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		Lawrence Talbot

		

	
		Prologue

		

		Sitting at her desk, the woman reviewed her notes. She had been working on this experiment for months. Much trial and error has resulted in a formula that she was confident would provide the results she was after. Total control of a human mind. Make them believe they saw what the woman wanted them to see, like a virtual reality game. Make them believe they were an animal or a mermaid. With such power the possibilities were endless.

		The idea had come to her while still in college. Being a lesbian still had a few drawbacks. Mainly of all the gorgeous coeds she lusted after that unfortunately were straight. If she could find a way to change their sexual preferences, she would geometrically increase her pool of likely lovers. The idea grew, and during her science classes she paid particular attention. Organic Chemistry was just the ticket. By the time she graduated with a PharmD degree she was sure she had the right chemicals. She needed subjects.

		A dozen or so candidates had be subjected to her tests. Some showed promise, some failed miserably. Still undaunted she proceeded with her experiments. Keeping meticulous notes. Screening candidates and so forth. The thought of turning a beautiful straight woman into a lesbian and make her believe anything she told her was her definition of success.

		Tonight she finished thumbing through her notes. She had settled on the proper solution she felt. She looked at the candidate photo. She looked luscious and therefore had potential. The only thing left to do was search the best petri dish and lure the subject to her 'lab'. In this case it meant going to a local club and wait for her test subject to appear and bring her back to her lab.

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		Bethany woke up slowly, consciousness coming reluctantly, her surroundings refusing at first to sharpen into focus. Her first sensation was soreness in her arms and legs. She felt herself lying on a hard surface, on her stomach, hands together above her and one knee bent.

		The realization that her wrists and ankles were enclosed in leather restraints and secured to the polished wooden surface with short lengths of heavy chain caused a panic response in her breasts. Her heart began to race; her breathing became erratic. She took in the rest of the scene with darting eyes as her mind struggled to comprehend.

		She was naked, chained to a large wooden platform about six feet square and 12 inches high. The chains attached to the leather restraints were locked into four steel-ringed bolts drilled into the corners of the platform, which was squarely in the middle of a large musty room that had the look of a cellar. Indeed there were a couple of small windows high up on one of the bare walls. The moonlight that came through them was the room's only illumination. There was an open door against one wall that revealed a dark ascending staircase. Other than that, nothing much to see.

		Shaking off the residual dizziness, she found the chains gave just enough slack to allow her to rise to her hands and knees. She struggled onto all fours and tried to remember. Slowly her mind recovered the series of events that led to her imprisonment. She remembered the stranger; the mysterious but compelling woman she had met outside the bar she had gotten into the habit of dropping into after work. The woman had asked her for a light and took the opportunity to strike up a conversation.

		***

		"I've seen you in there a few times. What's the appeal if I may ask?" She exhaled smoke away from Bethany's face.

		"I don't know that there is one. It's nearby, convenient. I really only stop in for a drink. What about you?" Bethany tried to be cagey but wasn't very good at it.

		She looked at Bethany a moment before responding. "Sometimes I meet people I'm attracted to. You, for instance."

		Bethany studied her face. Her directness and the way she almost leered at Bethany got her freak radar going, but something about her was mesmerizing. She found herself relaxing in spite of her normal cautiousness.

		"Well thanks. What about me in particular attracts you?"

		That wasn't what she'd been planning on saying at all. Why did she?

		"You're young, like me. What are you, 23 or 24? You're wholesome, nice figure. You look like someone who'd enjoy what I have to offer."

		"Which is what, exactly?" Bethany thought oh great, a hustler.

		"The opportunity to express your true nature, to let the animal in you come out to play. I have a good instinct for that. I've been watching you. You're inhibited, shy. But there's wildness in you. You know it's there. I can help you release it."

		"My animal nature. What animal would that be?" Bethany attempted a smirk, but something about this woman was causing her to lose control of the situation.

		"I don't know exactly yet, but possibly wolf, like me."

		Bethany studied the woman for signs of craziness. She seemed pretty normal outwardly. Early twenties, about 5'9", lean, maybe 130 pounds. Dressed casually, like everyone else going to the movies or shopping in the neighborhood. Black jeans, white t-shirt. Nicely shaped body, a light tan on her face and arms. Big breasts.

		A natural eroticism permeated her; she seemed real. No jacket on this cool autumn evening. Except for the directly intimate way she was speaking, nothing about her seemed immediately threatening.

		"You're sizing me up. You can't decide whether I'm a maniac or not, right? You're attracted to me, what I'm saying resonates, but you're hesitant because this town is full of lunatics and you don't want to end up on the news as a missing person." She smiled engagingly. "My name is Abby."

		Bethany was hooked. Game over.

		They walked together to Abby's car. As they drove, Bethany beat back second thoughts. Abby had her pegged, certainly. She had always been too inhibited. Growing up, she had been ashamed of her sexuality, and on top of that she had been a real late bloomer physically.

		Only in her late teens did she realize that the little pipsqueak of her pubescent years, while not getting very big, had nevertheless filled out nicely. 5'6", 115 pounds, a smooth, athletic body made hard and supple with several years of gymnastics training.

		Her mother had encouraged her to get into gymnastics when she complained that she would always be too small for the sports she really liked.

		"Nothing takes the combination of strength and sheer guts that gymnastics requires. I was a small girl, too, and gymnastics really did wonders for my self-esteem."

		She was right about the effect it would have, but it took Bethany longer to get over the physical shyness that being small (and secretly lesbian) had instilled in her.

		Now, at 23, she was trying to come out of her shell. She had had a few sexual experiences, and it was true that the women she'd made out with seemed pleasantly surprised by the suppleness of her small frame (always somewhat hidden by bulky clothes), but she still couldn't help feeling inadequate.

		Inadequate and somehow held back, unable to fully express the raw sexual heat she sometimes felt inside. It looked so easy in erotic movies, and in the pornographic stories she read. But still to this day she wasn't even comfortable in a locker room, much less the more completely vulnerable setting of being naked in bed with a stranger.

		Abby pulled into the driveway of a small house. The driveway circled back behind the house, which was situated on a small hill. They parked and got out.

		"Welcome to the sanctum sanctorum", Abby intoned in mock ominousness. She put her arm around Bethany's shoulder and led her inside. "Can I get you a drink?"

		"Uh, sure." Bethany glanced about the small living room.

		Bookcases, 70" smart TV, built in ceiling speakers. Normal stuff. She was still on edge about Abby. She walked up to a framed photo on the wall.

		In the other room, Abby put a special mixture of Ketamine and LSD in the drink she prepared for guest. The dosage was not lethal she was certain, and the mix gave the user an experience like no other. In the past Abby found that the reactions by her guests ranged from unconsciousness, to weird visions of monsters, aliens, or ghosts. She was anxious to see how Bethany faired. She had already planted the 'wolf' suggestion in her mind. All she could do is hope for the best.

		Abby came up behind Bethany and handed her a glass.

