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Lance peered
out the window of his cabin. Outside, dusk was settling over the
forest like a shadowy blanket. The wolves would be out soon, he
knew, ready to hunt and to howl mournfully at the full moon.

His
research notes were in a clipboard lying on the small kitchen
table. It had been an amazing opportunity for his grad research to
come out to a small cabin for a month to observe some reportedly strange behavior in a
local pack of wolves. It was liberating, being away from all those
city lights.

Lance
sipped at the piping mug of coffee he held. Craning his neck, he
looked up at the sky. It was clear. Good, he thought, I’ll be able to see the stars tonight.

He’d be
spending the night in a small observation tower, keeping tabs on a
local pack.

Putting
down the coffee, he smoothed his shirt over his muscular chest and
flat abs. He thought he was in pretty good shape for a zoology grad
student.

Night
fell quickly outside. Lance turned on his electric lantern,
throwing cold white light over the interior of the cabin, as he got
his gear ready for the outing. He stuffed an expensive pair
of night vision
binoculars, lots of paper in a clipboard, some pens, two bottles of
water and a few power bars into his duffel bag.

Outside, the
air was cool enough that Lance thought he could almost see his
breath. He zipped his jacket up as he felt his nipples stiffen in
response to the sudden drop in temperature.

The observation
tower was a bit of a walk. Lance managed to trip himself up a few
times by looking up through the canopy at the stars instead of
where he was walking. When he did look at the ground, he found the
woods easy to navigate. The white light from the moon cast
everything around him in a way that made Lance think of old, black
and white movies.

Smiling, Lance
looked up again and howled like he was the wolf man. He jumped when
a wolf somewhere close by let loose an answering call that silenced
all other sounds around the woods.

His smile
faded when a pair of glowing eyes appeared between a few trees to
glower at him. He took an unconscious step back from them,
wondering why they appeared far too high off the ground. After a moment, there was a
heavy growl and the eyes disappeared.

Time to get up in the tower, Lance thought. Wolves couldn’t climb, so he knew
he’d be safe, if cold, up there. He wasted no more time gazing idly
up at the panorama in the sky. Soon, he was climbing up the stiff
wooden ladder. The platform was wide enough for him to lie down on
if he wanted, and a railing enclosed the square space. It even had
a small, leaky roof in case he wanted to observe in the
rain.

Lance
leaned over the rail eagerly. The past few nights the pack had
wandered so close that he’d been able to make out their shaggy
forms through the night
vision binoculars. His excitement bordered on the sexual, making
his cock stiffen a little in his pants as he brought the binoculars
up to his eyes.

Scanning the
tree line around the observation tower, he looked for any signs of
wolf activity that he might record. A blur of movement shot from
one tree to the next. Lance stared at the space, his heart racing.
A ball of coldness grew in size inside his stomach as he realized
that the shape could not have been any wolf. It had been far too
tall, and it had moved on two legs like a man.

Whatever
it was stepped out between two trees. It seemed to be looking up at
him. Breath held and
eyes wide, Lance slowly lowered the binoculars. That same pair of
eyes he’d seen before now glared up at him. There was something
else, too: the sound of a low growl emanated from whatever it was.
It couldn’t be a man; it wasn’t hunting season. And men’s eyes
didn’t glow.

The tower
trembled as though from an earthquake. Lance yelled out, grasping a
rail. The binoculars would have fallen to the ground were
it not for the strap that held
them around his neck. He looked down.

There was
another of the things there, shaking the tower like it was a
toy.

“Oh Jesus,”
Lance said as the beast shook the tower again. The wood began to
creak and crack at ear-splitting volume. “Oh fuck!”

With
that, the tower collapsed. Lance was flung out, narrowly missing
the scanty roof. He landed with a thud on the grass just a few feet
away from the tree line he’d been watching. Whimpering, he looked
up. Towering over him in the moonlight was a sight so terrifying
that he couldn’t even scream.

