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It had
been too long since Sally had anything between her legs. The
men folk wouldn’t let her ride
a horse for fear of running away. The men themselves ranged from
ugly to old. None of them made her feel that special heat and
wetness.

But it was
paying work, and they let her wear pants instead of a skirt. Though
a few of them did grumble at that.

Sally frowned
in effort as she pumped water into a bucket. The hot sun beat down
on her, and she wasn’t in the big shadow cast by the barn.

That was
another of the perks; there was no more room in the house, so she
got to sleep in the loft of the barn. It could get drafty, but at
least it was private. No one could hear her moans when she sank her
finger into her warm and wet hole.

Sally lugged
the heavy pail of water back into the barn. It was pretty quiet in
the large, shadowed space. The animals were all out cropping the
fields or scratching at the dust. A perfect time for a nice
shower.

She’d set up a
makeshift shower in one corner. There were a few old horse blankets
set up in case one of the men came in. They hid a bucket hung on a
peg with a few small holes punched in the bottom. Sally stripped
down naked, putting her clothes in a neat pile. Hefting the bucket
up over her head, she poured the water in. It started tinkling down
onto the floor.

Jumping
in, Sally squealed and shivered. The water was cool on her bare
skin. Her nipples perked and her chest and breasts pebbled with
gooseflesh.

Soon enough she
became used to the coolness, getting down to the real business.
Leaning against the poll the bucket hung on, she parted her legs.
She teased her fingers around the lips of her opening, feeling how
warm she already was.

Oh, how I wish there was someone here worth
fucking, she thought,
pressing the very tip of her finger in.

She
wanted a real man: one who could use his mouth and fingers. One who
wasn’t afraid to make their loving rough. So often, she told a man
to spank her and was
refused.

She felt her
pussy open up as she fantasized. Slipping another finger in, Sally
thought about the things she wanted to try, like light biting,
having more than two or three fingers in her. Sucking in her lip,
she imagined a strong cowboy tying her up with some reins and
taking her any way he wanted.

Her breath
shuddered out of her as she got closer to coming.

“Howdy!” Anyone
in here?” An unfamiliar masculine voice called. It sounded like he
was close to her shower.

Her whole body
shaking as she interrupted her fantasy, Sally opened up the horse
blankets and poked her head out.

He was tall and
broad. His sleeves were rolled up past his elbows, revealing thick
forearms. He had saddlebags thrown over his shoulders, and wore a
dusty hat and travel-stained jeans.

“Right here,”
Sally said.

When he turned
to face her, Sally’s breath caught. She crossed her legs and
squeezed them tighter at the tingling in her pussy.

He smiled at
her. “Didn’t expect no pretty girl.”

Sally
just wanted to drag him in with her right then, but she wasn’t sure
he was the type. She smiled. No, he’ll be in need of some seduction,
first, she
thought.

“What can I
help you with?” Sally asked. She let a bit more of her flesh show
through the opening.

“Uh… The old
guy said to see you in here about a place to sleep. I’m Jessie, by
the way.” Jessie’s eyes shot down to the skin she displayed, then
back to her face.

His
uncomfortable shifting made Sally wet. In the shade, she couldn’t
see if he was starting to get hard. How big is it? She wondered.

“I’m your girl,
then. Name’s Sally, and ‘til you came, this barn was my bedroom.
Guess I’m going to have to share now.”

Jessie’s mouth
opened, then shut with a click. He looked at his shuffling feet
bashfully.

“Gee, Sally,
I’m real sorry. Look, just tell me which patch of ground outside’s
the softest and I’ll bunk down there, K?” He finished by giving her
a lopsided grin.

“I’ll have none
of that,” Sally said, “You can sleep in here. I’ll find a good
place for you. Say, would you hand me my clothes? The water’s all
gone and it’s getting cold in here!” Sally sucked in her bottom lip
and let it slowly pull out of her mouth.

Jessie walked
over, grabbed her clothes, and held them out to her.

With a sly
smile, Sally “accidentally” let one corner of the blanket she was
holding up slip, revealing almost all of one curved breast. His
Adam’s apple bobbed up and down, and he leaned forward. The thought
that she was making him hard again urged her to take him right
there, but Sally wanted the time to be just right.

It turned
out that Jessie was being brought on as a wrangler, since the ranch
owners were planning on sending a herd out to auction soon. He was
basically sitting around for a few days until the owners got
everything sorted out on their end. Sally just couldn’t believe her
luck.