		"Vodka and tonic. My special recipe. And that's an arctic gray wolf. I bought the print from a wildlife photographer a couple of years ago. Stunning animal."

		She put her hand on Bethany's lower back. Bethany resisted her natural urge to flinch.

		"You seem to have a thing about wolves." Abby watched Bethany take a sip from her glass.

		"Like I said, I think an important part of self-awareness is getting in touch, really intimately in touch, with our animal natures."

		She took a long sip from her drink and gestured at Bethany's glass. Bethany took another sip. The cocktail was already going to Bethany's head. She'd never been a drinker. Abby's grinning face commanded her attention. She admired her easy sexuality; the comfortable way Abby inhabited her own skin. She glanced down at Abby's crotch and saw the outline of her sex in her jeans. Abby noticed her staring and took Bethany's free hand, moving it to rest on the warm furrow.

		"You want this."

		"I--I, uh, I think I have to go."

		Bethany's old fears all returned in a shameful rush. Panic overcame her at the thought of getting intimate with this girl so soon after meeting her. Her own exposed lust, and the way Abby acknowledged it, made all the old emotional baggage come back.

		"Thanks for the drink. Maybe I'll see you around." She started for the door.

		"Bethany!" The abruptness of Abby's voice startled her. She froze instinctively. "Don't go. You know you want to do this. I think you need it." Abby looked at her calmly and continued in a more patient tone. "Look, why don't you just finish your drink? I can drive you back downtown after that, okay? It's no big deal."

		Bethany accepted this, and she relaxed a bit as Abby handed her glass back to her. Abby raised her own glass toward her.

		"Here's to taking it slow!" She smiled warmly, and they both drained their glasses.

		Bethany immediately sensed something was wrong. Her vision became blurry, she didn't think she could stand. She remembered seeing Abby moving toward her, easing her down onto the sofa before she passed out.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		Now here she was.

		Naked, on all fours, chained like an animal, still in a druggy stupor due to the narcotic Abby had obviously slipped into her drink. She looked around the room again, searching for any hint of a way to escape. The chains clanked when she tried to look over her shoulder at the wall behind her. Blank. In front of her, next to the doorway, a large mirror showed her what she looked like in her bondage.

		The mirror was attached to the wall about a foot off the ground; it was obviously put there for the sole purpose of allowing her to see herself. What she saw was a young woman whose firmly toned arms and shoulders were held in coiled tension above manacled wrists, strong thighs upon which a light coating of perspiration glinted in the moonlight. Her pert breast standing straight out. Visible between her legs, a tiny trimmed patch of pubic hair in over two perfectly formed labia.

		Bethany's sex stirred as she considered this image of herself. Her nipples hardened as a gentle breeze wafted in from the small basement window. Before realizing what she was doing, Bethany shifted position in her chains as much as possible, to get a different angle view of herself in the mirror.

		She managed a kind of three-quarter view, and her sex came further to life as she saw the way her rib and back muscles bunched in response to the pull of the chains. Her well-shaped ass was visible in profile and looked smooth and globelike in the diffuse light of the moon.

		Wait! What was she doing? Here she was trapped by an obvious maniac, possibly moments from being ravaged or worse, and she suddenly found herself admiring her own physique! Had there been something else in that drink besides something to make her black out? Even now she seemed to be navigating as if she were under water. Her confusion was interrupted by the sound of someone opening a door and quietly descending the stairs toward her.

		Abby appeared in the doorway. She was naked. Her spectacular body took Bethany's breath away. Even in all her years in locker rooms, she had never seen anyone so confidently sexual. Abby smiled as Bethany stared in open lust at her smoothly shaved pubic area and powerful legs, the clean lines and angles of her vaginal fold, the classically proportioned breasts, and hips. She stood in front of Bethany without a hint of self-consciousness.

		"I'm sorry, Bethany. This was the only way. I wasn't lying when I said I could help you. But the truth, as I'm sure you've surmised, is that my motives are a little more selfish than that."

		She smiled down at Bethany with slightly amused pity.

		"What will you do to me?" Bethany trembled.

		She couldn't take her eyes off Abby's body. She was frightened, but her arousal grew. In spite of her fear? Or because of it? She realized then that whatever was about to happen, she could not think of herself honestly as a victim or unwilling participant. Something in her wanted it.

		"Just what I told you I would do. I will show you the animal within me, and hopefully reveal the one inside you." Abby reached for her own sex and with her index finger, began stroking it between the folds. "You have a beautiful body, Bethany. I'm sure you noticed that in this mirror. Look at yourself. You're an animal, a wolf just like me. Don't resist me and I'll make you see. You seem very natural there on all fours. Your body lacks for nothing. It is strong, lithe, powerful. It seeks its pleasure. Right now, for instance, it seeks this."

		Her pussy was starting to show signs of wetness on her finger. A look of feral desire was coming over her face. She didn't seem as much in control as she had been earlier. As she worked her beautiful clit up to its full erect state, her eyes glazed over. She let her head droop back, the muscles in her neck popping into relief. She took her hands off her sex, which remained puffy and damp and began stroking her breasts and abdomen obscenely.

		Her mouth hung open in lewd pleasure as she began to let low growling noises escape her diaphragm. She looked down at Bethany and spoke in a suddenly lower, gravelly voice.

		"This is what you do to me, Bethany. You are so beautiful, you make me want you so much, that you turn me into this."

		Bethany was hypnotized. Her own vulva was becoming engorged; she was in danger of orgasming even though she was unable to touch herself. She remained transfixed as Abby became more and more worked up.

		Then she saw it. Some part of her knew it was coming to this. Abby's open mouth revealed bared teeth as she grimaced in an uncontrollable erotic frenzy. Her canine teeth were lengthening into fangs.

		Looking down, Bethany saw small black hairs sprouting rapidly in shifting patterns across Abby's heaving breasts and stomach. Her already well-defined torso and arms were becoming more sharply etched as her muscles grew denser and threatened to pop out of her skin.

		This can't be real, Bethany thought in a panic. It just can't be.

		Even so though, the hands, which roamed lewdly around her upper body, grew sharp black claws. She buckled but somehow remained upright as her now-clawed feet lengthened and narrowed, and her calves shortened, black fur covering her legs as they assumed their new configuration.

		Bethany then looked up to see Abby's shuddering face push out violently into a dog-like muzzle and her ears move up her head and become longer and pointed. The look in Abby's eyes was now no longer fully human.

		Her growls became lustful snarls as the transformation continued. Her sex became more circular and deeply red and brutish in appearance. A fur-covered tail became visible, swinging between Abby's legs.

		She was obviously in agonizing pain, but just as obviously it was bringing her indescribable sensual pleasure. The change was complete. Standing before the chained girl was a panting, growling, digitigrade werewolf, staring at her with canine lust through piercing yellow eyes.

		Her torso, arms, and genitals were still fundamentally human, although striking black and gray fur covered her entire body. She hissed at Bethany's cowering but obviously aroused form, saliva dripping from her glinting fangs. She moved toward the bound captive until her now bright red sex was inches from Bethany's face.

