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Trent fervently
wished that he hadn’t answered the phone that day. If he hadn’t
answered, he knew, then his friends wouldn’t have been able to ask
if he’d wanted to go out with them to an abandoned cabin they’d
found in the woods.

His lungs
burning, Trent leaned against the rough bark of a tree. His breaths
left his body in great plumes of mist. Looking up,
he saw how the light of the
full moon shimmered through the haze of his breath, giving its
hideous face a halo.

The gash on his
shoulder also steamed. Blood from the wound already stuck the
tattered remnants of his shirt to his back. He flinched at the
fresh memory of the wolf-like monster that had inflicted the wound
a few hours before. It and another horror had leapt from the
darkness of the cabin and killed his friends. They’d been dead
before they hit the ground.

Part of Trent’s
mind wondered whether they’d felt those awful fangs tear out their
throats. He wondered if he would know the answer soon.

There was
no time for idle questions. A far-too-close howl split the air.
Even though the blood felt like ice in his veins, Trent lurched
away from the tree, stumbling over treacherous roots and through
prickly bushes.

Before long, it
felt like someone had poured burning gasoline into his lungs. His
legs were going numb. The only thing that kept him moving was
momentum, and he didn’t have much of that left, either.

A cry of
anguish ripped from his lungs and he stopped, falling to his knees.
There, in front of him, was the cabin.

I’ve run in a fucking circle! He thought.

The foliage
rustled behind him. Half running, half crawling, Trent made his way
over to the door. Miraculously, it was undamaged. Quickly as he
could, he opened it and went inside. The copper scent of blood
assaulted his nostrils. Dark red, mostly dried blood was splashed
all over the place.

With shock,
Trent saw that the bodies of his friends were gone. The moonlight
was bright enough to see into every corner. Other than blood, there
was no sign of them.

Thankfully, neither of the monsters was there. Trent sank
down onto the single chair in the one-room cabin, his face in his
hands. His whole body felt worn out. He knew he wouldn’t be able to
run any farther. His only hope was that the monsters wouldn’t think
to check for him there, in the cabin.

Despite his
fear, he regained enough control to realize he was thirsty.
Rummaging around, he found an old bottle of water that wasn’t
opened. He greedily drained the bottle in a few gulps.

He also found
some old notes left on the table. He sifted through them. They all
said something about some grad student on a research assignment to
study strange wolves. Trent looked up from the papers.

“Are you
dead, too?” He wondered aloud. His voice was hoarse.

Trent leapt
from his chair as something huge smashed against the door.

This is it, he
thought as the door splintered. Trent wished he could have sex once
more before he died. The desire for a lay erupted in him in what he
perceived as the last moments of his life. Taking a quick inventory
of that life, he realized that sex was the thing he’d miss the
most.

The thoughts,
fears, and excitement made his cock start to lengthen, pressing
against his boxers.

With one final
heave, the monster demolished the door. Trent threw his arm up over
his eyes, shielding them from the spray of wood chips and
splinters.

When he lowered
his arm, the monster was there in front of him. It was like a huge
and muscular wolf that stood on two legs. Slaver dripped from the
fangs as its eyes examined him with cool and cruel intelligence. It
gave him a curious look, then lifted its clawed hand for a decisive
slash.

Trent made a
desperate leap underneath the swing. He ran through the ruined
doorway. The renewed fear energized his exhausted body.

Then he fell.
He rolled down an embankment, ending up face-down in a cold,
shallow stream.

Splashing, he pushed up to his knees, coughing and
sputtering. He stood up to run, but stopped. The werewolf (he was
certain that it was one) stood on one bank, watching him. He turned
around. The other monsters glared at him from that bank. He was
trapped. This was the end.

Trent jumped
again. If he could just get past them, he thought that maybe he
could get somewhere safe.

He cried
out as a clawed hand grabbed him by the arm and hurled him to the
ground. From the sudden pain, he thought that the werewolf had
dislocated his shoulder with that one movement.

Struggling and gasping, he turned over onto his back and
sat up. The second werewolf leapt at him, then, opening its jaws. Trent didn’t even have
time to scream.

Then the
other werewolf knocked its companion out of the air. They growled
at each other, one standing, and one on the ground. Finally, the one on the ground
seemed to relent. It watched with sullen anger as the other
werewolf stalked over to Trent. It snorted at him, then reached
down and grabbed one of his ankles. This time, Trent did
scream.

