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The pictograms were fascinating!

Lauren eased the canoe in closer to the tall
rocks, then very carefully stood up, phone in hand. It wasn't the
smartest thing in the world she'd ever done but she wanted close up
pictures! She'd always been fascinated by ancient history, and had
already been accepted into Cornell's undergraduate program in
Archaeology in the fall.

She snapped her pictures and sat down
quickly, relieved her foolishness hadn't dropped her, and worse,
her phone, into the river. She was a good swimmer but the phone was
not. And even trying to explain to anyone how she'd lost it would
just draw laughter at her expense. That was the sort of thing she
had long striven to avoid!

And not always with success.

She was a nerd, and knew it. Sometimes she
regretted it, when she saw the blonde party girls in their short
skirts and tight tops with boys swirling around them. They seemed
to enjoy themselves a lot, and had an awful lot of friends and
admirers.

Lauren was neither a party girl nor a blonde.
Nor was she terribly comfortable with being the center of
attention. She certainly never sought it! When she received it,
therefore, it was usually for something she wished she hadn't.

Certainly the popular kids liked to make fun
of nerds like Lauren with her thick framed glasses and earnest,
bookish ways. And she had been mocked more than a few times once
books on ancient peoples were discovered to be her favorite reading
material.

Her parents were weird, too. Her mother was a
natural scientist for the forest service, and studied herbs and
wildflowers. Her father ran the visitors center at Allegheny
National Forest, a few miles from where they lived, in a very large
ranch style house on the banks of the Tyre River.

She paddled on for a short distance, then
pulled the canoe ashore, hopped out, and drew on a pair of crocs,
bare feet not being the best for walking in the forest. Not that
she was going especially far, but Lauren didn't generally take
chances.

It was late spring, and the woods were filled
with life. The half million acres of Allegheny National Forest were
some of the most beautiful in the world, in her opinion. She
delighted in knowing no one had built on the ground she walked
over, no one had developed it, and no one ever did. Only the first
peoples, the local native bands, had ever hunted the animals
here.

There were a number of designated historical
areas in the park where archaeological sites had been found dating
back thousands of years into pre history.

She traced the path of the banks of a creek
whose waters tumbled merrily along, capering over rocks and pieces
of fallen timber, and given the surprising heat today, she gave in
to temptation to step into the creek herself.

The crocs would not be damaged, after all,
and she was wearing shorts. The water felt quite cold, at first,
but she adapted. It was only up to her ankles, but it cooled her
off as well as slowing her down. She wasn't in any great hurry,
however. She had nowhere she had to be.

School was over forever. Well, at least, high
school. Her parents didn't feel she needed a summer job, nor did
she. They were comfortable enough to pay for her tuition. So she
intended to enjoy the upcoming summer and explore the park
more.

She let her mind slide back over the
centuries,and even eons, imagining the natives traveling this route
before America was even born, before Columbus had ever even found
the place! She was a romantic at heart, and a dreamer, and had an
excellent imagination.

She followed the creek as it angled around
tall strands of beech trees, and heard the water sounds growing
much louder. Ahead, she saw a large rock outcropping, and water
spilling over its edge. She paused, shaking her head at the beauty
of it, and whipping out her phone for pictures, then slowly slogged
forward, the water deepening almost to her knees.

It was easy, in the deep quiet of the forest,
disturbed only by the sound of birds and the falling water, to
imagine herself alone in the world. This was not one of the
recreation areas which had trails and campsites, let alone roads.
The only way to reach it was by water, and no powered watercraft
were allowed on the river.

And it was hot...

She made her way closer to the rocky
outcropping, feeling a sense of uncharacteristic excitement at the
thought of doing something... naughty, or at least, daring. Well,
daring for Lauren. But there was no one around, and it was hot, and
the water tumbling over the outcrop, while not exactly a big
waterfall, was certainly plentiful and beautiful, and very
attractive.

She climbed onto the bank and stripped off
her shirt, then skinned out of her shorts, feeling a little
breathy, and now a tad paranoid as she looked around anxiously. The
chestnut and beech trees made it impossible to see for any
distance, but it was exceedingly unlikely anyone else was within
miles of her.

Still, as she slipped off her bra, she felt a
sense of daring and excitement, not to mention a sense of sexual
arousal at her own, well, sluttiness, at stripping naked outside,
practically in public!

Of course, if there were any public around
she'd not have done it, and would have run screaming in horror, but
the odds against that were vanishingly high.

She hesitated, the thought of removing that
last strip of clothing, the small bikini panties she wore, a bit
daunting. She looked around once more, nervous, but filled with
anticipation, then slipped her thumbs into the string and peeled
them down and off.

She waded slowly into the water, reaching up
behind her head and undoing the elastic which bound her long brown
hair back. Long, thick bangs cut across her forehead, some spilling
over her glasses, and reminding her.

She paused, slipped them off, shook her head
to get the hair out of her eyes, and tossed them over beside her
clothes on the bank. Slightly breathless, she moved carefully
forward, the water deepening to her lower thighs.

Then she was in beneath the water, gasping at
its coldness as it splashed down over her head and shoulders.
Instantly, the heat she'd been feeling disappeared. She almost
shivered at the cold, crying out softly.

But then her body adjusted. It was still
cold, but gloriously clean and refreshing! It poured over her as
she moved directly beneath, tilting her head back, eyes closed,
feeling a timeless sense of energy as it washed over her.

She turned around slowly, lowering her head
so she could open her eyes, looking around anxiously again. But
there was nothing to see. Nor could she likely have seen it if
there was. Without her glasses the world began to soften and blur
only a a few yards away.

She slid her hands up through her hair,
angling her head back again, feeling again that sense of strange
excitement at being naked out of doors. She might not be heavily
sought after by the boys, given her glasses, her shyness, and the
kind of clothes she wore, but Lauren knew very well there wasn't
one who knew her who wouldn't be wildly excited to see her like
this.

Spending far more time out of doors than
watching television, she had a lithe, slender body. Her bottom was
firm and tight, and her breasts, while not large, were pert, round,
high on her chest, and at that moment, had very, very stiff pink
nipples!

Daringly, she plucked them with her fingers,
then slid a hesitant hand slowly down the smooth, wet skin of her
belly, lightly cupping her sex as nervousness returned. She drew
her hand away, turning slowly as if under a shower as the water
poured over her.

She opened her eyes and they widened as she
saw a shallow cave behind the water. She slid forward, then climbed
a waist high bank to examine it. Just within, there was a cave
going off at an angle, a shallow one, with bones on the ground.

More interestingly, there were pictographs on
the walls!

She gasped, moving closer, squinting in the
low light, and wishing she'd brought a flashlight. She wondered if
she could get her phone in without the water damaging it. She let
her fingers trace the stone alongside them, dropping to hands and
knees as she looked to the bones. Were they human!? If so this was
an unexplored find and she'd have to quickly report it!

A low growl behind her was audible even over
the splashing water, and she turned around, eyes going wide, jaw
dropping, and a jolt of shock and terror hitting her as she saw the
huge wolf behind her! She screamed and threw herself forward,
twisting around, but her back was to the stone as the wolf growled
fiercely at her!

She searched desperately for some kind of
weapon, finally picking up a bone of some kind, holding it out in
her trembling hand.

“Shoo! Go away! Go!” she cried.

The wolf snarled, its lips drawn back. It was
a simply huge wolf! She'd never seen a bigger!

“You can't be here!” she squeaked! “Wolves
are extinct here!”

And then it leapt! She screamed as it landed
atop her, knocking her backward! It drove her to her back and
landed atop her, snarling as she grabbed desperately at its ruff
and tried to hold its teeth away from her face!

And then... somehow, impossibly, the hair she
was gripping slid out of her fingers, and the snarling jaw over her
began to … shrink! It shrank right back into the wolf's face! The
face itself widened and the hair disappeared and she was gaping up
at the sight of a man above her!

Which was patently, flat out impossible!

He was a youngish man, if older than Lauren,
a handsome man, a very broad shouldered man with long dark hair and
a square cut jaw. He was also a very naked man. But she was too
shocked to even think about complaining!

He stared at her with almost as much shock as
she stared back! Then he drew himself up and off her so fast he was
halfway across the cave before she noticed it! He crouched in the
corner, staring at her, then at himself, then at her again.

He sagged down onto his haunches, knees drawn
up against his chest, and hugged himself, trembling and shivering
as she continued to stare in terrified disbelief!

After long seconds she slowly sat up, eyes
darting to the water behind him. Could she make it past him!? She
started to rise on one knee, crouching, edging as far from him as
she could.

Then his head came up and his eyes bored into
her!

She gasped, wondering where she'd put the
bone, or anything else she could use as a weapon!

His eyes narrowed, and then... they dropped,
flicking down the length of her body. Lauren might not be as
sexually experienced as blonde party girls but she knew that look!
It was the look of a man who liked what he saw and wanted it!
Still, that was better then the look of a wolf looking to eat
her!

A werewolf!? That was impossible! There
couldn't be such things!

Still, he was definitely male, and outweighed
her by a considerable degree. His arms were large and muscled, and
despite her relief at not being threatened with being imminently
savaged by a wild animal, she felt a flush of heat come to her
face.

“Who are you?” he demanded.

She gasped at the words, then gulped and
crossed an arm across her bare breasts. She dropped her other hand
down between her legs.

“L-L-Lauren!” she squeaked.

“You've seen me,” he said shortly.

She gulped anxiously.

“You have to die.”

She gasped and jumped for the water. He
grabbed her ankle as she half hit the stream, and she screamed, her
upper body falling into the water before being dragged back up and
out and flung to the back of the cave.

“Please!” she cried, back against the
wall.

He glared at her, but his face was filled
with uncertainty.

“I've never killed a woman,” he said. “A
girl,” he corrected himself. “I've never killed anyone as a human
before.”

He glared, seemingly troubled. “Never killed
anyone who wasn't trying to kill me.”

He crouched directly before her, the water
just behind him, and stared at her.

Lauren stared back, terrified. He was a big,
powerful man, after all. He didn't need fangs and claws to kill
her!

“I-I won't tell anyone!” she blurted. “Who'd
believe me anyway!?”

His eyes narrowed.

“I don't even believe me!' she cried.

He nodded his head slowly, still studying
her, and his eyes flicked downward again to her bare breasts. She
gulped and crossed her arm across them again, her own eyes dropping
involuntarily to his crotch, where his cock hung fully exposed and
very... large!

It was soft, at least, and unthreatening, but
the size of it emphasized the raw, naked maleness of the … whatever
it was in front of her!

“I haven't lost control like that in some
time,” he said. “When I saw you on all fours with your bottom
towards me, I shifted into animal form almost instantly.”

She flushed hotly, her mind squirming and
stomach churning.

“That's shocking enough. But then, somehow...
it left me, just like that, when I was over you. I could feel the
wild animal hunger, and it just... fled, like a tap being turned
off. That's never happened before either.”

He shifted his stance, kneeling now, his
shoulders going up and back. They were indeed very broad, she
thought. His chest was muscled, and his torso narrowed somewhat at
the waist to slim hips. But even kneeling, well, his knees were
comfortably apart. He seemed to have no concern about his nudity
whatever.

He took a deep, shuddering breath, then
seemed to refocus on her.

“Lauren,” he said, as if tasting the word.
“I'm sorry I frightened you, Lauren.”

She nodded jerkily.

He sighed. “I don't like to frighten
people.”

Lauren gulped. That at least sounded
promising!

“Especially beautiful women,” he said with a
half smile.

Lauren's raw terror had been fading slowly.
She was still afraid, but she could think, now, at least, and the
best way to disarm an angry man, though this one didn't seem all
that angry, was to talk to him.

“I-I'm sorry I... I startled you,” she
gulped.

“You didn't startle me. I could scent you as
I approached, even in man form. I knew it was human and female. I
wasn't prepared for my first sight of you. That seemed to... touch
something very wild and animalistic inside me.”

She flushed again.

“Then again, I guess a sight like that would
touch something animalistic in any man,” he said.

Lauren's mind squirmed and her eyes darted to
either side of him.

His arms reached up and out to the sides, one
hand grasping a bit of tree root growing near the low ceiling, the
other flat against the rock. She sucked in a breath, for he had,
without question, the most gorgeous male body she'd ever seen, even
in pictures!

“I won't harm you,” he said, decisively.

“Th-that's good!”

“I know how you brought me into my wolf form.
I need to know how you brought me out of it.”

“I have no idea!”

“I need to know!”

“How would I know!?”

He scowled.

“Turn around.”

“Wh-what? Why?”

“Do it!”

Lauren nervously turned her back to him,
gulping anxiously.

“Get on your hands and knees.”

“What!? Why!?”