		She grabbed both sides of Bethany's head and shoved the bound woman's mouth onto the monster cunt. Bethany, still in shock over what she'd just witnessed, struggled to catch her breath.

		She slurped hungrily at the obscene object, covering it with spit and sticking out her tongue as far as she could . The wolf pushed greedily against her tongue, making it difficult for Bethany to breathe but not allowing her even a moment to recover.

		Soon the entire slimy opening was smearing goo up and down the girl's face, cutting off the airflow with every brutal thrust. Bethany's own sex was painfully aroused, she wanted nothing more than to be able to touch it.

		After several minutes of face-fucking, the wolf moved away from Bethany and stood there panting. Bethany caught her breath and shook her head to discharge some of the sweat that had collected on her face and in her blonde hair. Seeing this instinctive dog-like move caused the wolf's eyes to widen.

		She moved slowly behind the restrained victim, her claws clicking on the stone floor, and pulled Bethany's body roughly backward when she got into position behind her. Bethany remembered the mirror, and the reflection revealed when she looked into it almost sent her over the edge.

		There was no huge powerful animal positioned behind her ass, only Abby's nude curvy form. Eyes slitted, tongue hanging between the lips of her open mouth. Bethany looked at the beautiful naked form kneeling behind her. Why was she seeing the wolf? Why did the mirror show the human Abby? What was going on.

		The contrast between Abby's tanned skin and Bethany's smooth, fair skin was striking. Her hand gripped Bethany's hips painfully, and using her fingers pulled Bethany's ass cheeks apart. Abby lowered her head behind her. Bethany strained against the chains that bound her. She was about to be tongue fucked in the ass and used by what can only be described as a sexual demon, of pure lust personified.

		The association of the wolf most certainly had been brought about by the drug Abby had administered, either in her drink earlier or by injection. Bethany wasn't certain. What she was certain of, was this was erotic pleasure, and Abby's tongue stroked along her virgin ass crack tantalizingly as Bethany rocked back and forth in anticipation.

		Without warning, the tongue stabbed her ruthlessly. Bethany hissed as Abby pushed her tongue to the hilt, her red hair bobbing rudely against her smooth ass. The sensation was exquisite, so intimately entwined with the pleasure she felt that the two sensations could not be thought about separately. The relentless tongue fucking, the almost unbearably intense feeling of that oral organ hitting the inside of her bowels with every stroke, the sound of Abby's obscene grunting filling her ears.

		It was all becoming too much. She was sure she was dreaming this. She checked the mirror to confirm her doubts. Abby in the mirror, was not the furry Abby licking her ass. It couldn't be.

		Abby leaned forward, maintaining her grip on Bethany's ass, and explored Bethany's ass cleft with her long tongue. She moved up her back, leaving a trail of saliva as she licked, then moved back to her puckered opening, snarling lustfully as Bethany moved her head back and forth, unwilling to let the pink intruder lose contact with her flesh. The eroticism of the hands spreading her ass cheeks, the hot breath of Abby on her anal opening, the muscled sphincter gripping at the tongue beneath. Bethany's mouth was open and her eyes were closed. She was lost in sensation. Her body had taken over and seemed to move and react completely on its own.

		Abby suddenly stopped licking her ass and moved back in front of Bethany. Bethany opened her eyes and looked in the mirror. The naked figure she saw, sweat pouring off her, lost in the throes of erotic bliss her face now buried in the cunt of this merciless of a predatory lesbian, was a revelation to her.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		All the years of denying herself, of feeling ashamed of her yearnings, unable to express her needs to another, were now distant memories. She was free and had no fear. Abby paused momentarily, her head thrown back, her tongue hanging out one side of her mouth, her long fingers held tightly onto Bethany's head.

		Time seemed to stand still. Then suddenly a great squeal escaped from her as great pulses of girl goo oozed from her cunt and into Bethany's waiting mouth. Abby's fingers dug into her hair, and then shoved Bethany backward with shocking quickness, she climbed between Bethany's legs and was lapping at her throbbing sex before she could react.

		This sent Bethany over the top, and her throbbing pussy finally burst forth with six tremendous spasms of her orgasm, dribbling girl juice on the polished wood below her. The feral grunt resounded in her ears as she lost consciousness.

		***

		Abby, looked at the unconscious girl. Thankfully, she passed out. Abby was afraid the 'Kacid' the Ketamine and LSD, was going to wear off before they were done. She needed to give her an injection while she was out. She left the girl lying and headed to the kitchen for more of her special 'Recipe,' humming to herself satisfied with her success.

		***

		When Bethany woke up, her first thought was: "I'm making a habit of waking up without the slightest idea where I am."

		At least she was on a bed this time. She propped herself up on her elbows on the small twin bed and looked around. It was morning, probably around 8 AM. A warm breeze fluttered through the curtains of the open window, slanting rays of sunlight dappling the white comforter covering Bethany's still-naked body.

		The room was spare: hardwood floors, the simple bed, a pine dresser, square windows in two of the walls.

		Bethany pushed the covers down and looked at her breasts and abdomen. Her body felt beaten. But there were no signs of violence on her body, no small scratches on her torso, no random bruises there or on her upper arms and breasts. She remembered the bite and reached up to the left side of her neck. She felt a bandage there, a square of cotton held in place with gauze tape. Probably where Abby bit me, she thought. She carefully removed the tape and looked under the gauze.

		No evidence of any bite. There was a small spot of blood on the gauze, like from a pin prick. She could feel the small indentation in her skin like maybe a syringe would make. Stranger and stranger she thought.

		. Pushing the comforter off her body, she realized how sore she was, and how dizzy. Her legs, back, and shoulders felt pummeled. Lying naked on the bed, the increasingly warm sun caressing her tired form, she began to remember fragments of the previous night's experience. The still-visible impressions left by the restraints on her ankles and wrists, a sudden memory flash of the looming werewolf servicing her from behind as she writhed helplessly in her steel bonds. The conflicting images she saw in the mirror and the howling animal she imagined she saw, mercilessly shoving that giant tongue in and out of Bethany's ass, plunging forward with shocking suddenness to eat her pussy, causing Bethany to climax explosively before blacking out.

		Bethany couldn't think about these events all at once; the mixture of emotions was overwhelming. She decided to get up and size up her current situation. She walked to one of the windows and looked out. She saw Abby's car parked below, and realized she was on the house's top floor, a small garret-like room she had noticed as they had gotten out of the car the night before.

		The sun on her body felt good. She checked the dresser for her clothes. Nothing. She stuck her head out the door and saw a short hallway, with a bathroom at the other end. Her footfalls made the wooden floor creak as she walked toward the bathroom. The strange felling that she was maneuvering slowly, like underwater was still with her.