She got him
sorted out on the opposite side of the loft, helping him set up his
cot (though she really just wanted to watch his muscles flex and
let her mind run wild. He had to sit down and lean forward to hide
an obvious erection when she’d bent over in front of him to pretend
to pick something up.

By the time
night fell, Sally was so horny she was practically coming from her
smallclothes touching her pussy.

“Well, guess
I’ll turn in. Think the boss wants us to get on the move tomorrow,”
Jessie said.

Sally was
looking at his cot, also noticing the riding tack he had and remembering her

fantasy
about being tied up with some reins. God, I am so wet, she thought. “Say, that’s a nice blanket. Bet
it’s nice and warm,” she said.

Jessie frowned,
glancing at the old horse blanket he was using for bedclothes.
“Yeah, guess it is.”

Sally lay
on his cot and threw the cover over her body, smiling devilishly at
him. She watched as his
cock hardened in his jeans, snaking down his leg. Trying not to let
him in on what was happening, she slipped her own pants and
underwear off.

“It is nice and
warm under here. Have you tried it?” Sally said.

Jessie opened
his mouth, but she cut him off, “Come on, get in here and try
it!”

Muttering
half-hearted protests about modesty, Jessie climbed in beside her
on the cot, lying on his side facing her. The cot was so narrow
that they were touching. She could feel how hard he was against her
thigh.

“Nice and hot.
And wet,” Sally said.

Jessie
frowned again. She felt his cock jerk against her and she smiled.
He was still keeping the bashful act going. “Wet,
ma’am?”

“Yes,
wet,” Sally replied. She grabbed one of his big, strong hands,
opened her legs and put his fingers right on her pussy. She pursed
her lips and breathed out at the electricity this made.

Before he could
say anything, she grabbed his cock through his pants and gave it a
squeeze. He groaned, then leaned in and kissed her. Sally felt his
tongue poke into her mouth at the same time he shoved one of his
fingers up to the first knuckle into her sopping hole. She
immediately tightened up around him.

Their bodies
writhed under the blanket as they kissed and touched each other.
Sally sucked his bottom lip in between her teeth and bit down on
it, softly at first, but putting on more pressure each moment. He
started sliding his finger in and out of her as the pain spread
across his face.

When he could
take it no more, he jerked his head back. Sally licked her lips and
smiled at him, rolling her hips under the blanket to take his
finger more deeply into her pussy. She was so wet that they could
hear slurping noises as he shoved into her.

“So you like
teeth?” Jessie said.

Sally replied
by giving him the broadest grin she could manage, making her cheeks
hurt. She couldn’t hold it very long. His fingers touched a spot in
her that made her close her eyes and moan.

“Yeah, you like
that I can see,” Jessie said, concentrating his moving fingertip on
that spot.

His other
hand slowly grabbed a fistful of hair at the back of her head. He
pulled back, arching her neck. She gasped when she felt his teeth
touch her long, delicate throat. He ran them up and down her
windpipe a few times, then bit down. Taking a bit of skin between
his teeth, he pinched his teeth harder and harder, making her body
go rigid from the delicious pain. Her back arched as she ground her
body against his.

“Jessie…” she
breathed.

He took
his finger out of her, then threw the blanket away, revealing her
naked hips and legs. Some wetness glistened in her slit. Her body
shivered; she needed him back inside her.

“You want it,
Sally? Well, you got it,” Jessie said.

He
grabbed the collar of her button-down shirt. The muscles in his
forearms flexed and all the buttons went flying. Sally’s breasts,
nipples already stiff, bounced out. He grabbed the back of her neck
and made her sit up, then yanked her ruined shirt off her, leaving
Sally completely naked on his cot.

Jessie knelt
beside the cot, grabbed Sally by the hips, and pulled her ass over
the side. She could feel his hot breath as it washed over her
pussy. Sally started playing with her nipples as he buried his face
in her cunt. His tongue poked into her, swirled and twisted around.
Sally’s hips bucked, pushing his face harder against her and
shoving his tongue deeper into her sopping hole.

“Lick me, yeah,
like that!” Sally squealed.

But
Jessie pulled back. Before Sally could complain, he shoved three
fingers into her, stretching the walls of her pussy out. As he
started shoving them in again and again, he grabbed one of her tits
with his free hand and squeezed. In his lust, his fingers clamped
down hard. Sally gritted her teeth at the mix of pain and pleasure
washing over her.