It was a
werewolf, and its snarling lips revealed long, white fangs.
There was another growl behind
him, which made Lance quickly spin over onto his back to see. It
was the werewolf that had shaken his tower down. Its eyes shone
yellow in the moonlight, and its shaggy fur was a slightly lighter
shade of brown than the monster behind him. He knew from class that
he should never look a beast in the eye, but he simply could not
tear his eyes away from its glowing gaze.

“What... What
do you want?” Lance managed.

The one
staring down at him had a glint of intelligence in its eyes, as
though even in its brute ferocity it understood him. Its eyes moved
slowly down his body. Lance looked down, too. In his fall, his
shirt must have caught on something, because it was torn right down
the middle. His jacket was gone. His bare chest and abs were
plainly visible.

Lance shivered
as the beast knelt down, extended its claws, and ran them down his
flesh. Then he was forced flat onto the ground, shoved down by
another set of powerful hands on his shoulders.

Straining, Lance managed to look down. The wolf still had
its sharp claws pressed against his flesh, and Lance saw the
monster’s hard, pink cock stiffen. The werewolf ran his claws
farther down Lance’s body, letting them hook into his pants. The
denim of his jeans tore like it was paper, leaving only rags around
his legs. He was surprised to see how hard his own cock was. Freed
of the denim, it stood up and quivered a little in the air. The
urge to start jerking himself off came upon him, displacing some of
the abject terror he felt at being held down and fondled by the two
werewolves.

Looking up, he
saw that the werewolf holding him down also had a long and heavy
erection. The way he was crouched above Lance, his cock swung in
the air just a few inches away from Lance’s face.

 

Lance did
the only thing he could think of. Lifting his head, he shoved his
lips over the head of the cock of the werewolf holding him down.
The beast jolted in surprise at the sudden touch of Lance’s warm
mouth, pressing his claws more deeply into the flesh of Lance’s
shoulders. Lance fought
against the sudden hot and stabbing pain, trying not to bite down
on its cock. If he did that, he knew it would all be over for
him.

With the
pain subsiding, he started using his tongue. The werewolf’s cock
was upside down in his mouth. He could easily run his tongue over
the top of its meaty head, which he’d already managed to slaver
with his spit. After rubbing his tongue around its surface, he was
rewarded with a mouthful of its salty precum. He licked this away,
feeling his cock jerk a little as he leaked some precum of his
own.

Using his
body weight, the werewolf getting his cock sucked pressed Lance’s
head back against the ground. Lance’s head was arched straight
back, leaving his whole throat open to a good hard skull
fucking. He had no
choice in the matter as he felt the werewolf’s shaft start to shove
deeper and deeper into his mouth. Having taken plenty of big rods
back in his undergrad days, Lance was no stranger to deepthroating.
He shut down his gag reflex like a champion as he felt its cock
move into his throat. His mouth strained around the monster cock’s
girth, some of his spit leaking from the tight seal he had around
it.

Soon, his
lungs burned. The werewolf seemed content to let the moist and
tight tube of Lance’s throat cradle his huge rod, apparently unaware that he was
suffocating him. His vision started to darken, and was occasionally
punctuated by spots of color that seemed to float across his
eyeballs.

He
grimaced in pain as the other werewolf raked its claws again down
his naked flesh. Brilliant flashes of color strobed across his eyes as he
felt the werewolf grasp his cock with its long fingers and give it
a squeeze.

That’s
when he started to struggle. He writhed under the one monster’s
grip, trying to pull his mouth far enough off of its long cock to
take one breath. It was like someone had lit his lungs on fire,
they burned so badly. This only seemed to excite the monster more,
as he started to thrust even deeper into him.

The werewolf
that had a grip on his cock bent down and ran its long, wolfish
tongue along the entire bottom of his shaft. It was an incredibly
strange experience for Lance, as at once he fought to gulp in a
life-saving breath and felt tingles and pleasures in his cock far
more intense than he’d ever had before.