		Inside, a clawfoot tub and shower made her think how refreshing the water would feel. She hesitated, then turned it on and got in. As the water ran over her aching body, Bethany remembered more of the extraordinary experience of the night before. Her pussy stirred as she recalled the moment she imagined that Abby's body was transforming into something animal, that brain-frying moment she'd never realized she'd been waiting her whole life for, and how Abby had pointedly made her desire for Bethany responsible for the transformation.

		A stinging pain interrupted this reverie as the water got too hot. Bethany turned the water off and pulled open the shower curtain. She saw a large towel hanging on a hook on the wall and used it to dry herself, then wrapped it around her waist.

		In the mirror attached to the back of the door, she saw the sensual curve of her neck, and her well-toned, upper body. She squeezed her sex through the cotton towel as her mind flashed images of the werewolf. I don't look so bad, she thought. My mother said big things come in small packages. She smiled at this recollection, having always been secretly amused at her mother's typically clueless unintended meaning.

		She remembered the way the Abby or the werewolf had looked at her pussy, which was more pronounced than you'd expect from a girl her size. She'd always felt ashamed of the way she'd admitted her feelings of inadequacy to her mother, of being the runt, which was what'd prompted Mom's pep talk.

		Her mother didn't know she'd also begun to have sexual feelings for other girls. Her mother still didn't know, all these years later. Abby, as the werewolf, knew everything about her, Bethany realized, and had given her a secret in return.

		She opened the door and inched toward the stairs, listening for any sign that Abby was awake, or even in the house. She made her way slowly down, careful to avoid making the stairs creak.

		On the floor below, the second floor, an open door revealed some kind of office or study, dominated by a paper-strewn dark cherry desk and another desk holding a laptop and printer. An old stuffed chair and large fully-packed bookcase completed the small room's furnishings. She looked at some of the yellow adhesive notes surrounding the laptop screen and some of the papers on the desk, hoping for clues into Abby's activities.

		As far as she could make out, most of them seemed like notes for a science project, but she was unable to discern a common theme to the disparate scribbled phrases and references. "Test subject A, first response was slower than expected."

		Test subject. Who is the test subject? Bethany thought to herself.

		Bethany saw a brochure for the club she had met Abby. Last night's date was scribbled on it. She flipped the brochure over and a photo of herself, obviously from a telephoto lens. "What the fuck?" Bethany whispered.

		Bethany opened the top middle drawer and pulled out an official looking leather folder. Opening it she began reading. What she discovered sent shivers down her spine. Abby was using her for an experiment. Using two powerful mind altering drugs. The more she read she learned the experiment was to make the test subject see, whatever the controller wanted the subject to see.

		She flipped one more page and saw the words, Lycanthropy, and long term effects...

		...A sudden small sound behind her made her jump, and she dropped the folder on the floor. She spun around to see a small gray cat looking up at her from the doorway. She quickly returned the folder to the desk drawer and closed it. She smiled in relief and picked the cat up, scratching it under the chin as she went back out into the hall.

		The cat had clearly come from the other room on the floor, as its door was now almost wide open rather than slightly ajar as it had been. She let the cat down and crept forward as stealthily as her still hazy condition would allow.

		Within the room she saw Abby asleep on a large bed, facing away from the door on her side, her body covered up to the waist with only a white sheet. The sight of her athletically toned back and right arm made Bethany's heart skip a beat. In her mind she saw what she thought was the howling, sex-crazed animal of the night before superimposed on this gently sleeping form.

		Bethany knew she should back slowly away, find her clothes, and get out of the house without waking Abby. But here she was, not moving. Abby hadn't locked her in the attic room or made any obvious attempt to keep her from leaving. She stood there frozen, unsure what to do next.

		Why wasn't Abby afraid Bethany would drive a stake through her heart? Or was that for vampires? Finally, instinct led her into the room. As she quietly approached the bed, a small voice inside her wondered what the hell she thought she was doing. 'This woman drugged you and imprisoned you and gave you some kind of mind altering drug so you would think Abby was a wolf and transformed into a monster and ravished you.'

		(Bethany's mind returned to her discovery in Abby's office. She was using her as an experiment. Nothing more than a lab rat. The experience of the night before was a product of her drugged imagination. Abby had planted some kind of post-hypnotic suggestion in her mind, with all that talk about wolves and the drugs it certainly seemed real.).

		In spite of what she knew, why was she still walking toward Abby and not running away from her? As quietly as she could, she let the towel drop to the floor and slid under the sheet, as close to Abby as possible but not touching her.

		Looking up at the ceiling, Bethany notice the impressive mirror mounted there. She could see herself and Abby, lying side by side. It struck Bethany that Abby's house had an extraordinary amount of mirrors placed around.

		The warmth from Abby's body made Bethany tingle and broke her focus on the ubiquitous mirrors. When Abby didn't immediately awaken, Bethany became more brave, and gingerly let her hand touch the smoothly back. Looking down, Bethany could see most of Abby's gorgeous ass below the thin sheet. She let her hand wander down to Abby's waist, and then around to her tightly ridged abdomen.

		Abby's breathing was still deep and rhythmic. A siren in the distance made Bethany's hand flinch. She froze momentarily, but then relaxed when Abby didn't stir. Abby's flesh certainly felt human; she was now having trouble associating last night's supernatural visions with anything concrete.

		Suddenly, Abby grabbed Bethany's wrist and moved it to her pussy, allowing it to rest on her smooth sex. Bethany looked up to see Abby's eyes wide open. How long had she been awake?

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		Bethany's hand cupped the warm sex, feeling the heat of it as it grew in her grip. Abby turned around quickly, and gracefully got on top of Bethany, straddling her. Bethany never let go of the throbbing pussy, and looked up into Abby's eyes, still somewhat glazed from slumber.

		A sexy smile broke across Abby's sleepy face. "I'm glad you didn't run away, Bethany. I can't tell you how glad I am".

		The look in her beautiful eyes was one Bethany would never forget, and one that she'd always feared she would never see in another person. Abby looked down at Bethany's torso, at her own sex dampening in the young woman's hand. She lowered her head and kissed the girl, her tongue gaining entrance and exploring Bethany's mouth hungrily.

		Bethany let go of the cunt and let both hands wander over Abby's body, the first chance she'd had to really feel it. Abby's firm body, her warm skin. When Abby dipped her head down to suck Bethany's left nipple, Bethany got a look at the firm smooth back and that fine ass, dappled by morning sun.

		The feeling of Abby's tongue on her nipple shot waves of pleasure through her tired body. She shuddered as Abby moved down her stomach and slid her tongue into her slick fold. Abby's head bobbed up and down on the glistening slit as Bethany writhed, her hands on either side of Abby's head.

		She was incredibly turned on by the sight of Abby's tongue straining to get just a little more of it inside the warm opening. Abby's fingers parted Bethany's lips and teased her clitoris, Bethany's hips bounced against the mattress and she smashed her sex against Abby's chin with each thrust.

		Abby moaned occasionally, struggling for breath, but her increasing pace and the way her hands now roamed over Bethany's breasts revealed her passion. The depth of her lust became apparent when she looked up at Bethany's face, Bethany's clit clenched between her lips.

