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Mia’s legs
shook as she got out of the cab. The driver, an older guy with
thick glasses, had driven her home from the airport at 30 over the
limit. He’d also driven straight on through two red lights. Mia’s
life had flashed before her eyes twice.

She
didn’t even say anything, just looked at the meter
after lugging her bags from the
trunk, and handed him the fare through the window. His tires
squealed as he pulled out of the driveway.

Her home looked
familiar, yet different. Mia had spent her summer in Europe, trying
to get the travel bug out of her system before college started.

The front
door opened and Owen, her dad’s best friend, poked his head out and
gave her a big smile.

“How is
my princess? Did she find herself while walking all over
Europe?”

Mia
didn’t know if it was the energy from the terrifying taxi or what,
but as soon as Owen had stuck his head out, she had the urge to
jump him. It had been months since she’d had sex, she thought. She
put her sudden horniness down to that.

“You know I
hate it when you call me that,” Mia said, a big smile plastered
across her face.

Owen came
out. Mia had expected him to limp a little. A wild animal had
savaged his leg so badly a month ago that the doctors had been
afraid he’d lose his leg. If anything, Mia thought, he looks stronger and... she swallowed as he came closer,
handsomer.

“How
about you help this poor damsel take her heavy bags up to her
room?” Mia said. She wanted to shower, and to change into something
lighter. It was late August and scorching outside.
She figured Owen must be
housesitting for her parents again. They were gone on business a
lot, and he was always the one they asked to look after the
place.

Owen gave
a low bow, saying “Your highness,” as he picked up the bags. When
he turned around, Mia gave him a light kick on the ass. They both
laughed. Following him inside, she found her eyes wouldn’t look
away from his body as she moved behind him up the stairs.
Maybe I’ll
masturbate in the shower, she thought. She figured she must be much hornier than
she originally thought.

“Where’s
mom and dad?” Mia said as they went into her bedroom and her
stepdad set her things down.

“Oh,
yeah. They wanted to be here to see you, but they had to go see a
friend in the hospital. They said they won’t be back until sometime
tomorrow.”

Owen
hugged her. When their hips touched, Mia felt a tingle rush through
her body when she felt his shaft press against her.

As he
turned to leave, Owen
stopped. “Oh, hey, I brought my telescope. We can check the full
moon out tonight. It’ll be great!”

Mia gave him
another playful kick, “Get out, you nerd!”

In the
shower, she shaved. When she finished her legs, she did her pussy.
The steam and water felt so nice as she leaned against the wall and
ran her finger in and out of herself.

“Oh, Owen...” Mia
moaned. Her eyes opened wide. Turning off the water right away, she
jumped out and dried herself off, trying to forget what she’d just
done.

Slipping
on a light dress, Mia went downstairs to the kitchen.
She could hear Owen watching
some sports thing in the living room. Looking outside, she figured
that showering and deciding on what to wear had taken far longer
than she’d thought. The sun was already low in the sky, and long
shadows stretched from the big maple in the yard and from the
fence. It would be dark soon.

Having
originally planned on begging off looking at the moon
through Owen’s
telescope, Mia experienced a powerful urge to be close to him. She
thought about how she could pretend she didn’t know what she was
doing. Maybe
he’ll put his arms around me, she thought, the way guys do when they try to teach you
something. She felt her
skin pebble with goosebumps as she fantasized.

“About ready?”
Owen said.

Mia shrieked.
She’d been so in her fantasy that she hadn’t heard the TV turn off,
or heard him come into the kitchen.

“Jesus,
Owen, you scared me,” Mia said. She turned around and leaned
backwards against the counter, thrusting her chest out.

“Oh.
Sorry? The moon will be up in a few minutes. Thought I’d get the
telescope ready. Want to come with?” He offered the crook of his
arm.

“Sounds like
fun!” Mia replied, hooking her arm through his. They made their way
upstairs and out onto the balcony off the master bedroom. The
telescope was already on its tripod. Owen adjusted a few knobs,
glancing through the smaller sighting lens every few moments.