Finally,
he gulped down a little bit of air as the cock in his mouth
withdrew most of the way out from his lips. Strings of his spit
fell onto his face from the monster’s shaft. It was only a
momentary reprieve, as the beast jammed his cock back down his throat the next moment. A
snarl stole over the werewolf’s face as he felt the monster’s cock
harden in the soft flesh of his mouth.

Then they
started to fight. The one werewolf released his cock and used that
hand to swipe at the one getting all of the pleasure from Lance’s
mouth. They both stood up and fought each other. Lance could do
nothing but watch as he lay on the ground and coughed. His cheeks
and chin were completely soaked in his spit and the one werewolf’s
precum.

Grappling each
other, the monsters fell to the ground in a heap of claws and
teeth. They both still had raging erections, one of which glistened
wetly in the moonlight.

Just as
Lance had gathered the strength to stand and make a run for it, he
stopped. The pack of
wolves he’d been observing stood around them in a broad circle,
many sets of glowing eyes peering in at them all. Some of them were
werewolves, standing up on their hind legs. Others were natural
wolves. The one closest to him snarled as he started to crabwalk
away.

There’s no way out! He thought desperately.

But when
he saw those big, hard cocks of the beasts fighting for access to
him, he felt his own erection stiffen once more. Watching them, his hand crept down his
body and wrapped around his cock. It was all warm and wet from the
one monster’s spit. He started stroking himself, savoring the
feeling.

First,
one of the fighters stopped as he caught sight of Lance. The other
took one last swing and then turned his attention to Lance as
well. They lunged at
him, pawing at each other in their scramble to fulfill their animal
desires for his flesh. The one who’d been licking him won out. It
grabbed him and manhandled him onto his hands and knees.

Before he
could just jam his cock full bore into Lance’s mouth, he reached up
and grabbed the
monster’s shaft. The werewolf still grabbed his head and yanked him
painfully towards his waiting cock. Still, having the grip saved
Lance from another bought of forced gagging. He had his mouth
opened all the way, and his lips accepted each inch of the
werewolf’s cock that he pressed in.

Lance
involuntarily jumped when he felt another pair of clawed hands grab
him by the hips. He could already feel trickles of hot blood well
up around the claws and slide down his skin.

Oh God, Lance
thought, It’s
too big. I’ve never had one that big before. The werewolf spread his ass cheeks apart
and immediately jammed the head of his cock against Lance’s tight
little asshole. Again, Lance had to struggle not to bite down on
the shaft crammed into his mouth. He could feel his asshole
involuntarily clenching up as the werewolf behind him brute-forced
his cock into Lance’s ass. He was just happy that the one behind
him was the one he’d been sucking earlier, leaving the monster’s
cock all lubed-up with his spit.

Even
being wet, the huge cock caused shocks of pain that made Lance
grimace. He did his best to loosen up and relax, but the big rod
shoving into him had already stretched his asshole so wide that he
felt like he was going to be torn open. Voicing his displeasure, the werewolf behind Lance
growled. He ran his claws down Lance’s back, ripping at the ragged
shirt. This didn’t help matters, as the scratching just made
Lance’s body tighten up even more in response.

He was also
losing the battle with the cock in his mouth. It was slowly pushing
closer and closer to his raw throat. That werewolf’s salty precum
already coated his tongue, and the faster Lance swallowed, the
faster he sucked the next drop out of the beast’s cock.

Lance
realized that this was his first spit roast. He was the piece of meat being stuffed
full by two big cocks. The thought of how he was making the
werewolves feel flooded his mind with desire, and he felt a tingle
run from his balls all the way to the head of his cock. He wanted
to jerk himself again, but he had to use both hands just to keep
the one monster from plugging his throat up completely. He could
feel himself drooling a little out of the corners of his mouth as
he tried to let a little more of the cock in. Looking down his face
at the big piece of meat trying to press into him made his cock
quiver even more.