		It was a glazed expression of primitive desire; beyond words yet communicating a need so clear that Bethany could see, instinctively and suddenly, the connection between this Abby and the shocking animalistic apparition of the night before.

		The eyes again gave her away. Just as this epiphany struck her, her eyes focused on Abby's head, she saw a strange vision. Abby's ears were growing. She looked down and saw that black fur was appearing on Abby's shoulders. The muscles of her shoulders and upper arms looked chiseled as they popped and contorted.

		Abby's hands now resembled rough claws, which scratched Bethany's breasts before settling on her hipbones, holding the girl down roughly. Abby's mouth suddenly came off Bethany's cunt, she threw her head back as her eyes closed in concentration, and then as her face turned to the ceiling it pushed out into a muzzle in three violent thrusts. Once her head finished its contortions, Abby took Bethany's still-throbbing cunt back into her mouth as the rest of the change continued. It was a miracle that Abby could keep from hurting Bethany's sex while undergoing such a transformation.

		Bethany was torn, she knew this was another hallucination, more drug induced imaginings. Somehow, Abby was able to hypnotically bring on these visions of the werewolf. Fantasy and reality were becoming hard to separate how long could Bethany keep them apart?

		Bethany had the presence of mind to look up at the mirror. Her heart sank, at what she saw. The beautiful human body of Abby, paying homage to Bethany's throbbing sex.

		"What the hell is going on Abby?" Bethany shouted now somewhat pissed off.

		Abby paused at the outburst and growled in response. Then went back to her intended task.

		Real or imagined someone growled with pleasure as more fur sprouted in shifting patterns across her torso and back. The head Bethany now held in her trembling hands was that of a large wolf. She was afraid but didn't let go.

		Bethany, for the first time in her life made a serious decision. Abby was using her like a lab rat, what she saw, or heard was all an illusion. Sort of a virtual reality game. She was going to play along, and then find out what or if there were in fact long time effects.

		She stroked the sensuous fur of the wolf's head as it lapped at her sopping sex; her vulnerable sex penetrated by the inhuman tongue that was barring its jagged carnivorous teeth. Only Abby's eyes retained a glimmer of the human being she had been just two minutes earlier.

		Bethany took another glance at the overhead mirror. No werewolf, naked Abby eating her pussy.

		"What the fuck is going on Abby?" Bethany was a bit braver this time.

		Abby remained quiet and continued her work on Bethany. While Bethany moved her eyes back to the bed and contrary to what the mirror showed, Abby was morphing.

		The transformation of Abby's legs had been hidden from her view, but the sight of a waving tail above Abby's furry back made her look more closely. The legs were a strange combination of human and wolf, but definitely looked more at ease on all fours, as they now were, than the upright posture she had seen the previous night.

		Bethany felt on the verge of orgasm as the werewolf licked her with that long wet tongue. She felt woozy, on the verge of losing control. She was mesmerized by the sight of the beast hungrily slobbering on her sex, and then further down until that obscene tongue probed into her asshole. In the mirror it was Abby, beautiful Abby.

		Back on the bed, Abby's wolfen tongue gained entrance, snaking into her, and seemed to get in impossibly far. Bethany came out of her reverie to see Abby's snout buried between her cheeks, growling noises escaping her as she tried to bury her tongue deeply into Bethany's ass. Just as she was about to explode, Abby lifted her beautiful lupine head, looked into Bethany's eyes, and quickly climbed over onto her facing her feet, lowering her furry hips roughly so that Abby's sex settled onto Bethany's face. On the ceiling another scene was playing out. Abby's lush ass cheeks covered Bethany's face. No fur, no wolf.

		On the bed Bethany saw Abby's slimy sex press against her mouth. The animal hissed menacingly before grinding back and forth. Her claws held Bethany's legs down as the poor smothered girl bucked and writhed in unbearably exquisite near suffocation, her eyes rolling back as she became lost in searing erotic sensation as Abby penetrated her with that weaponized wolfen tongue.

		Bethany felt her orgasm boiling in her core, near ready to climax. She experienced that familiar pinprick of sensation, almost impossibly intense, which starts her on the rollercoaster toward orgasm. Something about it this time felt different, though. It was as if the feeling wasn't localized in her genitals: she felt it throughout her entire body.

		Every nerve ending seemed to come alive. She felt covered in tingling gooseflesh. Then, suddenly, she knew it. It was happening. Her mind reeled when she realized that she was herself transforming.

		"No I'm not ready. Don't let this happen now." Bethany moaned. Her eyes saw the change to her body, but a quick check of the mirror refuted what was happening on the bed.

		As the wolf shoved mercilessly into her face, Bethany looked down at her own breasts and arms and saw gray fur sprouting in rapidly shifting whorls. Her rigid arms were cramped into musclebound stiffness, her hands on the bed developing dangerous-looking claws.

		The sensation of a thousand pinpricks on her naked skin mingled with the more wrenching upheavals in her gut and inside her breasts. She found it increasingly difficult to think clearly; pure sensation was taking over her mind, outside linear time. She could stay lucid for short intervals with great concentration but would then lapse back into an oceanic feeling of pure animal lust amid the wild contortions of her body.

		It was as if her body was responding to the beastlike nature of her desire, becoming in appearance what it knew her mind to be experiencing. The bloody bandage fell from her neck and landed on the bed between her outstretched arms. An agonized shriek escaped her as her legs buckled, the most difficult aspect of the shift causing her eyes to see nothing but white sheets of tortuous pain.

		After it subsided, she looked down and saw that she now possessed the muscular hindquarters of a dog. The hairless beginning of a tail was emerging from her backside, pushing against Abby's torso as it quickly sprouted fur. Her once girlishly smooth breasts and abdomen were now completely covered in gray fur, and her neatly trimmed pussy and her vulva was now another color and at least two shades darker, thickly veined and threatening.

		Her previously hairless sex was now covered in thick fur and gleaming, with saliva and sex with every one of Abby's tongue thrusts. As her new body took shape, Bethany felt increasingly comfortable, despite the physical pain. She finally felt at ease with herself; she was at long last in natural sync with the creature she felt herself to be. The disassociation she'd always felt, that almost ungraspable sense of disharmony with her own body and it's place in the world, was now gradually replaced with a feeling of rightness and belonging.

		She'd never suspected (consciously, at least) that a latent desire for a lycanthropic form was the missing ingredient, but now a hundred memory flashes (of dream fragments, idle fleeting thoughts, strange unsettling yearnings) bubbled up from deep in her now-hybrid mind. Everything inside was now outside.

		Bethany felt whole. Abby's snarls became more halting; she was about to cum over Bethany's new wolfen form. Bethany's face burned; the final, defining part of the change was starting. She ran her tongue over her teeth and felt the new fangs; a world of sensation was opened to her by her new olfactory powers. She could smell the larger animal's lust and her own.