“Like before. I want to see if I can keep
myself in check at the sight of you.”

“No!”

He growled, though the sound was more human,
and suddenly jerked forward, his big hands grasping her hips and
yanking them backward! Lauren cried out, her hands slapping down to
the ground to keep from falling on her face!

“Don't move!” he barked.

She moaned and twisted her head around,
blushing and frightened, but he didn't seem intent on anything...
sexual.

He drew himself backwards, his hands sliding
off her hips, his body moving back to the entry to the little cave,
and she turned her face away, blushing furiously as he looked at
her!

“Lower your head, like before,” he ordered.
“Lower yourself onto your elbows, like before.”

Heart pounding, she obeyed.

“Spread your legs.”

She sucked in a frightened breath of air,
trembling slightly, but obeyed.

She heard him suck in a similar breath, and
her head twisted anxiously around to see his eyes closed, as he
seemed to hug himself and tremble!

She lost any fear of sex or embarrassment and
felt a new fear, that he turned into a snarling wolf again! What if
he didn't turn back this time!

“Don't you dare turn into a wolf!”

He opened his eyes, glaring at her, and she
thought his eyes looked more wolf like!

But then the animal faded from them and they
became a normal gray blue, and entirely human.

“C-can I turn around again?” she gulped.

Strangely he smiled, though in an odd way. “I
like the view like this.”

She gasped and whirled around, glaring,
holding an arm across her breast again and closing her knees tight
as she sat back on her heels.

“My clothes are outside,” she said.

“My name is Adam.”

She gaped at him as if he might be joking. A
naked Adam!

“Well I'm not Eve!” she gulped.

He snorted in amusement. “I can see you as
Eve. Though I have no interest in populating the word at the
moment. How old are you?”

“Eighteen,” she said.

“Young and fresh.”

She didn't like the sound of that either!

“You're not a virgin.”

“How would you know!?”

“I don't know but I know.”

She glared at him.

“I don't see what business that is of
yours.”

He shrugged. “I'm trying to figure out how
you turned me back. A virgin is said to have certain powers over
us.”

“Well... sorry, but you're right. I'm
not.”

She was starting to lose more fear of him,
simply from familiarity. He'd promised not to harm her, and aside
from the nudity, was acting somewhat... normal, for a guy. That
wasn't to say she wasn't extremely wary of him, of course, not to
mention still embarrassed to some extent. He'd already seen her
completely naked, and in the most, well... revealing position!

And he remained disconcertingly naked and
comfortable in his nakedness, making no effort to hide
anything.

“What is your ancestry?” he asked.

“My what? What difference does that
make?”

“Humor me.”

She bit her lower lip uncertainly.

“My mother is Norwegian. My father is
Irish.

He frowned. “Beyond that?”

“My mother's parents were both Norwegian,”
she said. “My father's mother was a native woman.”

His eyes narrowed and he leaned forward
eagerly. “What kind?”

“She was a Seneca.”

He leaned back, looking thoughtful.
“Perhaps,” he said.

“She was.”

“I don't question you. I mean, perhaps that
was it.”

“How could that have anything to do with uhm,
your being a wolf?”

“You don't recognize the native in me? My
mother was a member of the Iroquois confederacy.”

She shrugged helplessly. She thought he did
look a little native, though his skin tone wasn't very dark.

“The Seneca were and still are members of the
confederacy.”

“I know.”

“I've never encountered a native while in
wolf form.”

“I'm not a native! I mean, I'm only a quarter
native.”

“Blood will tell. It has strange properties
in relation to magic.”

“There's no such thing as magic.”

He snorted and raised his eyebrows.

She flushed. “I don't know how you turn into
a wolf but it isn't magic!”

“What do you think it is, professor, a skin
condition?” he asked sarcastically.

“There's no need to be sarcastic.”

“What were you doing here anyway?”

“I was... exploring.”

“Naked?”

She flushed anew. “I was hot!'

“You're still hot,” he said with a small
grin.

She flushed once more. “I mean I was hot and
decided to go in for a dip.”

“Then you decided to explore.”

“Yes! I was looking at the pictograms.”

“Feel free to inspect them again,” he said,
sweeping his arm that way generously.

She gulped, looking at him disapprovingly.
She knew very much what he meant with that sardonic offer! He'd
like to see her turn around and bend over again like she had been
before!

She wasn't as afraid any more, but she was
still in a very awkward position. They were still both naked and
she was entirely defenseless. Not that he'd shown much inclination
to attack her since he lost his fur, but even so! He was making no
secret of his appreciation for her body!

“Haven't you seen enough of me already!?”

“Would any guy who saw you like this not want
to see more? You're a gorgeous girl.”

She blushed, not entirely displeased, and her
eyes flicked over him again, his broad shoulders, muscled chest and
flat belly... and then below that...

She jerked her eyes up and saw him smirking
at her again, which caused her pulse to flutter.

“Aren't I good looking?”

“You know you are,” she said, dropping her
eyes.

He dropped his arms and fell forward onto his
hands, then, wolf-like, he crawled in towards her.
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“Wh-what are you doing!?' she squeaked.

“Nothing you forbid me.”

He rose back up on his knees again, less than
a foot away from her. Lauren's heart thumped as she cocked her head
back, for he was a head taller than she!

He reached out and caught a length of her
still wet hair between his fingers, then slowly slid it down the
length and off.

“I like long hair,” he said.

Her heart beat faster! She needed to get his
mind off her body!

“Where do you live?” she gulped.

He frowned suspiciously. “Why do you want to
know?”

“I mean, you must have a job, don't you?”

He pondered her a long moment. “Yes, I
work.”

“W-what do you do?”

“I fix motorcycles.”

She blinked, surprised.

“I like to ride... fast. I'm good with my
hands,” he said.

Then he grinned and she flushed again.

He leaned in as if to kiss her and she
instinctively jerked her hands up and pressed them against his
chest to hold him back! He didn't push it, but that left her with
her breasts bare and her hands flat against the soft warmth of his
chest, feeling the firm muscles underneath!

He took a deep, shuddering breath, head going
up and back, and she started to draw her hands back, but he dropped
his eyes, leaning in again and she pressed her hands firmly against
his chest once more.

“You have no tattoos,” he said.

She stared at him, surprised by the strange
segue.

“N-No!”

He nodded slowly. “Good. Tattoos are like...
graffiti. Most of the girls I see have tattoos. You shouldn't paint
graffiti on something with as beautiful and perfect a finish as
you.”

She stared at him, speechless.

He suddenly gripped her wrists, and Lauren
squeaked, eyes widening. His grip was very firm, but at the same
time, quite gentle. He drew her hands slowly down his chest, down
across his belly, but then slid them slowly back up again as his
eyes bored into hers.

She felt her skin heating, felt her lower
belly thrumming suddenly. The feel of his firm, warm flesh against
her hands was incredibly sensual!

He slid her hands apart more, letting them
caress his chest, then slide down along his hips, then back around
his stomach, sliding downwards to the point her pulse was racing
wildly, but he stopped before they reached his groin, sliding her
hands back up until they were against his chest again.

“You have beautiful breasts,” he said.

He leaned in against her, and she couldn't
push him back, and wasn't sure she was really trying very hard! His
lips moved in to within an inch of her cheek, then he inhaled
slowly, continuously, his lips moving slowly up along the nape of
her neck and under her ear.

She squeaked as they finally touched her
there, his hands releasing her wrists, his arms sliding around her
body! She felt his lips against the nape of her neck as his arms
drew her in against him and her breasts pressed firmly into his
warm chest!

Her nipples seemed to tingle and her breasts
to throb! She felt his teeth nibbling lightly on the nape of her
neck, his lips sucking lightly as she was enveloped in the broad
male warmth of his body! Then his hands slid down her back onto her
buttocks, squeezing them and drawing her abdomen in against him
too!

She felt his cock pressed in between their
bodies! It was soft... mostly, but even as she became aware of it
she felt it hardening! Suddenly, he jerked his hands up and gripped
her head, jerking it up and back. She stared at him, open mouthed,
eyes wide, and he crushed her lips with his!

Her hands pushed feebly against his chest as
his lips met hers. She was reeling, her head spinning, a strange
wild sense of heat and hunger starting to make her insides churn
violently! She moaned into his mouth as his tongue slid out and
caressed her own!

He jerked back again, so fast! Then his hands
gripped her thighs and yanked! She squealed as he pulled her legs
out from under her and she fell on her bottom! He fell forward
between her legs, his face just above her naked sex!

“P-P-Please!” she gasped, heart pounding like
a drum.

He leaned in and his tongue pushed out,
touching her just at the very bottom of her sex, then slid slowly
up the line of her with a long, firm lick!

His tongue felt incredible! It was... soft
and warm and moist and slick and yet at the same time there was an
unfamiliar kind of texture to it! It was also absurdly long
and thick! And the feel as it slid up along her sex stunned her
even before it reached her clitoris!

“Oh! Oh! Oh God!” she squealed.

“Mmmmmm,” he said.

He slid his big hands in along her thighs,
spreading her legs wider, and his thumbs pressed in against the
labia on either side, easing them apart. He licked again, this time
up along the pink valley between, as Lauren gaped in disbelief as
the sight and feel of him!

She pressed her hands down feebly against his
head, trying to push it away even as a wild rush of sensation swept
through her!

He ignored her efforts. His tongue suddenly
squirmed forward, pushing into her body, shockingly deep,
fluttering and twisting as he brought his lower lip up against the
roof of her sex and his upper lip down against her clitoris. He
began to suck slowly, rhythmically, building up the pressure and
strength as she cried out and gasped helplessly, staring with huge
eyes.

“Oh! Oh God! Oh my God! Oh don't!” she
gasped.

“Mmmmm,” he said.

Her insides began to thrum wildly, her chest
so tight she could hardly breath as she felt her hands trembling. A
wild, raw heat began to flood through her body as he sucked, and as
his tongue squirmed even deeper into her body!

His thumbs pulled her open, wider, achingly
wide, as his tongue squirmed deeper, and then his nose was against
her clitoris, rubbing from side to side!

“Oh! Oh! Don't! Don't!” she gasped
breathlessly.

She knew she had to stop him! She grasped his
long,wet hair, bunching it up in her small hands, and then realized
she was pulling at him rather than pushing! She felt his tongue
slide firmly up along the inside of her sex, impossibly deep!

“Oh!”

She cried out, back arching sharply,
violently, a raw jolt of sexual energy ripping through her
consciousness! She felt as if her body was trembling like a tuning
fork as his tongue slid in and out faster and faster!

He drew it out and circled her clitoris, then
his thumbs, eased their pull, but slid into her. They were thick,
and she gasped again, eyes wide, as he pumped them in and out, his
tongue now sweeping rapidly across her clitoris as she felt herself
flung over the edge into a monster orgasm!

She screamed helplessly, her back arching as
her head thrashed from side to side! Convulsions wracked her body
and her feet bounced and jerked on the floor of the cave as he
licked hungrily at her clitoris, every rapid lick sending a flood
of sensation through her body!

Suddenly he jerked back, gripping her legs as
he did so that her body slid downward. Then she was flipped onto
her belly, still trembling and shaking in orgasm!

Crack! His hand slapped sharply
against her buttocks, then she felt her hips jerked up into the
air.

Crack! Another blow made her cry out
dazedly as she felt him jerk her thighs apart.

And then something incredibly soft and warm
and slick pressed against the soft, swollen lips of her sex! The
pressure mounted, as it pushed harder, forcing the puffy, naked
labia in and back, spreading them wider and wider.

Lauren stared dazedly at the cave wall before
her, gulping in air, eyes glazed, moaning, as she felt something
thick and hard, yet soft as silk, pushing into her body. She felt
the ache of being stretched wide, but it didn't really matter.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh please!” she moaned
weakly.

She felt it filling the mouth of her sex,
straining it, then pushing deeper, forcing aside the soft, elastic
walls of her sex, stretching them apart as it drove deeper into her
quivering, trembling body.

“Unhhggh!” she groaned, eyes closing as his
strong hands jerked back harder on her thighs.

It pushed deeper still, filling her to
overflowing, thicker than anything she'd ever taken before, except
then it seemed to diminish somehow, the ache easing. It slid
deeper, very deep, but it was a more comfortable fit at least.

She felt the dazed sexual heat fading enough
to think, to become aware of herself again. He was deep inside her
now, and still pushing deeper! Yet he seemed much thinner, easier
to take. His hands caressed her buttocks, kneading the soft, tanned
flesh.

Crack!

He slapped her bottom again with a sharp
gunshot noise that filled the cave and a quick burst of stinging
pain!

“Ow!”

Crack! Another sharp slap made her
bottom sting!

“Oh! Don't!” she gasped.

