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High in the
nighttime sky, the moon was full and bloated. Jeremy shivered in
the night cold. He rubbed at his bare arms. All he had on was a
tight, white t-shirt, a pair of jeans, and his runners. Brent had
convinced him to come out on this hike to the forest, but he hadn’t
seen Brent for hours.

Brent had
disappeared some time after they noticed that the moon had come up.
He seemed really scared in a way that had made the hairs on the
back of Jeremy’s neck stand up. Right before he ran off, he’d been
talking to Jeremy about what good friends they were, and how it was
great just hanging out like that, the two of them together.

Jeremy had just
smiled. He always thought Brent had a little bit of a crush on him.
They were both in their second year of college, so he figured some
guys were probably looking to experiment.

Jeremy stopped
and put his hand out against a tree trunk. Sometimes, when he
walked through a particularly dense collection of trees the moon
became blotted from view, and with it went the light. He squinted
ahead. He’d already tripped twice over seemingly invisible
roots.

“Brent?” Jeremy
called out.

A piercing howl
split the air. The blood ran cold through Jeremy’s veins. He’d
heard wolves and coyotes in the night before, but this was
something different. It had sounded almost human, yet he knew in
his bones that it was not. He couldn’t explain how, he just
knew.

Jeremy also
knew that he needed to get out of those woods, right then.

It was then
that Jeremy realized that all the normal noises of a forest at
night had stopped – no hoots of owls, chirps of insects, not even
the patter of tiny feet scurrying about.

The air felt
charged with some sort of horrible energy, just seeking release.
For some reason, Jeremy felt a tinge of excitement along with the
expected fear. In spite of himself, he felt that he was getting a
little hard in his pants. Somewhere behind him, there was a rustle
of leaves. He spun around.

“Hello? Brent,
is that you?” Jeremy whispered.

A deep, feral
growl was the reply.

Jeremy turned
and ran, heedless of any obstacles. Branches seemed to reach out
and grab at him. The cold night air whipped at his face and
whistled past his ears. His breaths came quickly.

He didn’t know
if the thing had followed him, but to him it felt like whatever had
growled was now right at his heels. This spurred him to greater
speed.

Jeremy chanced
a glance over his shoulder. He saw nothing behind him except
blackness and the silhouettes of trees. His lungs felt like they
were burning inside his chest. Slowly, he came to a stop and knelt
over, bracing his hands against his knees. In the coolness of the
night, his breath misted in front of his face.

“What was
that?” He said, straightening up.

In front of
him, no more than a few feet away, stood a sight that instantly
made his mouth dry and his stomach clench up.

It was huge,
and was covered in dark, shaggy fur. It had the head and muzzle of
some horrific wolf, but also looked like a man in some ways. It
stood on its hind legs, and long-clawed hands curled at the ends of
its muscular arms.

What was most
unsettling were the eyes, with which it was now studying him in
return. They looked human in the moonlight. More, they looked
familiar to Jeremy.

The things he
first thought were different colored patches of fur on its body
turned out to be the torn remnants of clothing. Around the
werewolf’s waist and legs were the tattered remains of a pair of
shorts. For some reason, Jeremy wondered if the thing still had its
man parts. And if it did, had they changed too?

All thoughts
were driven from him, leaving Jeremy with only cold fear and that
strange tinge of excitement.

The next
instant, he found himself running again. Something reached out and
raked his back with long claws. The fabric of his shirt tore. A
tree branch snagged the fabric at his shoulder and he spun around,
stumbling. When he regained his balance, he had no shirt on. There
was nothing between his bare skin and the cold wind, or the tearing
claws of his pursuer.

Despite that
cold wind, as he ran a thin sheen of sweat appeared on his skin.
His lungs began burning again, and he couldn’t remember how long
he’d been running.

Finally, Jeremy
could run no more. He slowed down and was about to stop, when
something grabbed his foot. With an “Oof!” he fell to the forest
floor. In the darkness, he could just make out the gnarled root
that had snagged his foot. The dirt was cool against his skin.
Directly over him stood the massive figure of the werewolf. Great
plumes of mist shot out from its long snout with each breath, and
it let out a low and steady growl. It’s long, clawed fingers
clenched and unclenched as it drank him in with its all-too-human
eyes.

They were in a
relatively clear patch of forest, and the moonlight better lit the
werewolf.

The pair of
hiking shorts stretched to their limits around its waist looked
familiar. A small scrap of shirt left on one shoulder had the
fragment of an emblem left on it, what looked like the remains of a
large “U.” Jeremy suddenly realized why the eyes look so very
familiar.

“Brent…” Jeremy
breathed.

The werewolf
cocked its head slightly to one side at this. Then it snarled.

Jeremy closed
his eyes, waiting for the claws and teeth.

He felt Brent’s
hot breath on the back of his neck. Any second now, he knew, it
would be the end. He waited. What was taking so long? After a few
more moment, he opened his eyes. When he turned to look, he saw
that his nose was almost close enough to touch the snout of the
werewolf. It was crouched over him, supporting itself on its
muscular and furry arms.