		Then she growled as her face jolted out into a muzzle. The excruciating erotic pain caused her orgasm to blast up from her sex just as a tremendous howl emerged from her throat. At the same moment, Abby howled and delivered several explosions of animal orgasm over her new mate's furry muzzle. The two werewolves climaxed their frenzied coupling in perfect unison, in the light of the morning sun.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		

		Abby gazed down at Bethany; the second phase worked like a charm on the subject. Bethany, her Bethany was securely bound in the black leather sling that hung on steel chains from the basement ceiling. She took in every inch of the young woman's body, exposed and vulnerable, completely at her mercy. Bethany's wrists and ankles were secured halfway up the chains with the same leather cuffs that had bound her to the wooden platform four nights earlier.

		Abby had begun to induce the Kacid into the water Bethany drank. She had reformulated the mixture to take the test to phase three. Earlier test had shown there was no long term effects from the two drugs. This was however a larger dosage than the early experiments. Abby knew she would need to keep a close eye on Bethany. It was important that when Abby told her she would change; Bethany would believe she was changing. It would be real to her. Not changing on command would be a symptom of long term effect.

		Her naked torso gleamed with sweat, which collected in the hewn etches of her abdominal muscles and between her twitching breasts. Her stretched arms flexed as she twisted in anticipation, her biceps forming glistening baseballs of smooth, youthful flesh. Abby had already been unusually rough on her this session, but the more she gave the more Bethany seemed to want, and she was determined to discover the girl's natural boundaries.

		Abby, also naked, stood between Bethany's legs and felt up and down along the taut, powerful thighs and lithe calves, and fingered the no-nonsense leather ankle restraints, which were at eye level. She noticed the beauty of Bethany's feet for the first time: strong but small, the fair skin erotically offset by the dark leather that constrained them.

		Bethany's legs kept up the same anticipatory movement, flexing and unflexing, twisting slightly, causing the sling to sway ever so gently, weirdly akin to a baby rocking in a cradle. But this baby had a neatly shaved pussy just below its abdomen, and two darker pink but puffy lips beneath, that folded into a crease leading just above a puckering asshole that had been tongue fucked twice already that day by Abby's long and talented tongue.

		Abby had been fucking Bethany more or less nonstop since the morning Bethany thought she transformed. Bethany's libido had obviously skyrocketed with the liberation of thinking she was a werewolf; her lust was insatiable, almost alarming. Her desire for Abby's body combined with the perception that her new shifting ability was only triggered by sex with Abby created a power relationship between them that seemed to fuel the fire for both of them.

		Bethany needed Abby's tongue in order to transform (or so she thought). Abby was more than happy to oblige, but on her terms. She got off on withholding Bethany's power from her, of keeping the wolf on a short leash. To her mild surprise, Bethany seemed to like it too.

		Abby wondered whether this was because of the association in Bethany's mind of her first revelatory experience of raw animal carnality with her original imprisonment and minatory domination by the werewolf. Or maybe bottoms are born not made. Abby had learned that Bethany's submissive tendencies were best exploited in the form of long sessions of tortuous cunt-teasing and verbal domination while under heavy physical restraint.

		She'd bring Bethany to the brink of orgasm/transformation, glimpse the enraged, horny animal trapped inside the girl, and then frustrate it by backing off. She could see the wolf retreat, only to push against its cage door even harder the next time. This gave Abby an erotic thrill that always nearly hurtled her into her own transformation.

		"We're going to try something new tonight, Bethany". Abby surprised her young charge; neither had spoken in over an hour.

		"Yes, miss". Bethany looked directly into Abby's eyes; she seemed to gain strength and assurance from the confidence she saw there.

		"Your shifting powers have developed quickly. I've been impressed with your precociousness. But the next step will be to achieve greater control over the localized, or partial, transformation. Once you are able to control the isolated areas, you will have much better flexibility regarding the whole-body shift. Do you understand?"

		Abby played up the stentorian aspect; she knew Bethany got off on that. She tried not to let it get too hokey. The truth was she was making all this up as she went along. What did she know about Lycanthropy? Nobody ever gave her an instruction manual.

		"Yes, miss. I'm ready". Bethany steeled herself for what was coming next.

		Abby reached down and began to stroke Bethany's gleaming breasts, then twisted the erect nipples until Bethany winced. She cupped Bethany's pussy in her right hand and squeezed it slowly a few times, then lowered her head down toward it, looking her captive in the eye all the while.

		Without losing eye contact, she slowly slid her tongue into her sex, then probed the slit with the tip of her tongue and licked the inside. After swirling around the folds for a while, she quickly sucked the entire length of her clit into her mouth through the tight ring of her moistened lips, swallowing it to the base. Bethany looked on in abject lust as her clit disappeared into Abby's mouth. She finally let her head drop back as a low moan escaped her.

		Abby continually frustrated her by taking her to the brink of orgasm and then easing back. Bethany's hands balled into fists in their restraints above her; the leather was beginning to chafe her wrists but she knew not to complain. Besides, the discomfort distracted her just enough to keep her from coming, and the longer she could fend off orgasm the greater chance she had of feeling the transformation overcome her senses.

		She'd transformed enough times in the days since her first to easily recognize the physical signs: a prickly sensation on her skin, a roiling in her gut and breasts, a vertiginous sensation in her head, dizziness accompanied by a trippy fishbowl-like visual effect, but most strongly a deranged sexual fixation on Abby's body.

		This element was so overpowering that it rendered the physical agony of the transformation into something altogether pleasurable and liberating. As her body changed, she found herself more and more able to give her wrenching desire for Abby physical expression.

		Only the truly animal, it seemed, could satisfy this need. She wondered whether this was also true for Abby, and whether she could feel it for someone other than Abby. Questions for later, she'd decided.

		Abby's strong hands roamed Bethany's smooth torso as a pool of sweat gathered between the girl's back and the thick rectangle of black leather on which it lay. When she arched her back in reaction to Abby's expert cunnilingus, the separation made a sucking sound that would've made them both laugh in any other context.

		But right now Bethany felt that now-familiar sensation coming somehow simultaneously from inside her body and from outside herself, from some mysterious place hovering in the humid air between her body and Abby's. Abby sensed it as well and let the girl's clit fall from her lips. It retreated back under its hood with a rude plop.

		"Do you feel it?" She looked piercingly at Bethany's face.

		"Come out, little doggy. Bethany wants you to come out from your hiding place. She's a shy little girl. She needs the big bad wolf to come out from behind that tree and show her what nature does to you when you repress your natural desires. Bethany's been a chicken-shit little girl her whole life, and now she's got a big fuckin' animal in her, so LET'S SEE IT".

		With those words Abby twisted her slave's nipples roughly, causing Bethany to cry out. "I feel it! It's still coming. It's not stopping. It's because you're looking at me like that".

		Her expression was one of slack-jawed distraction. Saliva dribbled out of the corner of her mouth. The impending shift was a freight train she couldn't stop. She didn't want it to stop, ever.

		"Don't try to stop it. Focus the power on my right hand. Try to make it follow my hand, as if it's coming through me." Bethany tried, but she couldn't stay focused.