He chuckled throatily, jerking her hips back,
and then thrust deep enough to make her ache high inside her. She
cried out, hands scrabbling weakly at the cave floor now, trying to
push herself up onto her hands and knees.

She succeeded, only to have his hands slide
forward along her sides, then under to cup her breasts, kneading
and squeezing them as he leaned into her. She gurgled at a sudden
ache inside as his hips pressed firmly and fully against her
bottom.

“Tight,” he growled.

“God! God! God!” she groaned.

This was so impossible!

He leaned further over her, and she felt his
tongue along her shoulder, then in along the back of her neck, then
down along the side as his warm breath struck her ear.

“Tight and warm,” he said again in a low,
deep growl.

His hips ground against her in a slow,
circular pattern and she felt his shaft shifting, turning inside
her, pressing against one side of her sex, then the other.

She gasped as she felt his teeth nipping
lightly at the nape of her neck, rolling her eyes up and back at
him anxiously.

“Hot little bitch,” he whispered.

She gasped as his mouth opened wider, very
wide, closing on the side of her throat! But the teeth, while they
pressed in firmly, didn't really bite her. They just locked against
her as he growled softly!

Was it her imagination or did he feel thicker
inside her!?

He was still grinding his hips, his arms
wrapped around her waist, hands on her breasts, fingers kneading
continually! But now his hips began to ease back a bit, and push
forward. And it did almost feel as if he were growing thicker!

His jaw slid off her throat, his teeth
nibbling at her earlobe now, his tongue slipping free to dart out
in light, playful caresses.

“Mine,” he said.

Lauren didn't have the breath to deny it!

He began to thrust in and out in short, slow
strokes, but the strokes were getting longer with each second that
passed, and it kept feeling like he was growing thicker, stretching
her wider!

Lauren felt a wild dark churning sense of
heat and excitement growing inside her. Or perhaps the orgasm had
never done more than diminish the heat he'd built up rather than
sate it. But she felt her breathing getting ragged as his strokes
lengthened, as his hips began to slap against her upraised buttocks
with more force.

He eased up off her, straightening, gripping
her waist as he thrust faster, harder, her body thrown forward by
the force of each impact now, only to be jerked back by his
powerful grip! She was grunting and gasping at the deep strokes,
whimpering as she was stretched wider, and then still wider!

She ached! But she ached in a dark,
thrilling, incredibly sensual way as he drove himself into her!

“Ungh!”

He gripped her hair in a firm fist, jerking
her head up and back, then shoving down with his fist to force her
lower, down to her elbows, then down against the cave floor. His
hips thrust harder, a steady, pounding that made her cry out now at
every thrust.

Her insides felt as though they were being
churned into a bubbling, boiling froth, a pit of surging lava with
the energy building higher and higher and getting ready to
explode!

Yet all she could do was kneel in place,
firmly under his grip, gasping and moaning as she felt him driving
into her, pounding against her, jerking back on her hair and then
slapping her bottom sharply.

Lauren was no virgin at nineteen. But sex so
far had been a fumbling, hesitant thing, a few experimental
sessions with boys who were more eager than knowledgeable, and who
had very little staying power.

She'd never been... taken like this!
She'd never been put on her hands and knees and ridden like...
like... a bitch in heat! She'd never been used like
this!

And she found herself exulting in it!

A tremendous feeling of animal heat was
infusing her mind even as his thick shaft pounded hungrily into her
body. He was just... just fucking her, riding her like a whore! He
was so big! She could hardly believe how thick and long he felt
inside her! It ached, but it ached wonderfully!

She was gasping and grunting at every thrust,
crying out at some, gulping in air as her breasts, so tender and
swollen, were ground harshly against the rocky floor of the cave!
Her nipples felt like rock hard pebbles, burning against the soft
flesh of her breasts!

And all she could see was the cave wall and
the floor before her, lit by light shining through the waterfall
behind her. She couldn't see him, couldn't see anything. She was
locked in place as she was pounded mercilessly! Her insides
were aflame with a sexual heat and passion rising to feverish
levels!

Her eyes slitted as she gasped and clawed
weakly at the stone and dirt, more and more of her mind focused on
the feel of that thick shaft driving into her, her entire body
trembling with the impact of his hips against her backside.

The world seemed to go out of focus, her eyes
going glassy, unseeing, all her attention inward as she gurgled and
grunted and moaned.

And his hips slapped against her again and
again, his shaft driving into her trembling, burning body like a
thick spear of flesh, plunging into the center of her belly and
sending jolt after jolt of high energy sexual heat up through her
body.

She cried out as he jerked back on her
hair.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
stingingly!

He leaned in again, hips still pounding
against her, his teeth chewing up along the side of her throat, one
hand kneading her breast.

“Mine!” he growled.

Rapture!

The orgasm shattered her mind and sent her
body into desperate jerking motion, bucking wildly back at him as
she cried out again and again! Her cries rose to outright screams,
as Lauren felt as though she were losing her mind at the intensity
of the raw animal pleasure tearing its way through her!

She'd never felt anything like it! She'd
never thought to feel anything like it! It was a rush of ecstasy
that drowned her in sensation!

And still she could feel his hips slapping
bruisingly against her upraised bottom, could feel his thick shaft
driving deep into her belly, impaling her again and again!

The orgasm took her breath away, or maybe she
screamed all the air out of her lungs. She hovered, frozen,
trembling violently, not wanting to even breath for fear of doing
something to push back the exquisite pleasure. Her heart pounded
and her chest burned from lack of air, yet still she could not
think to breath.

Finally, she gasped explosively, moaning,
dazed, dizzy and light headed, his hips still pounding against her
bottom as her eyes closed and she went limp.

And then... and then he halted, buried within
her, his hands sliding up and down her back as he caressed her soft
skin. He seemed to be shrinking inside her but she was too dazed to
care. She lay in place, chest heaving, gasping for breath, for long
minutes before she even realized she was alone.
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Lauren wasn't entirely sure how she'd even
found her way back to the river. She'd been in a daze, getting part
way there before remembering she was naked, then having to turn
back to get her shorts and top, not to mention her glasses and
phone.

She got back home to find the house empty,
which was good. She definitely needed time alone to think, try and
understand what had happened.

A werewolf! She'd had sex with a werewolf!
That was so absurdly impossible she could not quite wrap her mind
around it!

And it had been incredible! It had been by
far and away the most thrilling sexual experience of her life! Yes,
she was still sore inside, and it felt as if her bottom would ache
for days from the battering his hips had given it. But who cared
about that!?

All she could remember was the incredibly
wild animal heat, and every time she remembered that she felt
something like an aftershock, an echo of that impossible pleasure
which had seared her mind!

She stripped once in her room, staring down
at her body, gingerly running her fingers along the line of her
sex, which ached, and across her clitoris, which still felt twice
as sensitive as usual! She took a shuddering breath, then got up
and went to the bathroom for a shower.

Her mind was still wrapped in gauzy heat of
the memories, of the pleasure she'd felt, and her soapy fingers
caressed her breasts and plucked the nipples, then slid down
between her legs, stroking across an already swollen clitoris,
bringing herself to orgasm in under a minute!

It wasn't as severe, as intense, as
long-lasting as the one she'd had in the cave, but it was still
incredibly powerful!

A werewolf! How could there be such
creatures!? Such people!? Would she turn into one now!? She'd
always heard they had to bite you, and hadn't he bitten her!?

She scrambled to the mirror, staring at
herself, turning her neck one way, then the other, but she couldn't
see where the skin had been broken. She had what looked like a
sizable hickey, though! She was going to have to keep her hair down
or explain to her parents where that had come from!

She felt hyperactive, and paced back and
forth, her mind racing through what had happened, trying to come up
with some kind of sane explanation. The best she could do was that
maybe she'd been on drugs somehow? Had someone doused her water
canteen? Was there something in the water pouring over the rocks,
some kind of hallucinogenic drug!?

Perhaps she should go back and collect some
so she could test it...

No! No way was she going back there!

A werewolf?! No way!

She resolved to put it behind her, to forget
about it. But of course, there was no way she could do that. She
acted as normal as possible when her parents came home, though she
felt guilty, felt as if she were deceiving them. But what was she
to say!? That a werewolf had fucked her like a bitch in heat!?

Her mother asked about her throat, for it
sounded sore. It was sore. She'd screamed so loudly she'd hurt her
throat and it sounded a little hoarse.

God! She'd been like... like an animal!

She masturbated before falling asleep that
night, something she did only occasionally. This time she had to
roll onto her belly and raise her bottom, burying her face in the
pillow as heat rolled through her in waves and her fingers stroked
feverishly across her clitoris.

The next morning, waking, she did it again.
And again in the shower.

It was like the most incredible pornographic
movie was playing through her mind, and she could only occasionally
forget it for very long. As soon as she wasn't concentrating or
focusing on something else she would get flashes and flickers of
what had happened, accompanied by that wild sex heat!

Adam. What was Adam like? He had seemed
confused, but when she wasn't terrified, well, he had also seemed
kind of nice, if a bit bossy. He had an incredible body! And he
sure knew how to arouse her body!

He was older than her, though, probably by
five years or more. Her parents wouldn't like that, even leaving
aside the werewolf thing. Not that she'd tell them, or that they
needed to know.

She kept shaking her head at thoughts like
that, for it wasn't like Adam was her boyfriend, or was ever going
to be her boyfriend. She'd met him once and that was that! She had
no idea even where he lived!

She found herself looking up motorcycle
repair shops on the internet, though, to see how many were nearby.
It wasn't like they were near any large cities. How many could
there be?

She was still sore inside, and her bottom was
still sore the next day. They only faded the following day. But the
memories hadn't faded, nor the heat whenever she thought of them.
She argued with herself about whether it was wise to go back. Maybe
he'd be there again and they could talk.

Which was insane! Even if he was there, which
was unlikely, he might attack her! He might be a wolf again! And
what if he didn't turn back into a human this time!? They could
find her body savaged, and start looking for a wolf that didn't
exist!

But no, he had said he'd never killed a girl,
and never killed anyone who hadn't been trying to kill him. Then
again, didn't that suggest he had killed at least someone!? No way
she was going back there!

But she kept thinking about it, about what
had happened, about what could happen, about what might happen...
And her nights were filled with dark, erotic dreams of being
taken again, taken roughly by a wild, animalistic man who
drove her crazy with lust!

She hadn't even gotten to touch him, really!
Or at least, she had, briefly, when she'd tried to push him back.
And then he'd gripped her wrists and made her hands slide up and
down his body! She felt soft, shimmering excitement every time she
remember how soft the skin was across his hard muscles!

But no, she was a sensible girl! No way was
she going back there! God only knew what might happen! What if
there were other werewolves around? What if they were a lot less
handsome and a lot more violent than him!?

Common sense! She had always prided herself
on that, on her intelligence and judgment, not in her looks!

But she found herself gazing in the mirror
again, seeing herself as Adam had seen her, remembering what he'd
done and said. He'd called her beautiful and meant it! She'd never
really thought of herself so.

Well, she had a nice body, admittedly. It
wasn't great. It was slender and athletic and in good shape. But
she didn't have large breasts, not like the movie sexpots. Her hair
was a soft, dark brown, thick and long, framing a slim, oval face
with full lips. Attractive, yes, she'd always known that.
Beautiful? She hadn't really thought so.

Did men think she was beautiful, or was it
just Adam? She hadn't ever dated a man before. The oldest guy she'd
dated was Paul, and he was nineteen. Adam was at least twenty five,
she thought. And he'd practically been twice Paul's size; taller,
broader of shoulder, deeper in the chest.

Definitely much bigger down below!

She removed her glasses, then pursed her
lips, turning and getting into bed, bending over and trying to look
around behind her, a little flushed as she tried to see herself as
Adam had first seen her. Then as he had … taken her!

It was rather... lewd, obscene even, she
thought, straightening and turning around. She did have a nice
butt, she conceded. And she was a clean freak, to a certain extent,
and found it both looked and felt cleaner to be completely clean,
bare and soft down there.

Though she doubted someone who sometimes had
fur cared!

*

She woke to uncertainty. It was still pitch
black in her room. What...?

Her eyes and mouth both opened wide, but her
scream was muffled as a large hand went over her mouth, a heavy
weight suddenly atop her in bed! She struggled wildly, but vainly,
as he weighed far too much and was far too strong!

“Be still,” she heard.

She gasped, recognizing the voice! Heart
pounding, she went still, her eyes trying to pierce the darkness of
the shadow above her.

It came down closer, and caught a bit of
moonlight from the window, and she swallowed repeatedly as Adam's
gray-blue eyes looked back at her. Then his hand slipped off her
mouth and his mouth came down in a sudden passionate kiss!