“Let me
see!” Mia said. She bumped her hip against his to shove him
slightly. Squeezing between him and the telescope, she peered
through the lens. But she wasn’t actually looking, she was
concentrating on letting her ass rub against the front of his pants
as she bent over. She smiled when she felt his cock harden against
her ass.

“There’s the
moon!” Mia said. The face of the moon loomed huge and grotesque
through the telescope.

Grabbing her by
the hips, Owen gently guided her out of the way. She thought that
he held on a little longer than he needed to.

“This is great!
I meant to look last month, but I was out.” He adjusted a dial and,
smiling, looked through the lens.

Moments later,
the smile vanished, replaced with a sudden snarl of pain. He
yelled, reeling back from the telescope with his hands over his
face as though the light had burned his eyes.

“Oh fuck it
hurts!” Owen said. He backpedalled against the nightstand, knocking
the lamp off, and then he fell on the floor.

Mia ran over to
him as he squirmed on the ground. She grabbed his shoulders, trying
to steady him. His flesh was so hot that it almost burned her
fingers.

“Let me see!
Let me see!” Mia said, trying to pry his hands from his face to see
what had happened and how she could help.

Owen screamed
again. His voice modulated down into a horrible roar, then back to
normal. She frowned as something moved under his flesh.

“I need to see
what’s wrong,” she said, pulling at his wrists.

Finally, he let
her pull his hands away. His eyes were wide open and yellow. She
recoiled in horror. Fangs erupted from his gums and he started
tearing at his clothes, the cloth ripping with a noise that set her
teeth on edge.

Mia cowered in
the corner of the room while Owen continued transforming. He’d
ripped all his clothes off, and his skin was covered in thick, dark
fur. His pained cries grew as his face finally changed as well,
elongating into a feral snout.

When he stood,
he was naked and massive. Stalking over to the window, he glared
out at the moon. With almost casual violence, he knocked the
telescope over. Mia started crawling on his hands and knees towards
the door.

He turned to
face her and she froze. The shoulders of her dress had fallen, and
her breasts were mostly exposed. Owen’s eyes narrowed as he looked
at her. She thought she could still see him in there,
somewhere.

When his
eyes fell on her breasts, his cock hardened and she knew Owen was
still in the beast. Looking at his member, she gasped. It was much
bigger than she’d thought. Even bigger than when she’d felt it with
her ass through his pants. The transformation must have made him bigger
there, too, she
thought.

As she
watched, he grabbed his cock with one clawed hand and began slowly
stroking it all the way up and all the way down, his feral eyes
fixed on her cleavage. Mia sucked in a breath as she felt herself get wet
again.

She
shifted up onto her knees and spun to face the beast.
Her goosebumps returned and she
felt her nipples stiffen, poking at the thin fabric of her dress.
Looking up into his wolfish face, Mia reached up and grabbed the
bosom of her dress. She slowly pulled it farther down her breasts,
exposing more and more milky flesh. She licked her lips and then
sucked the bottom one between her teeth as she pulled the dress
down under her nipples.

Owen actually
shook as she revealed herself to him. She slid the top of her dress
down to her waist, fully exposing her tits. Running her hands up
her body, she grabbed her breasts, letting her nipples poke out
between her fingers. She squeezed the warm and firm flesh, pulling
them apart and pressing them together. She moaned, letting her lip
slip between her teeth. She ran her tongue over her lips again,
making sure to leave them as shiny and wet as possible. Something
about his turning into a monster right in front of her made her
even more desperate for his cock. She didn’t need to reach between
her legs to feel how much she’d already dampened her
panties.

“You make
my pussy so wet, Owen,”
Mia said, hoping enough of him was in the beast to understand. She
felt a strange mixture of fear and arousal that was just driving
her body crazy.

Mia knew he
understand when he started stroking himself faster. His tongue
lolled out of his mouth as his eyes squeezed shut.