		She stared through the initial pain at Abby's hand as it rested on her quivering stomach. Abby felt Bethany's stomach get hotter. She knew Bethany was trying, and partially succeeding.

		She felt a shuddering rumble in Bethany's abdomen under her palm, and for a brief second the flesh rippled in a wave. She lowered her other hand to Bethany's breasts and felt nothing. It was working. She raised her right hand off Bethany's body and saw a patch of straggly fur localized there.

		Bethany's eyes widened when she saw it. As they both looked, the hairs slowly receded until only smooth human flesh remained.

		"Did you see that? Stay focused. Now, let the power flow through both of my hands. Wherever they touch you, let the energy flow into your body."

		Bethany let her head fall back as she closed her eyes in concentration. She wanted so much to be able to do this, to please Abby with her abilities. She pictured the wolf running towards her, teeth bared and ears pinned back. The wolf was an electrical pulse.

		She tried to be both calm and intensely focused. She thought of Abby's body, and then Abby's transformed body, of Abby's tongue invading her asshole with the savage power of the animal behind it.

		Just then, she felt Abby's hands grip her shoulders. She must've come around to the other side while Bethany was in her reverie. She looked up at Abby's inverted image as the warm hands kneaded her shoulder muscles. She focused the pulse on those areas and immediately they began to feel the tingling, thousand-pinpricks sensation she knew so well.

		Abby rubbed her flesh, moving up to her neck and finally her chin, cupping it in her hands as she looked down into Bethany's eyes. She saw dark fur racing across the girl's shoulders and neck and felt the sickening crunch of her clavicles and sternum reconfiguring. The girl's face was a rictus of pain. Her  body writhed, causing the chains holding the sling to creak and sway.

		Forcing Bethany's transformation to certain areas made it more painful, Abby realized. The mind wanted to shift through natural stages; every part was connected. She move her hands over Bethany's face, massaging her temples and eye sockets, moving down to her nose and cheeks.

		She moved her throbbing cunt against the girl's face and rubbed it over her forehead before pushing it against her lips until they opened. Abby held Bethany's face as she tongue fucked her. Bethany's eyes opened.

		There!

		

	
		Chapter Six

		

		Abby saw the mesmerizing stare of a carnivore. She removed her cunt from the girl's mouth as Bethany's now experienced a furry face begin to extend into a muzzle and her ears grew long and pointed.

		In three explosive thrusts her snout grew to its full length, accompanied by pained growls of successively lower register. When Bethany bared her teeth, as if they were fangs,  Abby quickly stepped back. She was in uncharted territory here and didn't know exactly how to proceed.

		She went back around to the other end of the sling and stepped between Bethany's legs, which Bethany thought were still completely human, as was her lower torso. But to Bethany her face was no longer there. The canine head on the human body was like something out of an old myth. She had to wrap her mind around that.

		She stared in wonder as the creature hissed and tried to snap at the out-of-reach cuffs around Bethany's wrists. The virtual wolf then looked at Abby, down her naked torso to her erect nipples, and slowly back up to her face. Abby thought: The wolf wants me. It'd fuck me senseless if it could.

		Careful to avoid touching Bethany further, Abby gripped the chains above Bethany's feet and stared in fascination at the drug induced creature before her. The body of a young female athlete, arms and legs held aloft by leather cuffs, the twitching body ready to completely transform in her mind, the glistening fold of her cunt, and the fully formed head of a ravenous wolf, looking up at her body with unconcealed desire.

		She couldn't let Bethany shift in her mind any further, she knew, because of the danger posed by restraining her body. There was almost no give in the cuffs, and she didn't know what would happen to a physically changing body so tightly restricted. She waited a few minutes for the wolf to recede and Bethany to re-emerge.

		When nothing happened, she realized she'd have to leave the room because the wolf's arousal at seeing her body was keeping Bethany in a highly virtually transformed state. She decided to retreat upstairs for a few minutes, although nervous about leaving Bethany alone. As she walked up the stairs, she heard the wolf howl, a chilling expression of demanding lust that sent shivers down Abby's spine.

		After an agonizing five-minute wait, Abby quietly opened the door to the basement stairs and listened. Nothing. She descended slowly, just as she had that first night when she'd abducted Bethany to become her companion. She remembered the look on Bethany's face that night when she'd stepped naked into the room.

		Fear and desire, that eternal combination, the shaking body, that intoxicating desirable young body. The war obviously going on in her mind, all the battling polarities: lust/shame, fear/aggression, human/animal.

		As soon as Abby saw this story written on Bethany's face, she knew instinctively that she'd chosen the right person. As she passed the wooden platform from that night, she could see the suspended sling around the corner of the L-shaped basement. Bethany, the human Bethany, lay there.

		Abby positioned herself between Bethany's legs.

		"How do you feel, Bethany?"

		Bethany practically barked. "Please fuck me, miss"

		. Abby was surprised. She'd assumed Bethany would be exhausted from the day's events. The forcefulness of the demand made her wet.

		"I think we've had enough for one day, Bethany. Let me get you out of this thing and we'll go to sleep, all right?"

		She moved to unfasten one of the ankle cuffs from the chain, but Bethany shook her leg in protest. The chain clanked.

		"No, miss. You don't understand. That experience, that partial shift. I was two beings at once. For the first time, I was the wolf but I was also me, observing the scene, like from a corner of my mind. I was helpless to do anything, but I could see everything. When I shift completely, my human mind and my animal mind battle each other for primacy, which makes my feelings confused and conflicting. But just now I could let the werewolf have free rein since the rational me was, I don't know, watching over it. It's hard to describe. But I know now how much it wants you. A part of me that remembers, with complete clarity, was a witness to this, this total desire. I can't forget now; it needs to have you or I'm going to go crazy."

		Bethany's words were driving Abby into a frenzy of lust. She was stroking her slit as Bethany spoke, and now let it fall at the pink rosebud of the young woman's asshole. She leaned forward and took Bethany's left nipple into her mouth, sucking it and slathering her tongue over it as Bethany's head fell back with a sigh. She bathed Bethany's sweat-covered breasts with her slick tongue, making her way down her popping abs to the turgid clit, sucking it in completely, feeling its heat, possessing it.

		Bethany moaned. Abby gripped Bethany's calves and kissed each one in turn, exploring the smooth, powerful legs with her tongue, inhaling the heady scent of young female flesh. That young-woman smell that goes away after 21 or so, usually sooner; but Bethany had it and it drove Abby to distraction. She felt like she could swallow her whole.

		She then walked around to Bethany's head, and pulled it down roughly so that the girl's mouth was in line with her sex.

		"I'm going to face fuck you with this thing, sweetie. It's up to you whether it's wet or dry."

		Bethany opened her mouth and licked the smooth fold hungrily, coating it with spit, allowing Abby to rub it around her face, twisted her torso so her ass hole slapped rudely against Bethany's nose.