Sally
started sucking on one of her fingers when Jessie shoved a fourth
finger into her hole with a wet noise. He curled his fingers inside her, letting his
fingertips press into the slippery flesh inside her
pussy.

“Oh, Jessie,
tie me up!” Sally said, taking her glistening finger out of her
mouth and pointing to the reins resting on his saddle.

She moaned when
he pulled his fingers out of her.

It took him a
few tries to wrap the leather straps around her wrists. The leather
kept slipping through his wet grip. Finally, he got a nice knot
tied.

Sally felt some
of her juices leak out of her soaked cunt as she said, “What are
you going to do to me? I’m helpless.”

Kneeling down
between her legs, his cheeks wet from licking her, Jessie gave her
what she could only think of as a wolfish grin. “This,” he
said.

He entered her
with four fingers again. Sally’s pussy clenched around him when she
felt him put his thumb in and curl his hand into a fist.

“Let’s see how
deep I can get,” he said.

He pushed
his fist into her. Sally’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as
he stretched her pussy out more than she’d ever felt before. When
he worked his hand all the way to the end, he pulled back and
shoved in again.

Jessie kept
fisting her tight pussy. It really was tight, she knew. And getting
tighter with each thrust of his manly hand. She was barely able to
hold it together. Her whole body seemed like it was flushed red
with her passion.

She
screamed when he started running the ball of his thumb over her
stiff little clit. Her pussy released more juices as she came on
him. He couldn’t even move, she held him so tightly. When she
finished, he slowly withdrew his hand, letting his fingers run
along her walls.

When Sally
started to sit up, he said, “No. Stay. Hang your head off the edge
of the bed.”

As he rounded
the cot, he undid his belt and starting unzipping his fly. Sally
did as he told, letting her head hang off the edge. She felt
herself juice again as his cock popped out of his pants long and
heavy.

Leaning
over her, he grabbed his cock and pointed it down towards her face.
Her bound wrists touched the insides of his thighs as he took
position. Understanding, Sally opened her mouth. With the way her
head was angled, her throat was open. Jessie crammed his thick cock
through her lips, getting instantly soaked with her saliva as she
let her tongue cradle his shaft.

“Yeah,” Jessie
said, fucking her mouth, shoving more and more of his member into
her each time, “Suck that cock. You like them nice and big, don’t
you?”

He
pinched her nipples and she yelped an answer. His cock was so thick
that she had to open her mouth all the way to let it in, and even
then it wasn’t quite enough. In a few more strokes, she felt the
head of his cock in her throat. She deepthroated every last inch of
it, his balls touching her face as he got all the way in. Every
time he pulled back an inch or so she made a gulping noise, trying
to suck him back in.

As he pulled
out of her a blob of precum smeared on her tongue.

“Yumm… You
taste so good.”

She
looked at his cock over her face. It was covered in her saliva, and
it quivered as he looked down at her body. Then his eyes shifted.
She followed his gaze. There was a length of rein hanging down from
the knot binding her hands, probably a few feet long. The wolfish
smile returned to his handsome face.

“Have you ever
been whipped like a horse before?”

Sally squirmed
on the bed, sucking in her lip and letting it out slowly again.
“No.”

Spinning her
onto her stomach, he grabbed the leather strap.

“Oo!” Sally
said as the makeshift crop smacked her firm ass.

“Giddy-up!”
Jessie yelled, bringing the whip down onto her again. It stung, and
she yelped again.

He whipped her
a few more times, then, still holding the reins, moved behind her.
She lifted her ankles and spread her legs for him.

“Time to take
you out for a ride,” he said.

He guided
his cock into her with his hand. Her pussy gripped his member
eagerly, her walls undulating over his shaft as it slid farther
into her sopping hole. As soon as he got the head of his cock past
her tight opening, he slid the rest of his shaft in as far as it
would go, filling her up. He let her feel his cock for a while. It
was so long and warm. Then he started slapping her ass with the
reins again, leaving her ass cheeks stinging and her
screaming.

Jessie
began punctuating each whip with a thrust of his cock. Each time he
fucked her, the cot shifted.

Sally
wanted to reach behind herself, to grab him by the hips and make
him ram her tight pussy even harder. She struggled against her
bonds. He chuckled at her. Instead of helping, he just shoved his
cock into her wetness faster and harder. Her groans and moans
turned to whimpers as she got closer and closer to coming all over
his cock. She wanted to hold him so tightly that he wouldn’t be
able to move, to squeeze his cock with her pussy until it squirted
hot cum into her.