Damn it, I need to touch it! Lance thought. Risking it, he allowed one of his
hands to fall away from his mouth. Immediately, another inch of the
monster entered him just as the werewolf straining against his ass
finally managed to part his asshole over the head of his cock. It
no longer hurt. In fact, Lance started adding his bodyweight to the
equation, pushing back against the cock while the werewolf pushed
forward against his asshole. Together, they managed to cram more
and more of the beast into him.

Lance
squeezed his eyes shut as he wrapped his fingers around his shaft
and gave it a much needed stroke. His cock felt so hot in his hand, though not as
hot as the ones currently filling all his holes.

He
started moving himself back and forth between them. Pushing back
filled his ass up with thick werewolf cock, and then pushing
forward let him deepthroat the monster in front of him.
His body was like a piston,
shooting back and forth against both beasts.

He could
feel his nuts tightening as the wolf cock in his ass filled him up,
pressing against the nerves inside of him. The low moans and
whimpers of the werewolf he sucked made him want more. Each time he
slammed forward onto the werewolf’s cock he felt his nose press
against the monster’s furry stomach. His throat was beginning to
feel quite raw, and he knew he would pay for this later.
If there is a
later, he thought. If
these were his last moments alive, he wanted to spend them in
sexual ecstasy.

Neither
of the wolves thrust into him anymore. They merely held onto him
with their claws pressed into his flesh, drawing fresh blood each
time he moved between them. Both of them were rock hard inside of him. He could feel
all the bulges in one cock as his lips slid back and forth over
them, while the other one seemed even bigger in his ass
now.

He slammed
back, feeling the cock in his ass send a shiver through him. He
stopped, leaving himself full, as he stroked madly at the head of
his own cock.

Lance came. His
cum spurted out on the ground. Each time more came out, he felt his
ass squeeze tighter around the werewolf. Soon he, too, was coming.
As hot as his cock had been, the werewolf’s cum was even hotter. It
fired so fast out of the monster’s cock that Lance could feel it
splattering inside of him.

That left
just one load. The
werewolf he was sucking grabbed him by the sides of his head and
started hammering his mouth. The monster snarled and snorted as his
cock swelled, ready to unleash the torrent. He stopped when he
came, leaving just the head of his cock in Lance’s mouth. Soon his
hot jizz leaked down Lance’s chin, there was so much. He actually
saw the wolf’s balls tighten each time it released a fresh stream
into his mouth.

Both
werewolves arched their heads back and howled up at the smiling
moon. Then, as one, they descended on Lance. One bit into the soft
meat of his shoulder while the other chose to sink his teeth into
Lance’s hip. He tried to
scream, but the still-hard cock in his mouth stopped him. The
sudden and searing pain lit up all the nerves in his body and made
his cock stiffen again.

Their muzzles
covered in Lance’s blood, the werewolves pulled out of and away
from him. Lance’s wounds steamed in the coldness of the night.
Bleeding out, too exhausted and pained to scream, all Lance could
do was squirm around awkwardly on the ground. The coppery scent of
his blood seemed to be driving the other wolves in a circle around
him into a frenzy.

One
lunged at him. Lance watched his death come at him through the air,
fangs bared. Then one of the werewolves that had taken him swept
his arm out and knocked the smaller wolf out of the air. The wolf
fell in a crumpled heap on the ground then, with its tail between
its legs, scampered away.

The other
wolves started backing away from him, clearly afraid of the two big
werewolves standing near him.

They’re the alphas, Lance realized and then, to his delight,
and they don’t want
to kill me! The sudden
elation devolved into fear when he realized why.
They don’t want to
kill me; they’re turning me!

Lance
looked down at his wounds. The bleeding already seemed slower than
it was, and a curious feeling of warmth filled him even as cum
leaked out of his mouth and ass. He looked up at the moon,
wondering if he would change into a beast that very night.
Whatever the case, his
researching seemed to be over for good.
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