She moaned into his mouth, eyes still wide as
his fingers slid through her hair and tore the sheets off her
body!

She felt the material of her cotton
nightshirt pull up and away, and heard it tear as he casually
ripped it open down the front to bare her body, then his big, rough
hand was gliding up and down her belly, then up higher over her
breast!

Her nipples were already hard and tingling,
and she shuddered and moaned at his touch! His body settled over
her and she could feel that he was naked, his flesh pressing
against her thighs and abdomen, his chest against her belly and
lower chest as he held his upper body aloft.

His lips came off hers, teeth chewing and
nibbling down along her throat as she gasped helplessly.

“W-W-Wait!” she gasped.

His head came up and his eyes stared
down.

“I... are you really a werewolf?!”

He nodded briefly.

“C-Can I become a werewolf if you bite
me?”

He snorted and shook his head. “Not in this
form,” he said.

And then his mouth darted down and she
gasped, back arching as his teeth closed around the center of her
left breast! They bit in and she let out a helpless cry of pain and
pleasure as his tongue swept across her trembling nipple!

“Please! Oh! Oh! P-Please!” she gasped, as
his teeth chewed softly on her flesh.

He chuckled while still chewing, then started
sucking as one of his hands moved down between her legs. Her hips
jerked as his fingers found her sex and traced up and down against
her opening. A finger pushed into her as his thumb stroked across
her clitoris.

His mouth moved down her body, nibbling and
nipping and licking and kissing at her lower chest, then her belly
and abdomen. He slid his body back, jerking her legs roughly apart,
and his mouth locked around her, opening wide and closing on much
of her sex, lips and teeth pressed in firmly as he looked up the
line of her body and growled low in his throat.

Lauren squeaked, feeling a rush of fear and
anxiety, but then his tongue pushed out and he began to lick
her.

“Oh! Oh fuck! God! Oh! Wait!” she gasped.

He ignored her, his hands sliding up her body
to lock onto her breasts, kneading them as he licked, as he sucked,
as her body began to thrum with high voltage sexual electricity!
Her chest was rising and falling more and more rapidly as she
gulped in air, her nervous system bubbling over with a wild, animal
heat!

His tongue slid deep inside her and she cried
out softly, hips bucking up against him! It slipped in and out with
astonishing speed, impossibly long, as his upper lip caressed her
clitoris!

Lauren felt the world spinning out of
control, felt her body pulsing with excitement and passion as his
mouth lapped and sucked and caressed her! Her breathing became more
and more ragged, her moans rising to helpless cries of
pleasure!

He rose up over her and then his fingers slid
into her, thick and long, plunging painfully hard and deep so that
she cried out, or started to. His other hand closed over her
throat, squeezing, shutting off her cries as his thumb began to
stroke rapidly across her clitoris!

His fingers pumped in and out and his thumb
rubbed furiously as she writhed and twisted and then screamed –
silently, lacking air, her body arching and twisting as the orgasm
tore through it! She grasped his wrist instinctively, but could not
remove it as the orgasm had her bucking and shaking in helpless
paroxysms of pleasure!

Black dots danced before her eyes, but she
didn't care, gurgling, eyes wide, the breath, a small amount,
rattling out of her past her almost closed wind pipe. The orgasm
faded and he released her throat, letting her gasp for breath.

“I remembered how noisy you were,” he said
matter-of-factly. “Don't want your parents to wake up.”

He tore a strip of clothe down the front of
her nightshirt and Lauren, groaning, dazed, felt him grip her arm
and pull her hand forward, then wrap the fabric around her wrist.
He gripped her other wrist, doing the same, as she gulped in air,
face sweating, eyes fluttering.

He shoved her hands back over her head, as
her mind began to fit itself back together, and Lauren know a
moment of confused consternation as she realized he'd tied her
wrists together, and was now tying them to the center of her
headboard!

“Wh-what? Why – ?”

“I remembered you kept pulling at my hair
too,” he said, sliding back down.

“Oh!”

He chewed on her throat, then chewed, licked
and bit his way down across her breasts, sucking fiercely on her
nipples so that she squealed helplessly.

He muttered, then got off her, leaving her to
tilt her head to gaze with astonishment at her bound wrists. Then
he was back, with a rubber ball in his hand, one he'd plucked off
the floor.

“W-what?”

“Open wide,” he said.

She gasped and her mouth jerked open
involuntarily as he pulled sharply back on her hair, and he stuffed
the rubber ball into her mouth! It wouldn't all fit, but most of it
did, then he tore another strip off her nightshirt and bound it
across the ball and her mouth.

He slid downward once more, and his tongue
started to work on her clitoris. She shuddered and moaned, shaking
her head in denial and shock, then raised her head to stare down at
the heavy head of hair which was almost all she could see
below.

She could feel him, though, could feel his
fingers thrusting into her as his tongue swept across her clitoris.
The sensations grew and redoubled, and her hips began to grind up
more and more frantically as her insides burned with a rising fever
heat!

She cried out as the orgasm lashed her
senses, her head thrashing wildly as her wrists tugged against the
cotton binding them above her! Her back arched and her hips rolled
upward as the heat flared wildly within her!

He chewed his way up and down her body again,
growling and nibbling at her flesh, pinching and squeezing her
breasts between his teeth again and again, though never, as far as
she could tell in the near dark, drawing blood. He drew back and
she squeaked as he flipped her bodily over, then his lips and
tongue were against the back of her neck.

His fingers combed her hair aside and he
chewed his way along her neck, then began to kiss and lick his way
down her spine, his hands gliding up and down across the warm skin
of her back.

“You're so soft,” he murmured.

She felt his teeth and lips at her waist, at
her hips, then at her bottom, his teeth chewing in harder as she
squeaked and moaned and twisted. He chuckled and slapped her bottom
sharply. A hand slid under her hips and jerked up, lifting her
bodily up onto her knees, then he slapped her bottom again!

A moment later his fingers were at her sex,
plunging into her, long, thick fingers, pumping slowly in and
out!

“Come for me, little bitch,” he
whispered.

Lauren shuddered, moaning around the ball in
her mouth, face pressed against the pillow as his fingers thrust
into her, twisting one way, then the other, pumping in and out as
his other hand kneaded her breasts, then slid up her abdomen to
stroke her clitoris.

“Come again for me, little bitch,” he said
softly.

Lauren gasped and trembled, the wild heat
rising inside her! She felt her hips thrusting back against his
fingers. They were so thick! It felt like three, but there might
have been four! They thrust deep and her hips began to rut back
against them in time to his stroke, even as he rubbed rapidly at
her clitoris.

The raw sexual energy pulsed and throbbed and
thrummed as his fingers drove into her, and she gurgled and gasped
and moaned and sobbed helplessly, the heat overwhelming her senses
as another orgasm tore through her!

His fingers pumped faster and harder, hurting
her, but it was a wonderful ache! She rutted back desperately,
crying out at every thrust as the heat rolled over her in a
towering wave of sensation that blotted out everything else!

And then he was flipping her over onto her
back again and she cried out as her legs were spread wide and his
tongue began to sweep across her clitoris!

Was he trying to drive her
insane!?

This time he lifted her legs up and apart,
curling his arms around them to pin them tightly in place, raising
her hips up a bit as his lips caressed and sucked at her. Her hips
began to buck and jerk spastically, and bursts of wild, intense
pleasure tore through her vitals!

Her body thrashed frantically as he roused
her impossibly fast to the edge of another orgasm!

Then he pulled up, his arms uncurling from
around her thighs. He gripped her legs behind the knees and pushed
them up and back as he rose to kneel before her. She could hardly
see him above the shoulders because of the shadows, but she could
see his cock, hard and shockingly thick, pointing directly at the
slick, swollen lips of her sex!

And then... and then... she blinked her eyes,
for he was smaller, still rock hard, but smaller, not so thick!
What – ?!

He pushed the head against her and sank in
slowly, and she gurgled in pleasure and passion, eyes racing up and
back between his face as he lowered it, and his shaft as it slid
into her. She groaned as he pushed deep, and then brought his upper
body down.

His chest forced her legs back further, and
his hands slid up past her knees, or rather, down, until his big
hands gripped her ankles, forcing them back over her head and down,
tilting her bottom upward as he began to thrust.

She gasped and shuddered, each thrust a wild,
shattering rush of pleasure! In the state she was in it didn't take
many of them before another orgasm sent her mind tumbling and
turning end over end amid the flood of overheated pleasure and
sensation!

His chest lowered further, until his lips
could drop low and began to nuzzle at the nape of her neck. She
gasped for breath, folded in two and crushed under his weight,
while his hips rose and fell with longer, deeper, faster, harder
strokes.

The orgasm faded, but her mind remained
frayed around the edges, and her chest heaved as he continued to
thrust into her using long, deep, slow strokes now. She felt the
lips of her sex stretching, straining around him, and had no idea
why. She groaned helplessly, dazedly, eyes glassy as he licked and
chewed at her hair and throat.

Still he thrust, and she felt the heat rising
again, felt the crackling energy rouse and grow. He raised his
upper body, straightening his arms, his hands still on her ankles,
holding them back over her shoulders. His hips thrust down harder
now, faster, and her body was driven down into the mattress with
every hard stroke, only to be sent bouncing back up to meet the
next.

Her fluttering eyes dropped and she stared at
the thickness of his glistening shaft as it drove into her. It was
far thicker than it had been! It was painfully thick! She felt a
wonder that something so big had even fit into her!

It … ached... but it ached in a darkly
thrilling way as it plunged into her!

He drew his hips up slowly, and her eyes
flicked up to see his eyes watching hers. She dropped her eyes
again, staring, watching as inch after glistening inch of his thick
shaft pulled free of her clinging body! It was so long!

And then he slid it back in with a long, slow
stroke that made her cry out and flash over into orgasm, her hips
bucking up violently as he chuckled softly. He started thrusting
harder and faster, his hips pounding against her now as he drove
his thick spear of flesh deep into her belly.

She screamed into the ball, breathlessly, for
the most part, gurgling and gasping and sobbing as the waves of
wild pleasure swept through her body and over her mind. The orgasm
rose and fell and rose again, to fall and rise yet again! That had
never happened to Lauren before, but she was in no shape to ponder
why.

Her eyes rolled back in her head and she
grunted dazedly at each deep thrust, body trembling as he cursed
softly, his breathing increasing, becoming louder as his hips
pounded her down into the bed.

And then, she blinked her eyes and he was
gone.
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What the fuck!?

She lay for long seconds, then minutes,
dazed, moaning into the ball, then finally pulled her hands down
and forward, remembering as she saw the cotton around them that
they were tied together.

What the fuck!?

She moaned weakly, then brought her bound
hands up to her mouth, trying to undo the clothe there to get the
ball out of her mouth. She couldn't. Groaning, she sat up, still
panting, and stared at her bound wrists.

The cloth was wrapped tightly around them,
locking them together, crossed. There was a longer piece of cloth,
the part which she supposed had tied them to the headboard. It
looked like it had been torn. She gazed behind her and saw a few
inches still tied to the headboard.

She groaned again and got out of bed, then,
dazed, fell to the floor, grunting as she caught herself on her
arms. She stood up shakily, and turned on the light, eyes blinking
and squinting.

Fuck!

She went to her dresser for a pair of
scissors, and then stared at herself in the mirror.

Her hair was a bedraggled mess except where
it was pinned against her face by the cotton cloth. Her mouth was
wide, with about a third of the ball sticking out. Her wrists were
tied, and there were bite marks all across her body!

Human bite marks!

None of them was bleeding, but she was still
shocked. She shook her head and found the scissors, then with some
effort, cut the cloth which went around her cheek and pulled the
ball free, throwing it in the corner.

God, she had used that outside!

She cut the cloth around her wrists and found
both wrists red and sore from pulling against the fabric. Speaking
of which... Her nightshirt was torn from throat to hem, and a
couple of long strips had been ripped from the edges.

She shrugged it off and drew in several deep
breaths, then returned her eyes to the dresser as she combed her
fingers through her hair.

What the fuck had just happened!?

She groaned and sat down heavily on the foot
of the bed, wincing a bit as she looked down between her legs. He
hadn't bit her there, at least, though he sure had worked her over
with his tongue and mouth!

Holy shit!

And she still hadn't gotten to talk to him,
dammit!

She groaned and fell back onto her back,
staring up at the ceiling. Then she sat up again. How had he even
gotten into the house!?

She stood up and turned towards the window,
then walked over there. The window was open, which was normal
enough. The screen was in place, but it was fairly easy to remove.
Her window was ten feet off the ground, though. She looked outside
but didn't see any sort of ladder.

She checked her door. That was locked, more
to prevent any of her family wandering in when she was naked than
for anything else. She was, after all, a very shy person –
normally, and they sometimes forgot to knock, especially her
mother, who she guessed was trying to catch her smoking pot or
something.

