or both.

“Okay,
okay,” Rick repeated, unable to stop himself from saying the words.
A sudden dread had filled him. They’ve had their fun, what now?
He thought he knew the answer
to that as well. He didn’t want to become their after sex snack,
but he also knew he wouldn’t be able to stand up, let alone run
away from the wild beasts that had been his friends.

Luckily for
Rick, both of them seemed to have spent themselves in taking him as
they had. He could feel both of their big dicks softening inside
him, with the powerful muscles of his body forcing their members
out of him.

Brandon rolled
over onto his back and panted, sending large plumes of his breath
into the cool air of the night. Rick couldn’t be certain, but from
the sound of Kyle’s steady breathing he thought that the werewolf
might have actually fallen asleep under him.

Waves of
exhaustion washed over his own body, which had been thoroughly used
up. Rick stared up at the moon, wondering how long his friends had
been monsters. Is this why they never let me come along on their camping
trips? Rick wondered. He
felt so close to them now, and the feelings he’d been hiding from
himself seemed much less frightening now. He also thought that they
would let him come with them on their next trip to the woods,
during the next full moon.
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