She looked over
her shoulder. Her ass was completely red from his whipping now.
He’d abandoned the rein and was now using his big hands. He slapped
both down onto her, making her muscles go rigid. He squeezed her
ass, pulled the cheeks apart and kneaded her firm flesh with his
fingers. She watched his strong thrusts slam into her body, making
her ass jiggle a little each time.

“Are you
breaking me in, big man?” Sally said.

She
smiled when she felt his cock harden in her and he slowed
down.

“Not done yet,”
he said.

“So
you’re going to keep slamming my tight little pussy with that big,
hard cock? Yes… It’s so big in me, so hard.”

His face
contorted as he fought to keep from coming. His fingers dug into
her ass, pulling her cheeks apart.

“Come on, big
man, shoot your load in me. Come inside me.”

Sally’s
face was contorted with effort as well. Her orgasm was so
tantalizingly close. She could feel the walls of her pussy
trembling, wanting to hold him inside her as he filled her up with
his hot load. He leaned over her even more, bracing his hands on
the bed.

He’d let go of
all control. He started slamming her so hard that the strong wooden
boards of the loft trembled and shook.

“Yes!” Sally
screamed, “Yes! Harder!”

Somehow, he
managed to go even harder.

He let
out a roar like a wild animal, his cock like a jackhammer moving in
and out of her as he came. He got so hard that Sally just couldn’t
help joining in. She let out of scream of her own as she
rhythmically tightened and relaxed, her pussy doing its best to
keep him inside as he shot wads of cum into her cunt.

Jessie reached
up and untied her wrists, letting his hands run down her back and
rest on her ass when he finished. He still felt so hard inside her.
Just thinking about it made Sally’s pussy quiver. But she didn’t
know if she’d be able to take another hard slamming this soon
after. She also wasn’t certain if he would be able to give it to
her just yet.

Her mouth
dropped open as she came up with a brilliant plan. She knew just
how to keep her new lover around. With the barn all to themselves,
they could fuck whenever they wanted. Between chores, before bed,
after bed. Whenever.

When he pulled
out of her, she turned around and sat facing him. Jessie knelt and
they kissed.

Sally realized
that she hadn’t even seen him naked yet. He still had his clothes
on, although his still-hard cock was hanging out of his pants. She
looked him up and down, wondering how his muscles looked.

“Don’t go
tomorrow. Stay with me. You won’t regret it, I promise.” She gently
wrapped her fingers around his cock and gave it a light
squeeze.

“How?” Jessie
asked, his forehead crinkled in confusion.



“I can
just tell him that I need some more help with chores, and that a
big man like you would get things done faster. He likes to save
money.”

He grabbed her
head in his hands and kissed her again. When he pulled back, he had
that wolfish smile on his face again. His hands trailed down to cup
her breasts. Sally felt her nipples stiffen in response to his
touch.

“Okay,” he
said.
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Looking for another story a little rougher?
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Rough Sex With My Best Friends
Sister

 


It was the
summer after my first year of college, and I was back in my
hometown. I hadn’t really visited home during the school year, and
I forgot how much I liked the place. I stood in front of the mirror
in the bathroom, admiring the beach body I’d busted my ass for in
the gym over the past year. My cell phone was on the vanity, and I
was waiting for a text back from my best friend, Charlie.

Charlie had
gone to a different college, and we’d only seen each other for a
few hours once over Christmas break. Thinking of Charlie made me
think of his sister, Eva. She was a year younger than us, so she
was somewhere between 18 and 19, and she’d been accepted to my
college. Thinking of how cute she’d gotten over the last few years
made me get hard. I watched my cock stiffen in the mirror, and I
gave it a few strokes.

As I was just
getting into fantasizing about Eva’s cute ass, my phone went off.
It was Charlie. He wanted me to meet him at his house. I had to
blueball myself, quickly finishing the bed-head look I was going
for with my hair and throwing on my clothes. Charlie’s house was
kind of far, and I didn’t have a car yet.

It took me
about 20 minutes to get to his place. I knocked on the door, waited
a few seconds, and went inside.

Eva was the
first person I saw there. She’d come out of her room and was
standing at the top of the steps, looking over the banister at me.
Looking at her, I swallowed. She had on some tight jeans and a
t-shirt that showed off her petite figure. She smiled down at me,
and I smiled back. She looked really pretty without the braces. The
dirty part of my mind immediately started undressing her, wondering
how large her nipples were and whether or not she shaved her
pussy.