		Abby twisted the captive's nipples until she hissed in pain. She could see Bethany's jaw muscles moving in reaction to her thrusting cunt. She leaned forward and took Bethany's cunt into her mouth and matched the rhythm of Bethany's sucking with her own. After a couple of minutes of this blissful double sensation, Bethany saw Abby in the beginnings of the change coalescing in her gut.

		She eased her pussy from Bethany's mouth and moved back for a moment. She stood looking at Bethany's heaving body as she stroked her slickened slit, then moved forward again quickly and pressed against the screaming girl's mouth in one brutal thrust. Bethany's head jerked and she stared in wide-eyed wonder at the place where Abby's body covered her own.

		Bethany knew Abby's shift was coming on rapidly. She moved back and forth, establishing a rhythm, retreating almost to the point where her cunt would lift off of her prisoner's mouth before burying it back with a grunt. With each thrust she could feel the transformation approaching. She put her hands around Bethany's waist to steady herself.

		Then, suddenly, a burst of colors in her field of vision, and searing pain in rapid waves, starting in her breasts and radiating out to her arms and legs. She closed her eyes and threw her head back, trying to focus on the sensation of her cunt in Bethany's sucking mouth. To Bethany, it seemed to be getting tighter, but then she realized it was her sex that was morphing, becoming the monstrously large organ of the female werewolf.

		The chained victim opened her eyes and looked down. Abby's arms were covered with fur, her rough hands now featuring black claws that dug into Bethany's sides, starting to draw blood. She quickly removed them, and with the last few seconds of human rationality available to her she reached up and clumsily unfastened the cuffs that held Bethany's arms and legs. She needed to free Bethany in case she transformed.

		Bethany's legs lowered to rest on Abby's shoulders, while her hands fell down to her own breasts, one hand twisting her nipple and the other reaching for her sex. She must've been waiting to touch it for hours now.

		The look of bliss on her face, that angelic but sensuous face, hurled Abby into the next phase of the shift. She struggled to stay upright as her legs and feet miraculously changed shape, forcing her up onto her toes as dark fur rapidly covered her hindquarters and the tail newly-emerged from her backside.

		The muscles of her arms and shoulders became denser and more defined before becoming subsumed beneath the sensuous fur that now covered her body from head to toe. Bethany followed these developments in total astonishment. She'd never experienced one of Abby's transformations while simultaneously being fucked; she could feel Abby's sex changing over her and could sense Abby's increasingly aggressive eroticism in her actions and the look in her gorgeous animal eyes.

		She could see Abby's washboard abs beneath the stripe of white fur going down the center of her torso. She could feel the luxuriousness of the fur of Abby's shoulders on her calves as they balanced there.

		As she looked on, Abby's face disappeared behind the growing muzzle, which sprouted silvery whiskers as long fangs became visible. Abby's breathing became abrupt snorting snarls as she glared down at Bethany's vulnerable body.

		The wolf fucking the young woman began to thrust ever more violently, each rapid push matched with a menacing growl. The extremity of the werewolf's passion and the blow-your-house-down primal force of its roaring voice triggered Bethany's own shift.

		She groaned and her head swiveled from side to side as the change erupted from deep within her body. Her legs, still resting on Abby's shoulders, stretched, and reformed into their wolfen form at the same time as her torso, arms, and sex were overrun with gray fur. As Bethany writhed and twisted on the under Abby's thrusts, her girlish face contorted into the face of the carnivore her lust created.

		At the moment Bethany's muzzle was fully formed, Abby's orgasm exploded onto Bethany's face, several propulsive droplets of werewolf goo dripping into her transformed mouth. Abby's deafening howl sent Bethany over the precipice, and her own sex erupted in a climax of hot intensity, several drips of girl goo hitting Abby in the fur of her breasts as she leaned over Bethany's writhing body.

		The werewolf lovers looked into each other's eyes as they eased down from their mutual orgasm. Abby leaned down and buried her muzzle in the soft fur of Bethany's neck, exhaling deeply and closing her eyes. Bethany wrapped her arms around Abby's powerful body, letting the animal musk fill her nostrils, as sleep consumed them both.

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		When Abby awoke, she was lying in a fetal position on the floor next to the sling. She always felt fortunate when she managed to sleep through the reversal back to human form, as it was physically painful and there wasn't a sexual element to distract her and heighten the sensations. It was just pain.

		She looked around, but Bethany was nowhere to be seen. She stood up slowly; she was always a little shaky and exhausted after a shift. She suddenly felt cold and bounded up the stairs to get into clothes and find Bethany.

		As she pulled on jeans and her favorite old sweater, she called Bethany's name, then went up to the attic bedroom to see if Bethany had crashed there for some reason. Not finding her, she checked the clock on the bedside table and speculated that since it was 2:15 am now, she'd probably been asleep on the floor for over an hour.

		She went back to her own room and found Bethany's clothes in a rumpled heap on the floor, the only clothes Bethany had since she hadn't returned home since the first night they'd met.

		Uh oh. Shit!

		She went downstairs to the kitchen, and saw the back door wide open, and the realization hit her. The werewolf was loose. Where had Bethany gone? What was she looking for? Abby sat on the back steps and wondered what to do next.

		***

		In the park, in a notorious cruising area, a young woman and her new friend (as of five minutes ago) looked into each other's eyes as they felt each other up under their t-shirts. After a couple of minutes of perfunctory kissing, the taller one pushed down on the shoulders of the shorter one, who obligingly sank down to her knees in the wet grass.

		She stroked the other's thighs as the belt buckle is clumsily unfastened, then helped push the denim down, and the white panties with it. The freed pussy; hairy and proud, seemed as if to greet the kneeling girl's grateful mouth, and the standing woman's large hands settled on either side of the other's head, helpfully guiding the mouth onto the throbbing sex.

		A surprised, somewhat muffled "mrff" came from the girl, who tried to pull away, but the owner of the offending object only pushed her head harder against the now dripping gash.

		As she does this, she hears a sound in the growth of trees off to her right, on the other side of the empty path. She'd thought they were alone; it was a quiet night and they'd walked a good fifty yards down the little-used path, away from the more popular cruising circuits.

		A rustle in the branches, could've been a raccoon.

		She refocused her attention on screwing this young girl's face. She wished the little girl'd stop with the drama and just fuckin' take it. These first-timers, she thought they think they know what they want, talk the talk, and then suddenly they become little ingenues when it actually starts getting fun.

		In the distance, from between the branches, the Bethany looked on.

		END
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		I really appreciate you reading my book! Please, if you have time, review my book. Here are my social media coordinates:

		Join me on Facebook Group:

		
			https://www.facebook.com/pg/Fans-of-Candice-Christian-2167845756865295/about/?ref=page_interna
		

		Favorite my author page:

		
			https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/914732
		

		Subscribe to my blogs:

		
			https://eroticlesbianromance.blog/
		

		
			https://candicechri.blogspot.com/
		

		Visit my website for free stuff and news about releases:

		
			https://candicechristian20.wixsite.com/website
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