The
werewolf started dragging him away from the stream. The rough
ground bumped along
beneath him, and above him, the moon leered down through the canopy
at the events unfolding because of its influence.

Soon,
they arrived in a clearing. It was circular in shape, and bathed in
white moonlight. The werewolf dropped his leg and turned around to
face him. Again, he saw a look of calculation and hunger in its
shining eyes. Trent held
his breath as the werewolf lowered its face to him. It snorted at
him, then proceeded to sniff up and down his body. When its snout
reached his cock, it stopped. Its tongue lapped out, rubbing his
shaft through his pants. Trent’s breath escaped in a hiss as he
felt his erection stiffening.

Fear suddenly
welled up inside of Trent. He lashed out, striking the werewolf
across the face. It was like he’d punched a stone wall. His
knuckles hurt.

The
werewolf snarled at him and then, almost lazily, contemptuously,
shoved him in the chest. He fell backwards, smacking his head on
the soft ground. From that position, he could see the glowing eyes
of the second monster glaring hatefully at them from just inside
the tree line

Powerful
fingers grabbed his pants. Looking down, he watched as the werewolf
tore his jeans down the middle. The sound crawled up his spine,
pebbling his skin with goosebumps. The werewolf sprouted his own
erection, his cock so long and heavy that it might as well have
been a third arm. There was a knot near the base of his cock, like
dogs have. In spite of himself, Trent felt his own cock rising to
the occasion. An errant thought arose in his head, making him
remember his final wish while waiting for his death in the
cabin.

He still
had his boxers on, and his cock pressed against the material. His
member stiffened up so much that being held down like that hurt.
The overwhelming desire to free his rod made Trent reach slowly
down to the waistline of his boxers. The werewolf bared his teeth,
but made no other threat. Trent eased his underwear down his
thighs. The werewolf watched as Trent’s own bulging cock sprang up
to give its own salute to the moon.

Trent,
again moving his hand
with caution, grabbed his cock just under the head and began to
stroke himself. The first time he brought his hand back up, a drop
of clear precum beaded at the tip of his dick.

The werewolf
lowered his head until Trent could feel its fur tickling his
thighs. His muzzle was parallel to Trent’s legs, and his yellow
eyes watched the bead of precum grow with intense interest.

Trent’s hips
bucked as the monster slurped out his tongue and wiped the precum
off his cock.

There was
a growl, and a blurring
shadow leapt over Trent. The other werewolf had leapt out of the
trees. The two of them snarled and snapped at each other,
confronting one-another on all-fours. They circled each other
warily, neither breaking eye contact with the other. They looked so
alike, Trent didn’t know which was which anymore.
Not that it
matters, he
thoughts, whoever wins, I lose. He felt a tingle in the shaft of his cock that told him
that might not be true.

With an effort
of willpower, he ordered his hand off his cock. That done, he
turned over and started to crawl away. If he could make it back to
the stream, he could walk in it and cover his tracks while he
escaped. Maybe he’d even be able to get the police out here to hunt
those things down.

Trent had
just struggled to his feet when a titanic weight slammed against
his back, pressing him down against the grass under its
bulk. A hand snaked
around his neck so wide that he had to arch his head back to allow
it room. The werewolf dragged what felt like a single claw down his
back, pulling the cloth out of the dried blood of his earlier
wound. Trent scowled at the pain.

There was
nothing else to it, Trent knew as the werewolf’s hot breath blew
across the now bare skin of his back that he had no choice but to satisfy the cravings
of the monsters. Reaching down, he pushed the tattered remains of
his pants down his thighs. Immediately, he felt the shaft of the
werewolf’s long cock press down between his ass cheeks. It was so
big that it took up pretty much the entire cleft of his
ass.

Shifting up
slightly onto his forearms and arching his back, Trent set himself
into doggie-style position under the werewolf. His body trembled in
his excitement and fear as he felt the werewolf’s rod pulsing
against his flesh, full of hot blood.

His own
blood trickled down his back and sides from his freshly opened
shoulder wound, and more blood leaked from the various cuts and
scrapes he’d accrued by
crashing through a forest at night.

The
werewolf closed his grip around Trent’s throat, almost completely
cutting off his windpipe. It wasn’t long before bright dots started
swimming across his vision. He barely felt it when the monster started rubbing his
meat back and forth between his cheeks. So much precum had leaked
out of the monster’s cock that his shaft moved almost
freely.