It was time to
take an all-or-nothing chance, Mia knew. She went down onto all
fours again and crawled toward him. She was so close now that she
could feel the waves of animal heat emanating from his body.

The way he
stroked his cock brought his hand up to just below the head. Clear
precum had already trickled out of him and partway down his shaft,
leaving his member shiny.

Shaking, Mia
went onto her knees again. Bracing her hands on her thighs, she
leaned forward. She kissed the tip of his cock. The werewolf’s eyes
jerked open as more precum leaked out of him. A deep moan escaped
his throat as Mia pulled back for a moment, a string of sticky
precum hanging between her lips and his cock.

He rumbled deep
in his chest, more a purr than a growl, as she leaned back in. This
time, she let her lips spread apart a little over his flesh. The
skin on the head was taut and firm, and it stiffened even more as
she let the tip of her tongue press against the slit on the tip of
his member.

“You’re
so big, Owen. So hard,”
Mia said, pulling back for a moment before putting her mouth back
on him.

Reaching up,
she grabbed the hand he’d wrapped around his cock with one of her
own. He’d stopped rubbing himself. She started stroking him with
his own hand, revelling in the strength she felt in those fingers.
Immediately, even more precum practically spurted from him onto her
tongue. She swallowed it.

Finally,
she’d pushed his hand far enough down his shaft. Humming a little,
she let her lips part farther as they slid over the ridge of the
head and down his shaft. She didn’t stop until she felt his member at the back of
her throat. His hand fell away from his cock. She wrapped her
fingers as far around his girth as she could manage and began
rubbing him as she sucked.

He leaned
down a little and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them hard enough
to hurt. She tried it ignore it, concentrating on making her lips
move more quickly over him. He pinched her nipples, then slid his fingers up against
the back of her head.

His teeth
clenched together as he pulled her head forward, sinking his cock
even more deeply into
the hot, wet space of her mouth.

 

Mia
reached between her thighs, pulled her underwear to the side, and
shoved her middle finger up to the second knuckle into her sopping
pussy. Her breaths came
quickly as she found her G-spot and began twisting her finger
against it, her little cunt tightening.

Owen
seemed to notice what she was doing. He let go of the back of her
head. Grabbing her shoulders, he pushed against her with his
inexorable strength. His cock pulled out of her mouth, several
strings of spit and precum still handing between them. Finally, she
had to let go of his member as he shoved her back farther. He bore
her down to the floor. His long and wet tongue lapped at her breasts, and she
arched her back at the electricity, fingering herself deeper and
faster. Her pussy made wet sounds around her finger.

He moved down
her body. When he got between her spread legs, she felt his teeth
press almost gently around the flesh of her arm. Using his jaws, he
pulled until her finger left her vagina all soaked in her own
juices.

“Owen!”
Mia yelled as she felt his long tongue enter her. He lapped
hungrily at the juices of her pussy, running his tongue into her
hole and letting it twist around against her walls.

Mia squeezed
and pinched her tits as she came on his tongue, releasing a torrent
of juices that he greedily lapped away.

“Take me,
Owen. Give me your cock,” she cried.

Kneeling
on his shaggy knees, Owen positioned himself over her. He grabbed
her by the wrists, forcing her hands away from her tits. He pressed them against the
floor over her head, something still human in him wanting to tease
her. His hot breath washed over her chest and neck.

She looked down
between their bodies at his throbbing member as he lowered it down
to her cunt. She wanted to feel the ridge of the head and all those
bulges as they stretched out her tight little hole.

When the
wet head of his dick bumped against the opening of her pussy, she
gasped. Wrapping her legs around his body, she crossed her ankles.
He started entering her, the girth of his cock straining
against the tightness. She
urged him deeper into her pussy, pulling at his body with her
legs.