There were teeth marks on her thighs and
belly! Her breasts each had a dozen bite marks on them! They were
red and a bit sore, but again, hadn't cut the skin. Hopefully most
of the bite marks on her would fade in an hour or two.

A tremor ran through her, a sudden echo of
the tremendous pleasure her body had felt, her muscles spasming
exhaustedly.

God!

How did he even know where she lived!?

And would he be back for more!?

She didn't even know how to treat a yes or a
no! She was more than a little indignant, not to say appalled at
the idea that he thought he could just show up any time he wanted
and use her like she was his.... his bitch! He was so casual about
it! He didn't even feel the need to talk to her, much less ask
her!

But the crackling sexual electricity which
had enveloped her, the incredible dark, erotic heat and passion and
pleasure he roused in her were like nothing she'd ever felt in her
life! It was hard to not want more of the same!

It was tearing down her self-image, however.
Lauren had never really seen herself as a very sexual person, had
felt more than a little superior, in fact, to silly, boy-crazy
girls who could talk of nothing but how to make themselves hot and
how to please the guys.

She disdained girls who saw themselves as
nothing more than the reflection of a boyfriend! She was an
independent, intelligent, forthright woman who knew there were far
more important things than looks and boyfriends.

But when he had put her on her belly in that
cave, jerked her hips up, and then ridden her like a bitch, it had
been an astonishingly erotic feeling! She'd never imagined feeling
such incredible carnal heat! And now, now he had used her, pummeled
her, with his big, powerful, muscular body, flipped her and tumbled
her and bent her around like a rag doll as he'd used her!

And it had turned her on so much she could
hardly even let her mind drift through the memories without feeling
her lower belly start to thrum and heat with excitement!

What was it inside her which reveled in such
treatment, in being roughly manhandled!? Was it instinct, or some
deeply buried part of her psyche which longed to have a strong man
atop her, between her legs, inside her?

He had gagged her! He had tied her up and
gagged her! And it wasn't because he feared her trying to fight him
or call for help either! That was so... so galling! He'd arrogantly
assumed she would be unable to repress her screams of pleasure –
and he'd been right, damn him! What did he think she was, some kind
of nympho!?

She'd never behaved like that in bed before,
so... so responsive, and at the same time so pliant, so submissive!
She hadn't done a thing but let him use her as he wished!

Although, to be honest with herself, she
admitted that her previous sexual sessions hadn't exactly been
filled with her eager experimentation. She knew little, knew it,
and was far too anxious about doing something stupid to do anything
other than what the boy she was with wanted.

And that was pretty basic, after all. They
just wanted her to let them fuck her. She hadn't responded with
anything like the enthusiasm she did with Adam, but then she hadn't
felt anything like what she had with Adam either.

And how was it his … cock was normal sized
then grew so big even after it was already hard!?

She paced back and forth. She wanted a shower
but didn't want to risk her parents waking and asking why. She went
to the window and peered into the darkness, then gasped as she
heard a wolf howling far off!

Surely that wasn't... no, no, that was
ridiculous! But then, the very idea of a man turning into a wolf
and back again was ridiculous!

*

She was nervous as she paddled north along
the river. She argued with herself constantly. For one thing, she
was probably wasting her time. He probably wasn't there. It's not
like he lived in that cave! It had just been coincidence,
probably.

And what would he think of her showing up?
Would he think she was just a horny slut coming for more of what
he'd given her the other night!? And would he be right!?

But no, she wanted to talk to him, needed to
talk to him! She couldn't have him just showing up and... and
appearing in her bedroom! Eventually her parents would find out and
then there'd be hell to pay! Not to mention he or they might be
hurt.

She found the spot again easily, and pulled
the canoe to shore, her heart beating faster now as she looked
nervously around. Her chest was already getting tight as she
gathered her pack and moved slowly into the woods, along the bank
of the creek.

She moved slowly, listening carefully, and as
she got closer, she dared to call out.

“Adam? Hello? Are you around? Adam?”

The sound of the water got louder as she
moved closer to the tall rocky outcrop where the cave was. She was
castigating herself for a fool. He was almost certainly not around
just then.

She arrived at the spot and looked into the
water anxiously, then called out his name again, but there was no
response.

She sat down and considered her options. She
was disappointed, even though also somewhat relieved. But she'd
paddled all the way here. It suited her temperament to not waste
the morning, and the best way would be to go in and examine those
pictograms again, maybe get pictures this time.

No way she was going to get naked again,
though! Not that he hadn't already seen every inch of her, and
tasted it! Fortunately, this time she had brought her bathing suit
under her clothes.

She looked around nervously, and called his
name again, but got no reply. So she took her phone and put it into
the plastic baggy she'd brought, sealing it. Then she nervously
stripped down to her black bikini. She waded carefully into the
creek and over to the small waterfall.

Once there she looked around again, then
ducked her head and slid in past the water, only getting a little
wet. The cave was empty, which both relieved and disappointed her,
though she'd expected it to be, and she moved over to the corner
and started taking pictures.

There was no way to do that, at least, not up
close, without getting into almost the same position she'd been in
the other day when he'd found her. This time, though, she kept
looking around to make sure she was alone. Even so she was nervous,
and yet also felt a dark, trembling thrill at the memory, and that
idea of him coming up on her again!

Being in the cave brought those wild, scary,
thrilling memories back and she stared at thee spot where he'd
taken her, where he'd ridden her like a bitch, and felt her nipples
tingling within the cups of her bra.

She put the phone back into the bag, though,
sealed it, and then slid back through the water. She got a lot more
wet, but that was all right. It was starting to get warm. She waded
back through the water and found her things, then sat down again,
wishing she'd brought a towel.

“Adam?” she called. “Hello?”

There was again no response. She mentally
kicked herself. She'd known this was a long shot, after all. She
would simply have to try and talk to him when and if he showed up
again at her house.

She shrugged and gathered her things. She
didn't need to wear her clothes. She would dry soon and put them on
later. As soon as she turned to head up the creek, though, she saw
the wolf there watching her. She gasped, eyes going wide, heart
starting to pound.

“A-Adam?” she gulped.

It wasn't growling, at least. That was a good
sign, wasn't it?!

It started forward, slowly, head up.

“Uhm.. Adam?” she gulped, backing up. “Could
you... you know... change back?”

The wolf growled and she swallowed
nervously.

“Adam!”

How did she even know this wasn't a real
wolf, she thought anxiously.

Because there are no wolves in this forest,
she told herself!

It seemed so big!

She backed away as the wolf came closer, then
gasped as she found she had backed into a tree! The wolf walked
closer, waist high and broad shouldered, and she felt her fear
rising as she pressed back against the tree.

“Adam!?”

It growled again, low in its throat and then
moved closer still, so that it's teeth were only inches from her
belly! Then its nose nudged her hip, and a moment later, she
yelped, as its teeth caught at the waistband of her bikini bottoms
and tore right through them! Before she realized what was happening
he'd ripped her bikini bottoms off!

“Adam!” she gasped.

The wolf reared up on its hind legs, tongue
lolling. It was taller than her! It bent its head and caught the
string between her bra cups, then ripped it apart.

“Adam! Stop that! Change back!' she
gasped.

And then the wolf started to change,
shifting, the fur fading into bare, tanned skin and muscles. The
snout sank back into its face, which broadened and lengthened as
the fur faded. The eyes faded into a hard gray, and a man she had
never met before glowered at her, face like iron.

“How do you know Adam?” he demanded in a
harsh growl.

Lauren felt a wild rush of shock, fear and
then embarrassment, her hands frantically moving to cover herself
as the man stood before her. She tried to twist away but he grasped
her by the hair and jerked her back against the tree.

“Answer me, girl! And who the hell are you!?”
he demanded.

He was entirely naked, and, like Adam, tall
and muscular. He was older, however, by at least a decade, and his
hair was much shorter as he glowered at her.

“I-I-I... I met him... the other day!” she
stuttered desperately.

Again she tried to turn and dart away but he
caught her arm and yanked her back, shoving her roughly against the
tree.

“You're going nowhere until I get the story
from you, girl. Then maybe we'll see what Adam has to say.”

He reached in and yanked off her already torn
bikini bra, then rapidly tied it around her wrist as she tried to
fend him off.

“Wait! Don't! Oh! Please!”

He tied her wrists together, then yanked her
wrists up over her head and tied the remnants of the string bikini
around a tree branch before folding his arms across his broad chest
to glower at her.

“Your name?” he demanded.

Lauren blushed furiously under his stern
glare, utterly laid bare to his eyes! Yet what could she do!?

“L-Lauren!” she squeaked.

“And you know Adam how?”

“I... I was... we met... a couple of days
ago!” she gulped.

“And you know what he is how?”

“He... he …. showed up in the cave!”

He reached out and gripped her still stiff
nipples between thumbs and forefingers, then pinched sharply and
drew them up and out.

“Ow! Oh! Please!” she squealed, her back
forced to arch violently.

“I want the story from start to finish, girl!
Now get to it!”

“He was a wolf! He growled at me and I
thought he was going to attack me! And then he turned into a man!”
she exclaimed, her words tumbling over each other as she trembled
to the sharp, burning pain in her nipples!

“And then?”

“And... and then.. and then... he... we... …
we had sex!” she cried.

He snorted and released her nipples, and
Lauren gasped as her back fell back against the tree.

“And you came back for more?”

“No! I mean, he showed up in my bedroom last
night and – .”

He started, then glared furiously.

“He what!?”

“He was just... just there, and... and we had
sex again and … and then he was gone and... I need to talk to him
about it!”

“Did he force himself on you either time?” he
demanded.

Lauren was already horribly embarrassed. It
crossed her mind to lie and say he had. Maybe the man would
sympathize with her then and … but she couldn't.

“N-Not really,” she gulped. “I mean, it's not
like he asked my permission exactly but... but I didn't say
no.”

He snorted. “And what do you want to say to
him?”

“I'm afraid he'll just... show up in my room
and my parents will find him and...”

“You can be sure he won't be doing that
again,” the man said.

“A-Are you his father?”

He snorted again. “How old do I look anyway?
No, I'm not his father. But he'll damned well do what I tell him
and you can be sure I'll tell him to stay the hell away from
you.”

“But that's... that's not what I want!” she
gulped.

He looked at her, and her blush deepened as
his eyes slid down her body.

“Could you... untie me, please?”

“You look fine the way you are,” he said.

“But... but it's not right to – .”

“I could bury you in a deep pit, instead,” he
said. “People who know about us are vanishingly small in number,
and almost all of them are friend and family.”

“I-I'm his friend!” she gulped.

“From the sounds of it you don't know a thing
about him. How can you be his friend?”

“I-I liked him,” she said in a small
voice.

“You liked his dick, you mean.”

“I liked him!” she said, face hot,
glaring.

“Adam is of my pack. The protection of the
pack is my business. He's endangering it by revealing himself to a
human.”

“He didn't meant to!”

He raised his eyebrows.

“I mean, he jumped at me and when I touched
him he turned back into a human.”

“So he could fuck you.”

She flushed. “I don't think it was voluntary
on his part.”

He shook his head doubtfully. “Give me the
whole story, from beginning to end.”

So despite how excruciatingly embarrassed she
was to be naked before the man, Lauren had no choice but to relate
everything which had happened, from the time she'd stripped off her
clothes and gone into the cave, to when he'd left her room the
previous night.

Talking about it all was even more
humiliating! On the other hand, it did eventually wear off. There
was only so long she could be burning with embarrassment at the
same man looking at her naked. There was a point at which her
humiliation faded into soft embarrassment and then just a bit of
squirmy discomfort.

Especially given he was naked too, and as
casual about it as Adam had been.

“What's your name?” she gulped.

He glared at her a moment, seemed to ponder
the question, then decided to answer it.

“My name is Luke,” he said shortly.

“I'd offer to shake your hand, but...”

He snorted in amusement at that, and his eyes
looked her up and down again.

“Don't often see a human tied bare assed
naked to a tree joking with me,” he said.

She blushed again. “Do you tie a lot of girls
naked to trees?”

“Well now, the need rarely arises, but now
that I see you like that, maybe I ought to,” he said.

She gulped, her pulse picking up at the way
he was looking at her. She very carefully did not look down, though
she was certainly aware he was naked, and anxiously wary to see if
he was … threateningly aroused.

“Do you know what a pack is like, girl?” he
asked.

She shook her head mutely.

“We share almost everything,” he said with a
grin.

Her pulse raced even faster!

“A-Almost?” she gulped.

“Do you know anything about wolf packs?”

She jerked her head to the side.

“Nothing?”

She gave him a helpless look.