When Trent
could no longer hold himself up, he collapsed. The werewolf let go
of his throat, and Trent took a few gasping breaths before
stubbornly pushing himself back up onto his forearms.

He knew he was
in trouble when the other werewolf stalked over and stood in front
of him. Trent could tell he was the one who’d tried to kill him
from the hate that practically shot out of his eyes.

But then
Trent thought he saw his salvation. This werewolf’s cock hung
semi-hard between his legs, swaying back and forth. Grabbing the
monster’s flaccid cock, he gave it a squeeze and felt it jump in
response. Working it over with his fingers wrapped around its
girth, he felt it slowly swell in his hands and stand out rigidly
from the beast’s body.

That’s when the
monster sank to his knees in front of Trent. With one clawed hand,
he grabbed Trent by the back of the head and pulled his head
forward. Opening his mouth, he felt the beast’s meat slide into his
lips. His jaw creaked against the size of it, and he felt himself
start to gag.

The
werewolf’s cock flexed a little in his mouth, gaining its full
hardness. Trent’s body
trembled as he felt his own dick spring back to a full erection.
Having that enormous cock in his mouth, feeling the other slide
between his ass cheeks, electrified his nerves. If he touched his
cock then, he thought he might come.

Instead,
he sealed his lips around the shaft and started sucking. So much
spit started working up that he had to let it come out of the
corners of his mouth, where it slowly moved down the werewolf’s
length. He made gagging
noises as he screwed his mouth around in a semi-circle first one
way, then the other, pulling his head back as much as his neck
would allow and then letting the tension in his muscles push his
mouth back over the steaming shaft.

He felt
his own balls tighten when the first trickle of precum ran from the
cock in his mouth and onto his tongue. There was something powerful about pleasuring
those horrifying creatures. They were so terrible and bloodthirsty,
but a single man’s tongue could bring one to his knees.

From the way
the beast at his ass was moving and growling, he could tell that
the monster was frustrated at not being able to penetrate him. The
head of his cock pressed against his tight asshole a few times, but
with the lack of lubricant even the brute strength and ferocity of
the monster couldn’t let him push into Trent.

Putting
one hand on Trent’s back for support, the monster lifted himself to
his feet, almost toppling the man in the process.
He moved around until he was
behind the other werewolf, which whimpered. Kneeling down behind
the wolf getting sucked, he bent forward and starting lapping at
his own cock until it was shiny with werewolf spit.

Trent would
have gasped if he could have. The werewolf lifted his companion’s
tale and moved forward until his cock bumped against the other
beast’s asshole.

A great torrent
of precum flooded out of the werewolf’s cock into Trent’s mouth as
his asshole was penetrated. Impossibly, the monster’s shaft got
even harder and larger so that Trent’s jaws actually ached.

When the
rearmost werewolf thrust his cock on the first fuck, Trent felt the
other beast’s shaft enter his throat.

Panicking,
Trent tried to pull back. But the beast was in the throes of his
passion, and his grip on the back of Trent’s head didn’t let up at
all. If anything, the claws dug more deeply into his scalp and
tried to pull his tender lips even farther down his length.

Doing the
only thing he could think of, Trent bit down. The werewolf roared at the sudden pain,
releasing Trent’s head from his clutches.

Trent
reeled backwards, standing up momentarily only to fall painfully on his ass. About to
run away, he stopped. A droplet of his spit slowly lowered to the
ground from the werewolf’s pink, exposed shaft. The werewolf’s eyes
looked at him with an expression that was some mix of pain and
intense pleasure as the beast pounded his ass from
behind.

Not
believing what he was doing, Trent went down onto all fours. He
turned around and backed up, his breath hissing out of him as his
many cuts and scrapes stung. Reaching back, he grabbed the flopping cock of the monster.
Forcing his ass to relax, he guided this nice wet piece of meat
between his cheeks.

The pounding
from the other wolf increased, and Trent sucked in his breath as
the head of the werewolf’s cock jammed into his tight asshole far
faster than he’d wanted it to happen. It didn’t stop there. The
werewolf got a hold of his hips and starting dragging him back.
Every inch of his cock that pushed into Trent stretched him out
that much more. Trent threw his head back, his hands clawing and
tearing at the grass and dirt as though that would help him work
through the pain. He wanted so badly for there to be some pleasure
in there, too.