“Hi,” I
said.

Her face
flushed red, and she replied, “Hi,” then spun around and marched
back to her room. She seemed so shy and meek for how pretty she
was. I tried to lock the image of her round ass in my mind for
later.

“Hey, Logan,”
Charlie said, coming up from the basement. He had the necks of some
beers between his fingers, and he offered me one, which I gladly
took.

We cracked the
beers and went into the living room. He and I shot the shit for a
while, catching up with each other’s lives. It turned out that
Charlie had a real knack for history, and would be changing over to
that major from English. I was doing anthropology, and felt
uncertain whether I would be continuing in it for my undergrad.

“Get laid a
lot?” Charlie asked, a big grin on his face.

I shrugged, “A
few times.” There had been one girl that had decided to use my
heart as her plaything for a while before throwing it out. I didn’t
feel like sharing that with him.

A few hours and
about five beers later, Eva appeared at the door. She leaned
against the frame and looked down at her feet. We both looked at
her.

“Logan,” she
said, “I have a few questions about your school. Would it be ok if
I asked you about it?”

“Sure!” I said,
scooching over on the couch and patting the cushion.

She sat where
I’d indicated. This close, I could smell her perfume. It was very
light. It felt like my stomach got lighter while my cock got
harder. I leaned over to hide my erection. She smiled at me. Had
she been wearing lipstick before? I couldn’t remember. She’d also
changed shirts, this time to a low-cut one that showed off a
startling large portion of her firm-looking breasts.

Charlie had
drank at least twice as much beer as me, if not more. He had a
vacant look in his eyes as he sat there.

Lurching to his
feet, he said, “I am gonna go fall on my bed for a few hours.
Logan, man, you can crash in the spare room.” He slurred the last
few words so that they sounded like “sare oom.”

Eva and I
listened to him make his way laboriously up the stairs. There was a
thump that I hoped and assumed was him falling on his bed as
prophesized.

She started
asking her questions, which were pretty standard things about life
on the campus and school groups. But her words fell on deaf ears as
I noticed her running her hands slowing up and down the inside of
her thighs. I so wished that I could just reach out and stroke her
right then, but even a little drunk I couldn’t bring myself to do
it.

That’s when she
said, “Hey, I have my acceptance letter up in my room. Can you take
a look at it? There’s a part I don’t get.”

I nodded and
followed her up the stairs, my eyes glued to her ass the whole
time. I was so hard that I had to quickly pull my cock up into the
loop of my pants to keep it from showing.

“Isn’t Charlie
asleep?” I said as we went into her room down the hall from
his.

“Passed out
more like it. I’ve seen him like this before; nothing short of a
bomb going off is going to wake him up,” she said.

I noticed that
she wasn’t even looking for her letter. Instead, she was leaning
against her desk and looking at me with her bottom lip sucked in
between her teeth. I had to go for it; I knew if I didn’t make the
attempt, I would never forgive myself.

Walking right
in front of her, I wrapped my arms around her waist and rested my
hands on the small of her back. She felt so warm, even through her
shirt. Bending over, I kissed her. She kissed back.

Then she
started rubbing my hard shaft through my pants.

Pulling back, I
said, “Are you sure he won’t wake up.”

“I’m sure,” she
said, “Watch this.”

I frowned, not
knowing what to look at. Then she slapped me across the face. Hard.
The crack of her palm on my cheek sounded like a gunshot, and there
were no sounds of stirring from Charlie’s room.

I started
saying, “What the—“ but Eva went up on her tiptoes and sucked my
bottom lip into her mouth. Her teeth sank into the soft flesh of my
lip and she looked up into my eyes. My grip around her tightened as
the pain mounted, and my cock got so hard that it was pushing the
waist of my pants away from my body.
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Rough Sex With My Werewolf Daddy

 


I tried to
stretch my legs as far as they would go. We’d been driving for
hours, and I was starting to feel the first few tremors of a
threatened cramp in my calf. It also didn’t help that the air
conditioning in the car blew air only slightly colder than
outside.

My dad sat
beside me. His eyes were fixed on the road ahead, one hand on top
of the wheel and the other on the shifter. In the rear seat and on
the roof were all our camping supplies.

I had to admit,
I was much more excited about going camping with my dad for the
weekend than I cared to admit to him.