“In the wolf pack, there are the alpha
wolves, and then the rest. The alpha wolves are in charge, and the
others do as they're told without arguing. If they don't, well,
there are punishments. He moved in closer, so close that his chest
just barely brushed her stiff nipples, and looked down at her.

“The female wolves go to the alphas first.
The alphas choose their mates, and those females become alpha
females. As for the rest of the females...”

His eyes bored into her. “The alpha males
enjoy them at their leisure.”

Lauren's heart was pounding, and her nipples
felt very, very hot as they touched his chest! It was more than
heat, though. It was almost like the man was surrounded by a
powerful envelope of energy, an aura or crackle of power. And her
nipples were tingling and throbbing with it!

He backed up a little, which was a relief,
but then his hand shot out and slid behind her head, gripping her
hair, jerking her head up and back.

“Oh! Please!” she gasped, back arching.

“You're a pretty thing,” he said. “Weak but
pretty.”

His free hand moved in flat against her
abdomen just above her sex. It didn't quite touch her, but she felt
a crackle of energy which raised the hair on her skin and made her
insides quiver! He let his hand glide slowly up her body, never
quite touching her, and she gasped helplessly as that thrum of
energy moved up her body and over her breasts as his hand moved
slowly across them.

Her nipples burned and thrummed with so much
energy Lauren longed to have them touched, squeezed, pinched,
longed to have them in someone's mouth!

She whimpered and gasped for air, a wild rush
of dazed heat and dark hunger sweeping through her body and mind!
His hand slid slowly down until it was just over her sex, still not
quite touching her, and she trembled and shook as she felt a the
deep pulse of energy turning her insides into burning, bubbling
hunger.

Her hips bucked forward against his hand, yet
he seemed to anticipate her, his hand drawing back just enough,
each time, to keep her from touching him!

“W-what... what are you... are you d-doing!?”
she gasped breathlessly.

He drew his hand back, and she slumped,
gasping.

“We have an energy,” he said. “It's how we
change, and how we survive. It's what gives us the incredible
strength and speed and stamina, and ability to shift, to change
shapes. It's the energy of the earth, and somehow we tap into it
and are a part of it. And it is a part of us.”

He reached up and this time he did touch her,
catching her nipples between his fingers again. This time he didn't
pinch them or stretch them, but simply let the pads of his fingers
and thumbs gently roll her nipples between them.

“What you felt with Adam was that energy,” he
said. “It's a tremendous force and it can do strange things to your
mind, never mind your body.”

“M-My mind was … fine!” she gasped as he
plucked at her nipple.

“You are a weak female. You long for a strong
alpha male to use you and protect you,” he said dismissively.

“I'm not weak!” she blurted.

He snorted. “You are undisciplined. And that
is the danger. I cannot have Adam revealing ourselves to such as
you. I cannot have such as you talking about us.”

Lauren's mind squirmed at the sensations his
touch was rousing in her nipples, in her breasts, and in her body,
but she braced herself determinedly.

“D-Don't touch me,” she said, her voice
shaky.

His hand went around her throat and she
gurgled, eyes bulging, as he squeezed it.

“I could snap your neck like a twig,” he
growled.
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There was a rustling in a distant bush, and
Adam walked out, as naked as Luke. It didn't seem to surprise the
older man. He turned, his hand still around her throat.

“You have much to account for,” he growled,
his other arm shooting out, finger pointing at the younger man.

Adam seemed to brace himself, then dropped
his eyes. Luke released her throat and turned to the other man,
arms folded across his chest.

“Explain yourself!” he snapped.

“It... just happened,” Adam said
reluctantly.

“It just... happened?” Luke said
sarcastically.

“She was... when I saw her... she was … naked
and... and I could smell her arousal and … I could not resist. I
was weak.”

The older man walked over to him.

“And that was why you bit her? Why you
infected her?”

Lauren stared at the two anxiously, starting
at his word.

“He said I wasn't!” she blurted.

The two turned to look at her.

“He said biting me wouldn't make me a
werewolf!”

The older man snorted and the younger looked
away.

“In human form, it will not,” he said,
turning back to Adam. “Now be silent.”

“But you said he infected me!”

The older man's head swiveled impatiently,
then turned back to Adam, who seemed to almost shrug and shuffle
his feet.

“Now what do you intend to do with her?” Luke
demanded.

“I... had not thought to... do anything.. I
mean. She won't tell anyone, and won't be believed if she did and –
.”

Luke's open hand swung out and slapped the
younger man across the face. The blow was so hard that Adam was
thrown six feet back to sprawl on his back on the ground as Lauren
gasped in fear.

“Is this the responsibility you were taught?”
Luke demanded.

Adam sat up and crouched, but didn't rise. He
dropped his eyes again.

“You've made her what she is and you intend
to do what? Just feed on her from time to time for your own
enjoyment?”

“I don't understand!” Lauren cried.

Luke glared at her, then moved closer.

“We do not know what science or magic lies
behind our condition,” he said. “But our saliva has an affect on
humans which we have come to understand, after a fashion. The …
nature of that affect is different when we are in wolf form. It is
then that our bite, which breaks the skin, allows our saliva to
enter the bloodstream and infects the human with lycanthropy.”

“But he wasn't in wolf – .”

His hand rose and pressed against her mouth,
abruptly silencing her.

“In human form, our saliva still has an
affect,” he said sternly. “And it doesn't need blood. Mere contact
with our saliva, on your skin, say, especially on soft tissue, has
an affect. The more contact, the greater the impact.”

He cupped her breast, suddenly, and she
gasped, blushing, as his thumb flicked across her hard nipple.

“Did he close his mouth here, often? Did his
tongue caress your body here, did his mouth suck, which would open
the pores? Did he chew on your flesh?”

Her breast felt as though it was swelling and
growing warm, throbbing in his hand, and sending a helpless,
quivering rush of pleasure through her body despite the anxiety
gripping Lauren.

“Did his mouth move over your body, move...
here, perhaps?”

She gasped aloud as his hand cupped her
sex!

“Please!” she blurted.

“Did his tongue probe here?”

His finger eased into the mouth of her
sex!

“Yes!” she cried.

He snorted and his fingers pushed up
deeper.

“And did he come inside your belly, girl? For
our semen has an even more powerful affect.”

She trembled and nodded.

“Do you feel more aroused more often since
this? Does your skin feel more sensitive to the touch, as if the
nerve endings were stronger, as if the... intensity had been turned
up?”

Lauren gulped and nodded helplessly
again.

“That isn't a bad thing!” Adam exclaimed.

Luke turned and glared at him and the younger
man dropped his eyes again.

“A bad thing? Perhaps, perhaps not,” Luke
said. “But you have changed her body without her permission, and
done so consciously. Do not try to lie to me, boy. You wanted her
to react to you, wanted to heighten her pleasure.”

“But I wanted her to … feel pleasure!”

Luke snorted in disdain. “Your own ego wanted
her to feel pleasure.”

“B-But nothing bad has happened to me,”
Lauren said in a small, uncertain voice.

“Has it not? Are you a whore?”

“No!” she said, stung.

“You will be.”

She stared at him.

“What he has done will have the effect of
enormously increasing the pleasure you get out of sex. That will
inevitably mean you will want it more often. The more often you
feel the heat and passion and pleasure come over you, the more you
will want to feel it again, and again. Such things build on
themselves.”

He casually rolled one of her stiff nipples
between thumb and forefinger again as he spoke.

“The term bitch in heat comes to mind,” he
said.

“He said I was his bitch,” she gulped, trying
to ignore the throbbing heat and pleasure coming from her small
pink button.

He snorted. “He's too young an alpha. He
doesn't get to have a bitch of his own yet,” he said, turning to
glower at Adam. Then he cocked his head to one side, and turned
swiftly away.

“Wait here. I will be back shortly,” he said,
moving off quickly into the trees.

Lauren stared after him, then stared at Adam,
who was kneeling ten feet away. He looked at her, then dropped his
eyes again.

“What did he mean!?” she demanded.

He sighed and then shrugged as he raised his
head.

“I didn't really do anything... on purpose,”
he said. “I mean, I haven't been a werewolf that long and the
instincts are almost overwhelming! It's so hard to resist them at
the best of times, and when you're with a beautiful naked girl –
.”

“I'm not a whore,” she said, scowling.

“No. I … that's not exactly what he meant,”
Adam said, getting to his feet and coming closer.

He sighed as he looked at her, and Lauren
felt herself flush to be naked and right in front of him again.
“You shouldn't have come here,” he said.

“You shouldn't have come to my bedroom! You
might have wakened my family! Then what?! I just wanted to... to
talk and … warn you about... doing that,” she said, her voice
dropping.

“I was very quiet,” he said. “You were the
noisy one.”

She flushed again, then gulped as his hand
slid between her thighs and his fingers caressed her sex.

“I couldn't stay away,” he said softly.
“You're so soft and … warm and... the scent of you when you're
aroused drives me crazy!”

His fingers were tracing the line of her sex,
and his thumb began to rub at her clitoris!

Lauren gasped and jerked back, her buttocks
grinding against the tree, as a warm, throbbing heat began to seep
up through her abdomen.

Adam's eyes seemed to change, then he dropped
to his knees before her. His hands roughly forced her thighs apart
as she gasped in alarm, then his mouth moved between her legs! He
growled softly as his teeth closed firmly against the soft flesh,
then his tongue thrust up, sweeping across her clitoris with rapid
motions that had her shuddering and her hips bucking
helplessly!

“Oh! Oh! Oh please! Oh!”

His tongue slid into her, as he had the other
day, and she gurgled as it twisted and stroked across the flesh of
her insides, the sensation incredible and irresistible! He growled
low and continuously, which made his lips vibrate against her, and
her insides resonated with those vibrations, thrumming more and
more powerfully!

Her hips rolled and ground against him as she
twisted and writhed in place, her head falling back as her wrists
jerked and pulled against the tight fabric of the bikini top
binding them! A wall of heat and lust and hunger seemed to rush up
through her so that she lost control of her muscles and they
spasmed violently!

“Please!” she gasped breathlessly.
“Please!”

He rose, grinning, his face feral, hungry.
You want this?” he growled excitedly.

He lifted his cock, and even in the throbbing
heat gripping her Lauren felt a shock of disbelief! It was huge! It
was thicker than a soda can and at least a foot long!

He chuckled as he ran his hand up and down
along the taught, red shaft.

“We're shape shifters. Understand? And I'm a
good one. I can even shift the shape of individual body parts.”

As she stared, gulping in air, panting in
heat, Lauren saw him shrink to half the thickness he'd been, then
shrink in length as well! She gaped in disbelief as he laughed
proudly.

He reached out and grasped her shoulder, then
roughly jerked her around so she was facing the tree, half falling
against it so that her swollen, overheated breasts scraped against
the bark.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
hard.

“Ow!” she cried.

“Put your hips out for me, girl!” he
growled.

Crack! He slapped her a second
time.

“You know you want me inside you!”

And she did! Desperately!

Shuddering, she obeyed, thrusting her bottom
out and back at him.

Crack!

“Ah!” she cried.

“Spread your legs, female!” he growled.

Panting, she obeyed, rising on the balls of
her feet and thrusting her bottom out at him. Her insides were
thrumming with high intensity sexual energy like a high tension
power line! She felt sopping wet, her insides spasming with hunger
as she frantically thrust herself out at him behind her.

He seized her hips and she screamed as his
cock thrust into her. He was seemingly very slender but long, and
she shuddered as he pushed achingly high into her belly. Then,
somehow, she felt him thickening, felt the lips of her sex
stretching wider and wider.

Heat flared wildly within her as she gurgled
in breathless wonder, the feel of him filling her up producing an
incredible flare of excitement!

Crack! He slapped her bottom again
sharply.

“Just like I like my females, hot and wet and
tight,” he growled.

“Oh my God!” she half sobbed, grinding her
buttocks back against his hips. “Please! Please!”

“And I like them begging me for it!”

He let her grind her hips against him, let
her try and thrust in and back as frantically as she could, then
gripped her hips and started to pound himself against her with
hard, savage thrusts that shook her entire body and rattled her
brain inside her skull!

She was beyond speech, then, and nearly
beyond thought, as pleasure tore through her in wave after wave! It
was a monster orgasm! No, a series of orgasms! It rolled over her
like a freight train, each orgasm crushing her beneath its heavy
overload of sensation and pleasure, giving her only a brief respite
until the next rolled over her, then the next, then the next!

Her head hung down, her hair spilling around
her slack jawed face as her body shook violently to the powerful
blows of his hips slapping against her buttocks, and his hands
jerking back on her hips to meet each thrust.