Soon the
werewolf cock had him completely filled. There was still more of it
that the werewolf wanted to cram into him, pulling at his hips and
digging his claws in. Thinking about how hard Trent made the monsters helped him
see through the pain of his asshole stretching around the thick
cock.

The werewolf’s
hot meat withdrew a few inches. Trent yelled as the cock pounded
back into him, partially from the pain, partially from the way it
rubbed him. His cock jerked and his balls tightened.

Grabbing the
werewolf behind him, Trent used his own strength to pull their
bodies closer together each time the werewolf filled him. He felt a
tear leak from his eyes as he squeezed himself more tightly around
the beast’s member.

Going
completely rigid, the werewolf came in him. Trent felt the hot
spurts of cum shooting into his ass. It only took him two jerks of
his own cock to come. While the werewolf finished inside him, he
shot steaming streams of cum onto the ground in front of
him. Trent arched his
back and closed his eyes. His cock felt like a hot rock in his
hand, it was so hard. He always loved how hard his dick got while
he came.

Suddenly,
the werewolf shifted his grip on him, wrapping his strong arms
around Trent’s chest and pulling him close. Even though Trent had
started coming after the werewolf, and had already finished, the
werewolf’s cock still gave the occasional jump as more of
his cum filled Trent’s
asshole.

He felt
the cock in his ass stiffen again when the rearmost werewolf came,
howling at the moon. This werewolf didn’t hold still, either. He slammed his
cock as hard and fast as he could, rocking all three of their
bodies until the energy of his orgasm dissipated.

Trent
felt a pang of fear as he realized that both werewolves were
finished. He could already feel the one’s dick softening, getting
pushed out of him. The
buzz of their fucking gone, he started to ache.

Looking down,
he saw that his shirt was in bloody tatters. What remained of his
pants was shoved down his legs, and would prevent him from running
at any useful speed.

When the
werewolves stood, Trent crumpled to a panting heap on the ground.
As earlier, his breath still misted into clouds before his eyes. If
anything, it had gotten colder, so the mist was more opaque.
The halo around the grim face
of the moon was more pronounced. Is this the white light at the end of my
tunnel? Trent
wondered.

So Trent laid
on the ground waiting for death. The wait dragged on and on, and
Trent’s joints began to stiffen. Despite the cold, he felt his
eyelids get heavy. Soon, he couldn’t keep them open.

A hand on
his shoulder woke him. At first, Trent was startled at the fact
that he had, indeed, woken up. He looked up to see a well-muscled
naked man, somewhere in his mid-twenties, looking down at
him.

“I’m
Lance,” the man said. He offered Trent a hand and helped him to his
feet. Lance looked him
up and down, and then said, “Welcome to the pack.”
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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.
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Emily
straightened a stack of magazines on the coffee table that she’d
already fixed three times in the last half hour. She felt so
unreasonably nervous, and she just couldn’t figure out why. Her
body didn’t seem to, either, as she felt a warm tingle of arousal
in her lady parts.

“It’s not an
inspection,” said Steph, her roommate, as she entered the living
room. “It’s your stepdad. So just calm down.”

Emily’s hands
strayed toward the magazines again, but she made them stop. “I
know. It’s just... It’s his first time seeing the place, and I want
it to be perfect.” She didn’t mention the huge and girlish crush
she had on him.

“We’re first
years. The ‘rents expect us to be slobs,” Steph said.

It was
then that Emily noticed the absurdly short pair of shorts that
barely covered Steph’s tight ass. At least I’m hotter, Emily thought, bitterly adding,
but not by
much.

The phone rang.
Emily leapt for it, but, after a brief struggle, Steph managed to
pry the receiver from her fingers.

“Hello?” Steph
said. She smiled impishly at Emily as she listened to the person on
the other end. Finally, she said, “Okay; I’ll buzz you guys in. You
know the unit, right? Okay. See you in a sec.” She pressed the
button on the phone to unlock the entrance and hung up.

Guys? Emily
thought. She had been under the impression that her stepdad was
coming alone. Watching the door, Emily tugged at her shirt to get
rid of imaginary wrinkles. Steph laid languidly on the couch, her
long legs crossed at the ankles.

“Hello?” Emily
heard her stepdad say a moment before he knocked on the door. Emily
jumped to get it, yanking it open and smiling.