Owen’s
cock filled her, making her arch her back, pressing the back of her
head against the floor. Sparks and explosions of light seemed to
shoot across her eyes as she felt his member throb
inside her, almost making her
come right then. He squeezed her wrists so hard that she lost
feeling in her hands. She tightened up even more around him,
realizing that the sudden squeezing of her pussy around his hard
shaft had almost made him shoot his load right then.

Her tits
started bouncing as she started fucking him, pulling her hips up
and letting them fall. She really could feel all those bulges as
they slid around inside her.

She’d never had
a cock so big inside her before. It stretched her out so much and
filled her so deeply. She loved it. Straining her neck to look
between their bodies, she watched her pussy pull at his shaft as
her lips swallowed him up with each thrust of her hips.

Mia began
whimpering, her whole body undulating as his cock pleasured her.
She screamed when he began thrusting with her. The wet sounds of
their fucking were joined by the slapping sound of his balls
against her as he went balls-deep into her tight hole.

Mia
started struggling to free her wrists from his grip. She wanted to
play with her tits again, to reach down between her legs and rub
her stiff little clit as Owen fucked her pussy closer and closer to an
orgasm.

Owen changed
the pacing of his strokes, moving from the desperate, animalistic
pounding he’d started with to longer, even ones. She could feel
every bulge, every throb as he moved like this in her. It was
deeply erotic, and she breathed deeply as she felt her pussy start
to constrict around him.

“Owen,”
she whispered up at his feral features, “You’re going to make me
come on your dick, soon.”

His ears
perked up. Owen grabbed her up, standing up on two feet while
holding her in his arms. Grasping her by the ass while she wrapped
her arms around his shaggy shoulders, he started pounding her fast
and hard.

Again the
sound of his balls slapping against her ass while his cock slammed
up into her tight pussy filled the room. Mia buried her face into the fur of his shoulder
as her face and lips contorted

“Yes!” Mia
started saying repeatedly, her words muffled by his body. Her whole
began to tighten up. She raised her legs as high as she could
around him, making her pussy shallower so that his dick pushed even
deeper into her. She could feel her toes start to curl up as her
breath came in gasps.

He must have
felt what was happening, as his claws dug into her ass and he
fucked her with inhuman fury and stamina.

The
growth of her orgasm was like someone twisting a volume knob. It
started as trembles in her legs and back and little convulsions in
the walls of her pussy around the thick meat fucking her.
The intensity of the feeling
made her throw her head back and close her eyes as her pussy
convulsed more strongly.

Finally, it was
like a release of energy as she screamed. Her pussy tightened up so
much around him that each of his thrusts had to stretch her out
again, driving the nerves wild.

“I’m
coming, Owen!” Mia
screamed, practically sobbing it felt so good.

He continued
thrusting into her, the claws dug into her ass cheeks barely
registering in her mind as pain as her orgasm built up
momentum.

It hit
the next level when she felt his cock swell. He came in her,
releasing spurts of cum that she could feel hit the back of her
cunt. Her arms and legs
gripped him harder, as though holding on for dear life.

When her
orgasm ended, the only thing that kept her from falling limply to the floor was his
grip as he moved his arms around her back. She shook and shivered
in his arms.

All she could
think about was how warm and hard he still was in her, how she
could feel his hot load in her.

She started to
protest when he lifted her off his cock and set her down on the
floor. She pushed herself up into a sitting position, her body
still trembling and her arms so weak she wasn’t sure how long she
could stay sitting up.

“I love
you, Owen,” Mia said as
his lips pulled back in a snarl.

He wheeled
about to face the balcony. With a single leap, he was at the
banister. He glared up at the moon. Mia thought he was going to
howl, but instead he only turned to look back at her. His eyes
glowed in the dark for a moment as they looked into her. Before she
could do anything, he jumped off the balcony. Mia yelped, pushing
to her feet. She ran out onto the balcony and looked down. She
caught a glimpse of him as he sped off through the shadows toward
the edge of town.

“Come back
safe,” Mia whispered, her entire body still trembling from the
force of their earlier lust.
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