Inside her, she felt the thick, slick shaft
of his cock, hot and hard, pounding up through the soft flesh of
her like a hot knife through softly melting butter. Her body
spasmed and spasmed again, the heat pouring through her as he
cursed and rammed into her, then yanked back on her hair and bit
into the side of her throat, growling ferociously!

“Come for me!” he gasped. “Come for me,
bitch! Bitch! Come!”

Lauren couldn't stop coming! She gurgled
dazedly, chest burning, eyes glassy as his other hand dropped low,
his fingers stroking furiously across her trembling, swollen
clitoris!

Then he abandoned her head and hair, jerking
her thighs wider and further back, actually lifting her feet off
the ground as he increased the savagery of his thrusts. The thin
fabric of her bikini top cut painfully into her wrists, but she
hardly cared, as he cursed and gave a final series of thrusts
before collapsing, against her.

He stumbled back and sat down with a groan,
while Lauren leaned dazedly against the tree, only the fabric
around her aching wrists keeping her from falling.

There was a growl from further back, and then
a yelp from Adam, and she turned her head, gasping weakly as she
saw him turn into a wolf. Another wolf jumped on him and they
fought furiously, though it was obvious to her that he was losing
as the other wolf snarled and dug its teeth into his throat!

“Ahg!” she gasped as her hair suddenly jerked
violently up and back.

There was a tall woman standing next to her,
naked, a jaundiced, cynical look on her face. She was probably in
her early thirties, with dark green eyes and short dark hair.

“Well, well, well.” she said, “What have we
here?”

She acted as if the wolves fighting were
something she didn't even notice as her eyes raked Lauren's
body.

“A nice little bit of fluff for boys,” she
said.

Lauren gasped and tried to twist her head
free. “Let go of me!” she gasped.

The woman laughed softly. “Or what?”

She caught Lauren's chin in her other
hand.

“Among wolves, girl, you do not make demands
you cannot enforce,” she said.

One of the wolves, the one on the bottom,
shifted into human form, and she saw Adam laying there, gasping,
chest heaving, bleeding profusely. The other wolf growled, then
eased up and back, growled again, then straightened and turned into
Luke, standing over him, glaring.

“He has no self control,” he snapped.

“He has some,” the woman said, gazing at
Lauren, “But you men always tend to be ruled by what's between your
legs.”

She cupped Lauren's sex and Lauren
squeaked.

“And what's between a woman's legs,” she
said.

Luke came over and joined the woman, as the
two looked at a frightened, red faced Lauren.

“A bitch in heat, all right,” the woman
said.

“What do we do about her?”

“What can we at this point other than give
her what she wants?”

“It is not fair to her,” Luke said, looking
troubled.

The woman shrugged and smiled. “She won't
mind. You're too squeamish with females, Luke.”

“There is right and there is wrong,” Luke
said stubbornly.

“Then bring her over completely.”

Luke shook his head. “That would make things
worse. She would be nothing but a Varis.”

Lauren rolled anxious eyes at the two, not at
all certain what they were talking about. The woman noticed and
smiled.

“Do you know what a varis is, girl?”

Lauren swallowed and shook her head.

“It's a weakling who is everyone's slave,
everyone's bitch, scurrying to obey orders and eager to submit to
avoid being beaten.”

“Wolves rule by power,” Luke said. “If you
have no strength you are at the bottom of the hierarchy and must do
the bidding of those who do.”

“N-No thank you!” she gulped.

The woman snorted in amusement.

Luke reached up and tore through her bikini
top, letting her wrists fall free. Lauren quickly covered her chest
with her arms, though she knew that was pointless by then. She
looked past them at Adam, who was still bleeding, though not nearly
as much.

“He will heal. We're very resilient,” the
woman said with a smirk.

“Go,” she said. “But you'll be back.”

Lauren eased out between them, eyeing Adam
fearfully, then grasped her clothes and things and hurried down the
bank of the creek away from them. She didn't pause until she was
out of sight, then she hurriedly dressed before running to the
canoe and pushing away from shore!

How many werewolves were there, she wondered
wildly. She had never imagined there were more, though of course,
now that she thought of it she supposed that made a kind of sense.
But a whole pack of them!? And they talked about making her a
werewolf! The thought was shocking and impossible to even take
in!

She paddled strongly away from shore, letting
her fear push her on until she was sweating and exhausted, but well
down river. Then she slowed, letting the canoe float a little as
she slumped back on her heels.

That had been a shocking experience, to say
the least. On top of the fear and humiliation, though, had come
that incredibly intense sex with Adam. The heat had practically
melted her bones! God! The thundering crescendo of pleasure had
swamped her mind and still lingered there in her memory, making her
feel twitchy and tremblingly.

She thought about what Luke had said
worriedly. Could it really be possible that Adam's saliva, to say
nothing of his semen, and changed her, made her more sensitive,
more... sexual? Could saliva act in some way to permanently enhance
her sense of touch as he had suggested?

And what exactly did the semen do!? He hadn't
been very clear on that! On the surface it seemed impossible, but
then so too was the idea of werewolves! If you could really turn
someone into a werewolf by getting your saliva mixed with their
blood, couldn't the saliva have some other affect even if it
didn't?

The first would seem impossible except it
clearly wasn't, so what about the second? She certainly felt more
sexual, and had been more eager to touch herself and to engage in
sex and even masturbation since Adam had taken her in the cave.

But she attributed that to the fact she'd had
a shockingly pleasurable and wickedly exciting sexual experience,
the best in her life. Of course that would make her want more! Of
course that would make her feel more sexual!

She hadn't suspected there was anything....
magical or... or that her body had been changed in any way.
Certainly her mind had been influenced by the tremendous pleasure,
but that was only natural. Then had come that second encounter in
her bed, and another massively exciting sexual experience. And now
once again she'd had sex with him and her mind had exploded...

But maybe that was just because it was all so
wicked and shocking and thrilling, and Adam was so good looking and
had such a great body...

She thought about what Luke had said, though,
about werewolves having this... this aura of power which crackled
around them. She'd sure felt something when he'd touched her, even
when his hand had simply glided up along her body without touching
it! It was like there was an electrical field around him!

She remembered how her nipples had burned as
his chest had remained a fingers width away from them, and gulped
anxiously. Her nipples still tingled at the thought, and she eased
her hand into her blouse to gently cup her breast. She had no bra,
of course, since she'd been using her bikini top for that.

Her warm skin of her breast felt deliciously
soft against her fingers, and she let her hand caress it gently as
she found her nipple with her fingertips. She gulped as she rolled
it gently, for it was still hard, and it tingled in a delicious way
that seemed to send a line of sexual electricity right down the
center of her body to between her legs!

And she knew that she could masturbate to an
orgasm in no time, right then and there. And she wanted to! She
contented herself with caressing her breast and giving it a little
squeeze, then determinedly buttoned her blouse and continued
paddling.
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Her skin felt so.. soft. Lauren had found
herself loving the tactile feeling of it as her fingers glided
across it. Her hands caressed her buttocks, flowing up and down
over the curved surface of her bottom, now and then kneading the
soft flesh.

She was slightly breathless, sliding her
hands around in front and upward along her soaking wet skin. It was
warm with the water pouring down from the shower, and she let her
hands come up beneath her breasts, lifting and cupping them as she
sighed softly.

She caressed the undersides of her breasts,
squeezing gently up and out, staring down at the rigid pinpoints of
her nipples as her breasts throbbed. She squeezed harder, and
gasped as a liquid warmth oozed into her chest and down into her
lower belly, as if she'd squeezed hot water bottles.

Her fingers plucked at her nipples, then
pinched them, producing a stinging heat which sent the sexual
hunger crackling down into her groin.

She backed against the shower walls, raising
her hands high above her head, remembering how she had been tied to
the tree, remembering the way Luke had looked at her, had brought
his hand up and down her body to make her writhe!

She had found herself thinking of him even
more than Adam over the following few days, but she had no idea
why, except perhaps, that she knew less about him, except he seemed
to be the guy in charge, the pack leader.

And he had made her burn without even
touching her!

She could hardly believe she was so aroused
again so quickly! She'd masturbated to three orgasms before going
to sleep, then wakened in the middle of the night to masturbate to
another. She'd masturbated again this morning on waking, and here
she was in the shower panting hungrily!

And always she fantasized about a hard, thick
cock pounding into her while rough male hands manhandled her body.
And she dreamed about being helpless and bound, as she was with
Luke, as she was when Adam had taken her, as she was when he'd come
to her bedroom.

Helpless before a big, powerful male
animal!

She trembled slightly, grasping the soap, and
soaped her body up, but that only produced more heat, as the
slickness of her skin produced even more of a delicious, erotic
sensation. She soaped herself up between the legs, her fingers
almost casually caressing her clitoris, and shuddered at the pule
of heat and pleasure!

The heat spread rapidly through her mind and
body, and she fell back against the wall, moaning, spreading her
legs, fingers rapidly stroking across her clitoris as she sought to
keep her moans of pleasure down lest her family hear!

She twisted to the side, reaching down and
grasped the shampoo bottle, jerking it up and pressing it against
her opening, then squeaked at the response of her body as she
slowly forced it up inside!

She... ached! But that didn't matter! In
fact, it only heightened her arousal, for hadn't she ached as Adam
had used her! Hadn't she ached as he'd somehow made his cock bigger
and thicker, and rode her like a whore, like a bitch animal!?

She thought of the huge size he'd shown her
and groaned as she forced the bottle up deeper, her fingers
stroking frantically across her clitoris. Her legs shook, and she
sank to her knees, panting, light-headed, then slowly spread her
knees wider, sinking down harder on the bottle, feeling the ache
deepen even as it was forced higher inside her trembling body.

The orgasm took her and she desperately flung
her arm up and across her face, jamming her open mouth into the
inside of her elbow as she screamed in pleasure, arching back,
fingers racing across her clitoris as she bounced atop the
bottle!

Oh it was so good! It was soooo good!

She was gasping and sore by the time she
stumbled out of the shower, moaning as she dripped all over the
floor. She grabbed the towel and threw it over herself, then fell
back against the wall, groaning.

It was looking like today would be like
yesterday, and the day before. How many times had she dreamed of
what had happened yesterday, dreamed of what could happen, and had
to masturbate to relieve the incredible sexual tension within
her?

Three times in the morning, twice in the
afternoon, twice in the evening, then three times before bed. In
one day! And every one of them produced an incredible orgasm that
left her dazed and moaning. Ten times in one day! She'd never
masturbated more than once in a day prior to Adam, and it had
usually been more like once a week.

And while that relieved the sexual tension –
temporarily, it didn't stop her thinking about what it was like,
what it would be like, didn't stop her from wanting to get down on
all fours and have Adam – or Luke! – mount her and ride her like a
slut, pounding her as roughly and wildly as they wanted to!

She didn't want soft kisses, didn't want to
cuddle. She wanted to be fucked hard! That was why she'd resisted
calling her friends, maybe getting together with this or that boy –
boy! She didn't want a boy! She wanted a man!

And what if she did fuck one of the guys she
knew? How would he react to her frenzied need? And who would he
tell about it?

“Yeah, I boned Lauren yesterday, man. What a
whore! She couldn't get enough of my cock, and she was screaming
like you wouldn't believe. You should call her up. She'll fuck
anyone. Yeah, and she likes to be tied up too.”

Yes, she could just imagine how that would
go!

And what would happen when she went off to
college? She'd have to be in a dorm, with a roommate! How was she
going to keep this up!?

She determinedly did not touch herself after
that. Or at least, tried not to. She managed to keep her hands out
of her clothes, and to yank them away whenever they crept in to
squeeze her breasts or slide between her legs. But that didn't ease
the sexual tension which was gripping her.

She needed answers. She needed to talk to
Luke! She argued with herself for some time, and knew that a part
of her desire to see him was not to get answers at all! She
desperately wanted to feel a hard, firm male body atop her and
between her legs!

She felt her body suffused with heat as she
paddled up river. She was wearing jeans shorts, very tight ones.
The crotch dug up into her sex in a way which hurt, and which made
her gasp every time she shifted her body within the.

She'd worn no underwear, and wore a blouse
tied together under her breasts. Her nipples were hard, and just
the touch of the fabric against them made them tingle and burn.

She was almost feverish with hunger by the
time she got to the spot and staggered up along the creek, looking
for them.

“Adam!” she called. “Luke?”

Her head spun around at a sound, but there
was no one, and she kept moving forward.

“Adam?”

Another sound, and she jerked her head
around, but saw nothing.

“Hello? Is anyone here?”

A growl spun her around, and she saw a wolf
there, snarling at her. Her eyes went wide and her heart stopped
momentarily as fear shot through her system!

“A-Adam?” she squeaked in fear.

She backed up as it advanced, stiff-legged,
still snarling.