It was her
stepdad and three of his friends. They all smiled back at her. She
saw all their eyes shift past her, trying to see something. Emily
turned her head and almost gasped; Steph was stretching on the
couch like a cat, her shirt pulled up and exposing part of her taut
stomach. Her skimpy shorts weren’t enough to hide the bit of pink
underwear over her crotch.

Emily’s mouth
hung open, but she forced it shut and gave an awkward laugh as she
motioned them in. “Won’t you come in? Oh, and this is my roommate,
Steph.”

Her stepdad,
tall and broad, stood in the middle of the living room and looked
around while his friends all sat on the couch by Steph, or in
chairs near her. Ben, her stepdad, looked at Emily.

“Why don’t you
show me around, Em?” He said.

Emily jumped at
the chance to be out of the room. She was starting to feel sick,
and a little jealous, of all those eyes drinking in her roommate’s
body. She linked arms with Ben and she showed him through the
place. It was relatively small for a two bedroom, but, as she
explained, quite comfy and cheap.

Ben patted her
hand. His hand was big and warm, and it easily engulfed hers. Emily
felt her mouth get dry at the same time as her pussy got wet. When
they got back to the living room, Emily felt her jealousy pique
again. Two of the guys were sitting on either side of Steph, and
the third was sat on the coffee table. They were all leaned in
about as far as they could without actually touching her, and Steph
seemed to be loving every second of the attention from the older
men. They were all in their mid-forties, as was her stepdad.

“Quite the
roommate you have there,” Ben said, “Look, I hope you don’t mind me
bringing the guys. But it’s a holiday and they wanted to come to
the city. I’m sure they’ll head out for a hotel in a bit,” he
squeezed her hand again and she felt a flutter in her chest.

Oh God, she
thought, why
do I want to fuck my stepdad so bad? Her crush, she figured, must have grown stronger
with his absence.

Emily looked up
at Ben’s face, “It’s ok, daddy. I’m sure everything will be
fine.”

It wasn’t.

Later in the
evening, one of the guys broke out some alcohol he’d brought and
everyone, including Steph and Emily, had a cup in their hands. It
was strong, and it burned Emily’s throat as she took another
swallow. She didn’t weigh a whole lot, so the few sips she’d had
were already making her feel drowsy. Steph seemed to be tossing it
back like a pro, though. Much to the amusement of the guys.

The last thing
Emily remembered before collapsing into her bed was one of the
guys, Dave, she thought – a tall guy with a barrel chest – running
his hand up Steph’s thigh.

Emily woke up
in her underwear under the covers. She glanced at the clock and saw
it was a bit after midnight. She felt so thirsty that she got up
and walked towards the kitchen. The whole apartment was dark, and
she didn’t really hear anything but her own footsteps. Then she
passed by the living room. It was dark in there, but she heard low
grunting and constant slurping and sucking noises.

“Yeah, baby...”
A man whispered. She couldn’t be certain, but Emily thought it was
her stepdad.

Not thinking,
she reached around the doorframe and flicked on the night. Everyone
froze. Steph, completely naked, was on her knees in the middle of
the room. Ben was standing in front of her, also naked. Steph had
most of his meaty cock in her mouth. Sitting on the couch beside
them, slowly jerking his own hard cock was Dave.

They all looked
at her when the light came on.

“Daddy!”
Emily yelled. She just couldn’t believe it. For some reason, her
jealousy flared again and a voice in her mind said,
it should be me
sucking his cock.

Steph quickly
pulled her mouth off, but left one of her hands wrapped around
Ben’s shaft. Emily could see thick gobs and strings of her spit all
over her stepdad’s cock.

Emily marched
into the room and stood beside Steph. She could feel the heat
coming off their bodies, and it made her own temperature rise. She
fought it back, though. This was unacceptable, and she had to do
something about it.

“What the hell,
daddy?” Emily said.

Ben held his
hands up, a look of guilt on his face. Dave chuckled from the couch
and continued to stroke himself, his eyes fixed on Steph’s nubile
and shapely body. The noise brought the other two guys into the
room from wherever they’d been sleeping. They both gasped when they
saw what was going on.

“I’m sorry,
Em,” Ben said. She saw his eyes flick down her body, and she
remembered that she was just in her underwear. Again, a jolt of
arousal thrilled through her pussy.

She was going
to tell him off, but her desires changed her mind.

“You are such
an asshole. Do you know how long I’ve wanted to suck your cock? And
you let my roommate do it first!”
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