“Daddy?” I
asked. Since he was actually my stepfather, I usually just called
him by his name, but right then I was feeling particularly
affectionate.

He took his
eyes off the road for a moment to glance at me before saying,
“Yeah, Sophie?”

“Are we almost
there? I feel like I’m sweating through my shorts, here,” I said,
smiling at him.

He glanced down
at my legs as I mentioned shorts. I had on a tight pair of
short-shorts. When I saw his eyes linger on my legs for a moment, I
felt an inner heat swell inside that made me get wet in another
way.

Trying to take
my mind off the thought, I glanced at his strong arm as he adjusted
his grip on the shifter. “There’s hardly even a mark!” I said.

“Yeah, the doc
said I’d have a huge scar. He was completely baffled.”

A month
earlier, he’d been attacked by some big dog or wolf that had bitten
his arm. He said he’d barely managed to get away. Reaching out, I
ran my finger along what little scarring there was.
He’s so
warm, I thought. I
sucked in a breath as I felt myself get wetter. I had to shift
around in my seat.

“Don’t get your
panties in a bunch,” he said, seeing my discomfort and
misinterpreting it, “We’ll be there in a few minutes. I can see the
sign for the entrance already. You’re going to love this campsite.
I wish I’d taken you before you started college.”

“It’s okay,” I
said, trying to banish thoughts of whether or not he thought I was
pretty, whether he got hard thinking about me, “Better late than
never.”

Splaying his
fingers out, he turned the wheel and we moved from the nice, smooth
highway to the bumpy gravel road leading to the campsite. The
vibrations weren’t helping matters. I grabbed onto the armrest as
the vibrations translated to tingles of pleasure in my moist
pussy.

I practically
jumped out of the car when he pulled to a stop. There was no one
else there. It made sense; camping season was pretty much over.
Besides, it was nice to have the run of the place.

“And we won’t
even have to worry about light,” he said, pulling some stuff off
the roof, “Gonna be a nice full moon!”

“Great!” I
said. He looked at me and smiled. I was suddenly and painfully
aware of just how short my shorts were, and in my mind, I kept
asking myself whether he thought my breasts were nice enough.

“Something
wrong?” He said, a frown of concern crossing his, now that I really
looked, strong and handsome features. I could tell now why my mom
liked him so much.

“No... It’s
fine. Just a little chilly is all. Girls and the cold, you
know?”

It wasn’t long
before he had the two personal tents set up, and a tepee of
firewood in a stone pit. It really was starting to feel a little
chilly, and I wanted him to get the fire going. I glanced over at
him. He was staring into the sky, and his lips were slowly pulling
back from his teeth as though he fought against something painful
inside.

Walking over, I
put my hand on his arm. He was incredibly hot now, like feverishly
hot.

“Daddy! Are you
okay?”

It was like
he’d been far away, and I’d dragged him from that place. He looked
at me and I felt the blood drain from my face, feeling more
frightened than ever in my life. After a moment, his features
softened and I felt the fear evaporate slowly.

“Yeah, just a
little warm. I thought I could see the moon coming over the
treetops, and I just couldn’t keep myself from watching, you
know?”

I nodded and
mumbled a, “Yeah,” even though I really didn’t know.

As the shadows
began stretching from the trees, he got the fire going and we sat
beside each other on the soft ground.

He told a joke
and I reached out to put my hand on his thigh. I overextended and
my hand landed on his cock. I felt it jump at my touch before I
yanked my hand away.

“Sorry,” I
said.

He smiled and
we kept going as though nothing had happened. Everything was going
fine until it started getting truly dark out.

The light of
the moon hit him and he fell to the ground, rolling and writhing. I
screamed, standing up. I didn’t know what to do; I thought he must
be having a heart attack. I reached for my phone, but there was no
signal.

His cries of
pain began to rumble in his throat, and I thought I could see his
bones shifting beneath his skin.

Then his skin
cracked open and thick tufts of black hair burst from the rents. I
wanted to run, but my feet wouldn’t obey.

When he opened
his eyes and looked at me, I saw that they had turned yellow. Huge
fangs shot from his gums as his snout elongated. His clothes tore
as his muscles bulged outwards. When he stood, the tatters fell
from his body.

“Daddy?” I
said. It wasn’t him anymore, though. It was some kind of werewolf,
and his eyes fixed on my soft flesh with a hunger that made my
knees trem
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