Jeremy found
that he liked the scent of the thing. That feeling of excitement
returned, this time with a stiffening of his cock in his pants. The
werewolf lowered itself slightly so that its hips were touching
Jeremy’s ass. He felt something then. It was long, and hard like a
rock. The werewolf had the biggest stiff cock Jeremy had ever seen.
It was bulging in the thing’s shorts as it began grinding itself
against his ass. Animalistic urges welled up within him, and he
found himself grinding his ass back against the werewolf’s eager
cock.

He gasped. The
Brent-werewolf had lightly clamped its jaws around his neck and
then pushed his head down with its own, pressing the side of his
face into the dirt. His dick got harder as the thing slowly raked
the claws of one hand down his back not quite hard enough to break
the skin. When its hand reached his pants, it hooked the claws into
the denim and tore it. The sound was loud in the relative quiet of
the night.

“Brent? I know
it’s you,” Jeremy said.

The werewolf
growled slightly in reply. Jeremy’s neck, still gripped in its
jaws, vibrated a little with the noise.



“Look, man,”
Jeremy winced slightly as one of its claws cut his skin as it
shredded his boxers over his ass, “Try to be gentle, okay? I’m down
by this, but I can’t—“ He gasped again. The werewolf had squeezed
his ass, the tips of its claws pressing into his supple flesh.

Jeremy didn’t
know how much more foreplay his body could handle. It hurt, but it
also felt so good. He couldn’t turn around to see, but he thought
he might be bleeding now, too. The werewolf growled again, clearly
wanting something. Jeremy knew what it wanted.

With one hand,
he reached down its muscular and furry body. Its flesh felt hot on
his hands, as though the thing was feverish. Finally, his fingered
worked their way down to the thing’s tattered hiking shorts. They
were the kind with a plastic button and a zipper. The button felt
was jammed so tightly against the rest of the fabric that Jeremy
was surprised it hadn’t just popped off on its own.

He worked at
the button with his fingers, trying to get it through the little
loop. When his fumbling efforts wore on, the werewolf began
growling again. Jeremy worked faster.

He felt the
tips of the thing’s teeth begin pressing more tightly.

Desperate,
Jeremy wrenched at the button. It flew off its strings. Triumphant,
his fingers unzipped the fly. He reached down through the waistline
of Brent’s boxers and wrapped his fingers around the thing’s long,
thick cock. He pulled it free.

In the
moonlight, he saw that the werewolf’s rod was pink and hairless. It
felt heavy in his hand, and he could feel the pulse of Brent’s
heart through its length. Jeremy got a tighter grip and began
stroking with one hand. With the other, he reached back and ran his
fingertips over the flesh of the head of its cock. A large drop of
precum had already appeared at the tip. When Jeremy ran his thumb
over it, he felt the beast shudder over him. It moaned, vibrating
his neck with the force of its feeling again.

Jeremy arched
his ass in the air so that the werewolf’s cock was cradled between
his ass cheeks. He continued stroking with one hand and rubbing
with the other.

The werewolf
began grinding against him again. The skin on its cocked pulled
back and forth against him. Soon, it was grinding so hard that
Jeremy could no longer hang on to its length.

It began
running it’s cock between his ass cheeks, fucking them and getting
him all wet with its juices.

Jeremy began
grinding back. His own cock was hard, and it felt good to rub it
against the inside of his underwear. He really wanted to rip off
his torn jeans and underwear so that he could jerk himself off, but
the werewolf showed no signs of releasing his neck from its
jaws.

Finally, he
figured that if he couldn’t get off by rubbing himself, he could
get off by getting fucked. He arched his ass as much as he could,
and then reached back and grabbed the werewolf’s dick. He pressed
the tip against his tight asshole. The werewolf pushed, eager to
enter him.

He was so tight
that he wasn’t certain the thing’s huge cock would fit. He brought
one hand back up to his mouth, spat in it, and then rubbed the spit
on the head of the werewolf’s cock.

Sure enough,
the huge head began sliding into his asshole, greased up with his
spit. Its cock had so much girth that he could feel his asshole
straining to fit around it. He clenched his teeth at the sharp
pain, but savoured the deep pleasure underneath it.

Its cock kept
pressing in. Just how long was it, Jeremy wondered? Finally, when
he felt his ass could take no more, the wolf stopped pressing
itself into him. Now, it began pulling back. Jeremy could feel his
asshole gripping its member tightly, slowing its escape. He
breathed through clenched teeth and let out a little moan of his
own.

When the
werewolf began pushing back in, Jeremy pushed back as well. Its
cock slid in more easily this time. He matched its rhythm as it
pulled out and pushed in again and again.

“Yes, yes…”
Jeremy moaned.

This appeared
to excite the Brent werewolf even more. It began fucking his ass
faster and harder. He could feel its huge nuts slapping against his
thighs with the force of each thrust.

The werewolf’s
hot breath came in quick gasps on his neck, leaving it misted with
moisture. The friction felt so good inside him, making his cock as
hard as it could get. Jeremy had the urge to let the beast even
deeper into him.

Slowly, he
started pushing up onto his knees. The Brent-werewolf must have
known what he was doing, because it partially relaxed its jaws
around his neck and shifted its own body to allow the movement.

Finally, he was
able to get into the doggy-style position, resting his weight on
his forearms and his knees. He arched his back and pushed out with
his ass.

Just as he
thought; when the werewolf pushed in again, it got inside him even
more deeply. Jeremy clenched his teeth.

“You like that,
don’t you, Brent?” He muttered as he slammed his ass back against
the beast. He felt their balls slap together.

The werewolf
ran the claws of both hands down the naked, sweaty flesh of
Jeremy’s back. Jeremy tensed up against it. He felt his asshole
tighten around the beast’s rod, increasing the friction they
created.

Within a few
moments they had returned to their former quick pace, the beast’s
cock almost a blur as he rammed in and out of Jeremy’s tight
flesh.

Suddenly, the
beast let go of his neck entirely. It reared its head back and
unleashed an incredible howl that shattered the silence of the
forest.

It grabbed him
by the hips and began to fuck him like a jackhammer. Jeremy
listened to the sound of their flesh clapping together. His asshole
felt almost numb, but deep inside of himself he felt an intense
tingle of pleasure.

No longer held
completely down, Jeremy reached between his legs with one hand and
began rapidly jerking his cock. The remains of his clothes had
fallen away, leaving him almost entirely naked.

His cock felt
like a rock in his hand. He played with the precum that had
dribbled from the tip of his dick, sending little sparks of
pleasure up his shaft. He slowed his pace when he felt like he
might come soon.

The monster,
however, did not slow down at all. If anything, it rammed his
tender asshole even harder than before.

The next thing
Jeremy knew, the werewolf pulled out of him and flipped him over
onto his back. His back was still tender from the scratching, and
Jeremy squinted as the raw flesh pressed against the cool
ground.

It grabbed him
by the legs and pushed them up so that his knees were touching his
chest. Its pink cock was still shiny with his spit. The rod was so
stiff that it quivered a little in the night air, obviously eager
to return to pounding Jeremy’s asshole.

With a slowness
that was almost gentle, it pressed its rod back into his waiting
hole. His legs held up this way, Jeremy thought that the werewolf
might be able to fuck him even more deeply than before.

It snarled as
it resumed pounding him. It’s fangs were long and white, and a
little red at the tip of each. Jeremy reached up to his neck,
trying to be careful while being bounced around, and touched his
flesh where the werewolf had held him down. His fingertips came
away with blood.

This didn’t
frighten him, rather, he felt even more excited than before. He
reached around his knees with both arms and pulled back even more
on his legs, wanting and needing the beast to fuck him harder and
deeper. His own cock lay hard against his stomach. Even though he
wasn’t even touching it, it felt tingly, especially at the tip,
like he was on the verge of shooting his load all over himself.

Jeremy began
rocking his hips, trying to get the most out of every powerful
thrust from the beast.

The werewolf
bared its clenched fangs and stared into his eyes. Its breaths
seemed to be getting shorter and shorter, and its fucking faster
and faster. Each time it pushed in, it filled Jeremy up until he
didn’t know whether he could possibly take another thrust from its
monster cock.

Its stamina was
amazing. Any normal human lover would have slowed down long ago,
out of breath. Yet the werewolf kept on going. Slowly at first,
Jeremy felt that slight tingle in his own rod and balls that told
him he was about to come. He clenched his jaw, savouring the
sensation of having his asshole pounded.

Finally, he
could take no more. He yelled out, “Ah!” as he cock stiffened as
hard as it could and he came. His spunk shot out all over his own
stomach and chest, warm against his flesh.

The next
moment, the werewolf roared. Jeremy’s asshole had tightened around
its cock while he was coming, and now it was coming. It lunged
forward and buried its fangs in the meat of Jeremy’s left shoulder.
Jeremy screamed in pain. Its cock got harder and its whole body
went completely rigid as it filled him up with its cum.

For a minute,
it lay completely still on him, trying to recover its breath. Then,
it pushed itself up, pulling away from and out of Jeremy. It stood
over him, looking down at the wound it had inflicted. It snorted,
then ran away into the woods.

It was a long
time before Jeremy could do anything but lie on the cool ground and
try not to move in a way that aggravated the bite. He managed to
wad up some of his torn clothes and press the wad against the gash
to slow the bleeding.

Every part of
his body sore or numb, he pushed himself to his feet and stumbled
off in the opposite direction the werewolf had taken.

As the sun came
up, turning the world first grey and then slowly adding color,
Jeremy stumbled onto a road.

Over in the
ditch on the opposite side, he saw a naked form lying face down in
the dirt. He walked over to it. The form turned out to be Brent,
now completely human. Brent slowly turned over onto his back and
looked up at him. He looked dazed, and then shocked when he saw the
bloody makeshift bandage on Jeremy’s shoulder.

“Did I…?”

Jeremy reached
out his hand to help his friend to his feet. He smiled at him.
“Yes, you did.”

Eventually,
they were picked up by a farmer driving out from his field in a
pickup truck.
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