Could it be a different werewolf!?

It snarled and she screamed, turned and ran.
It bolted after her as she crossed the creek and raced into the
woods. Then she saw one in front of her, no two, and they raced in
her direction! She cried out and changed directions, racing back
towards the river, then tripped over a tree root and went
sprawling!

Three wolves gathered around her, growling
and snarling, and she cried out in fear, cowering back towards a
tree, then pulling herself up its length.

“Please don't hurt me!” she cried.

One of the wolves rose up and shifted, and
she gasped in relief as a man stood before her. But it wasn't Adam
or Luke. This man was a blonde, with very short hair, and seemed
more wiry than Adam and Luke had been.

She gulped, eyes wide, as he advanced on
her.

“I-I'm a friend of Adams,” she said
fearfully.

“Friend? Is that what you call it?” He
smirked.

“But I was – .”

She cried out as he slapped her face,
throwing her back against the tree. Then his hands gripped the
front of her blouse and ripped it open, setting her breasts
free.

He spun her around, tearing the blouse over
her shoulders, as another wolf shifted and turned into a second
man! And he too was a stranger, with very black skin! He gripped
the waistband of her shorts and tore it open. The jeans ripped open
down the zipper, and then down the seam.

He chuckled and tore it off as the one behind
her gripped her hair and yanked her head up and back.

“P-Please!” she gasped. “I was... I need to
speak to Luke!”

“Need? I can smell what you need,” the black
man said.

The other wolf shifted into man form, and he
too was a stranger. He was younger than the others, almost her age,
and short, and he crawled in between her legs jamming his face
against her naked sex and grunting in pleasure.

The man behind her licked a slowly trail up
along the nape of her neck as he held her head back sharply, and
she felt his hardness pressing against her bare bottom! The man
standing before her leered, cupping her breasts.

Lauren trembled in fear and alarm, but at the
same time felt a wild rushing thrill of heat and passion surging
within her body and mind. She felt heat prickling her face, and her
chest went tight, her breasts throbbing as the man roughly groped
them.

“She's sopping wet,” the one between her legs
said.

He let his tongue lick a long, slow trail up
the line of her sex, sliding across her clitoris, and Lauren cried
out in helpless heat!

The man behind her whirled her around,
yanking her hair back roughly.

“She's mine. I saw her first,” he
growled.

“Who says she's yours!” the black man
demanded. “I smelled her first!”

“You want me, don't you, bitch?” the blonde
snarled, jerking back painfully on her hair.

“I-I... wanted Luke!” she moaned.

“I can do you as well as Luke, bitch,” he
said.

She felt his stiff cock thrust between her
trembling thighs, and he reached down across her hip to grasp the
front of it and pull it up. The shaft pressed firmly into the
throbbing heat of her sex, while he guided the head up to rub it
across her swollen clitoris!

Lauren cried out, heat pouring through her as
she felt her hips spasming, grinding herself desperately against
his hard flesh.

“Tell me you want my cock, bitch!”

“I want to fuck her ass,” the young one said.
“She has a gorgeous ass!”

“We'll all use her,” the black man said.

The one behind her cursed, then flung her
around so she stumbled and fell.

“On your knees, bitch,” he ordered.

Her heart pounded as Lauren stared up at him,
then her eyes dropped involuntarily to the stiff, hard cock
thrusting out from his groin, and more heat washed over her.

“Oh God!” she moaned.

“Get on all fours!” he ordered.

And she wanted to! She desperately wanted to!
Even if she didn't!

Moaning, feverish, Lauren turned and dropped
into her hands and knees as the three men moved forward behind
her.

“Legs apart, bitch.”

She obeyed, and one of them moved up
alongside her. She cried out weakly as his bare foot came down
between her shoulders, forcing her chest to the ground. He snorted
in amusement, and his foot moved up onto her head.

She felt a pulsing heat but also a desperate
fear. Her body wanted them, wanted any of them! Wanted all of them!
But she burned with embarrassment, with humiliation, as well, as
she knelt there naked before them, her bottom raised and knees
apart!

“Take her hard and fast,” she heard.

“Stop.”

Lauren moaned. She couldn't turn to see but
she recognized Adam's voice!

“Adam. Look, it's your little bitch,” the
blonde man said. “She smells as good as you said she was.”

“Beautiful ass on her,” the young one
said.

“You can get in line,” the blonde said.

There was movement behind her, but Lauren's
head remained pinned to the ground, her bottom high and her knees
apart. She felt the fever continuing to burn within her, a deep,
desperate need gripping her body and mind so that her sex felt as
though it were aflame!

“Please!” she moaned.

“You see? She's begging for it,” the blonde
said.

“Yes, but she's my bitch,” she heard Adam
say. “Not yours.”

“She's everyone's bitch,” the other man
sneered. “Do you imagine her saying no to anyone here, even
Kyle?”

“Whatever she might do, I decide who uses
her, not you, Eric.”

Lauren felt both a desperate relief, and a
fresh surge of hunger and need. She didn't particularly care who
used her just so someone did! But she felt fear and alarm at the
thought of what the three might do to her, three rough, angry
strangers, and was still mortified at being naked before them!

There was the sound of a struggle behind her,
then the snarl of wolves fighting! She still couldn't move,
however, as the black man kept his foot on the back of her head!
There was other movement close at hand, though, and she gasped as
she felt a tongue lick up across her buttock!

“God, I love the look of her like this, the
feel of her, the smell of her,” the young one moaned.

The black man chuckled. “You're such a
weakling,” he said.

The tongue licked excitedly across her taut
buttocks as hands gripped her behind the knees, and she shuddered
and moaned, then cried out as a mouth suddenly closed on her sex!
His teeth chewed softly against her swollen, overheated
flesh as his tongue whipped up and down the line of her sex!

Behind her, the wild animal struggle
continued, but she was losing her attention for it as heat gushed
through her veins! Liquid fire filled her trembling body, and she
sobbed in pleasure as he began to suck on her flesh! His thumb
forced apart the lips of her sex, and it felt as if her juices
oozed out onto his tongue as he slurped and licked at her!

Then he was abruptly gone, and a moment later
the foot came off her head. Lauren groaned dazedly, sweltering in
the heat of her own body. She rolled her head up and back,
whimpering and moaning as the Black man backed off.

“My bitch!” Adam's voice snarled from behind
her.

“Like you say, man,” the Black man
replied.

“She wants it. She needs it!” the younger man
moaned.

“Shut up, Kyle,” Adam snapped. “You have no
self control. You'd change in the middle.”

“Be a treat for the bitch,” the Black man
said with a smirk.

“And what would Luke say if he cut her and
brought her over?”

The Black man shrugged.

“He'd kill Kyle, for one thing.”

“I won't miss him.”

“I don't care what you'll miss.”

Suddenly a bare foot was placed against the
side of her hip and shoved her so hard she was flung over onto her
back. She gasped, staring up at him, and felt another rush of heat
as her eyes devoured his naked flesh.

“You're back” he said. “Luke thought you
would be.”

“P-Please!” she moaned.

He stared at her, and she stared at his cock,
which hardened as she watched. Somehow she forced herself up onto
her knees, and shuddered as she pressed her sweating face forward
against it. She moaned as she rubbed her face up and down against
his erection, her lips parted as she gulped in air, her eyes
glassy.

“Man, she's literally a bitch in heat,” the
Black man said.

Lauren felt like it! All her thoughts of
intelligent discussion, of learning what had happened, and finding
out how to cope had been swamped by the flood of heat gripping her
mind and body. Even her embarrassment at being naked in front of
the four men was fading under the pulsing hunger gripping her!

And just then, by far the most important
thing in all the universe, was getting her hands and her mouth on
that beautiful cock in front of her! She reached out and grasped it
in both hands, moaning. It was large and it was long and it was
thick and hard, and she licked the end, then began to lovingly rub
it over her cheeks and lips.

She gasped as he reached down to grasp a
thick fistful of hair, and yanked her head back, then grasped his
cock and pushed the head into her mouth. Lauren moaned, spreading
her lips wider, straining her mouth as the thick hard shaft pushed
through into her mouth and over her lips.

She gurgled as the fat, swollen head pushed
into the back of her mouth, and then entered her throat. Her hands
came up automatically, instinctively, pushing against him as she
twisted her head aside, gasping and coughing.

She rolled her eyes up at him. “Tie me up!”
she gasped.

He snorted and a moment later she felt her
hands jerked roughly back behind her. She winced as something, some
kind of clothe, perhaps strips of her torn shirt, were tied around
them, binding them very tightly together. They ached, the hands
throbbing, and yet a rush of dark heat and hunger spread up through
her body as she pulled against them and realized how helpless she
was.

He jerked forward on her hair again, and she
gasped in pain as he pushed himself back into her mouth. This time
there was no way to fight it, and her heart pounded as heat and
anxiety twisted within her vitals. She gagged weakly, eyes wide, as
his cock pushed into her throat, and her body jerked back
instinctively.

He was very strong, though, and would not
allow her to pull back. He pulled her forward by the hair,
grinning, forcing her lips down the long shaft, inch by inch, as
she twisted and tried to pull free. Then he was buried in her,
holding her face firmly against his groin, her lips wrapped tautly
around the base of his shaft!

“Oh fuck yeah!” he groaned.

He held her in place, sighing contentedly,
ignoring her trembling, shaking, and attempts to pull free, then
slowly eased back until he was free of her.

Lauren coughed and then gulped in ragged
breaths of air as he rubbed his slick, saliva coated cock up and
down over her face.

“Pretty little bitch,” he said.

Someone wrenched her legs apart, and pushed
in between them. She had no idea who, nor could she look, as he
held her tightly by the hair. Already he was pushing himself back
into her mouth, his cock sliding over her tongue and into the back
of her mouth.

She felt hands on her thighs, then a mouth on
her sex. She shuddered as that mouth spread wide to envelope her,
then bit into her soft flesh and began to suck hungrily. She
gurgled as Adam's cock slid down her throat, deeper and deeper. It
felt as though it were going all the way to her stomach!

He groaned, his fingers combing through her
hair now, both hands gathering it up into a thick mass as he held
her tight against his groin! Then he began to thrust into her with
short, sharp movements of his hips, keeping her in place as his
cock slid up and down in her throat.

A tongue shot up into her pussy from below,
twisting and wriggling like a live, hot, wet snake, and lips
stroked impossibly fast across her clitoris, as if they were a
living tongue!

Her chest burned, as she rapidly ran out of
air, and her head began to pound, but she hardly cared, gurgling
dazedly as Adam continued to thrust himself in and out of her, now
using longer strokes. He pulled back finally, and then kept pulling
back, his lips drawn back into a wide grin as inch after inch …
after inch slid out of her mouth.

It was impossibly long! It hadn't been that
long before, she thought wonderingly! It just kept coming, until it
finally pulled free, and she gaped at a cock well over a foot long!
She coughed again, swaying and moaning as whoever it was below her
got his tongue out of her and up across her clitoris!

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” she gasped with every
exhaled breath!

Adam yanked forward on her hair and then
released it. She fell forward onto her shoulders and chest,
grunting dizzily, her hips held aloft by whoever was laying beneath
her. They disappeared, though, very quickly and then Adam's hands
jerked her hips up and slapped her bottom sharply.

She panted, light-headed, feverish, as she
felt him entering her, sobbing in pleasure as his thick girth
spread her wide, then began to push into her. As it moved it seemed
to grow thicker and thicker and she cried out weakly as her flesh
stretched achingly wide.

He drove himself all the way into her,
punching her in the gut from the inside, grinding his hips against
her upraised buttocks and slapping her bottom again several times
as he growled in triumph.

Then he began to thrust, and every deep
stroke made her cry out in breathless heat and animal pleasure! It
took seconds only for the orgasm to flash through her and her cries
turned to screams as he picked up the pace.

“Hot bitch!” she heard someone growl.

The orgasm was like a firestorm, not just
within her but engulfing her, and she writhed and twisted in
ecstasy, her upper chest and shoulders thrashing and jerking on the
ground as he speared her with the long, thick hard flesh of his
body.

She collapsed limply, gasping, eyes slitted,
drooling, but her body continued to jerk and shudder to the hard
pounding of his muscular hips as he rode her. It took her only a
minute to regain her breath, and in that time the fever heat
billowed up once more, her insides throbbing and pulsing with power
as she flipped over the edge into another massive orgasm!

The breath sobbed out of her open mouth as
she tried to scream in breathless pleasure, thrashing and twisting
again as he rode her. Then harsh hands jerked her head up and back
by the hair, and she was staring glassily into another cock, the
black man.

Her jaw was already wide, and he thrust into
it, pumping slowly, then driving it deep into her throat! She
gurgled, eyes crossing, body shaking and shuddering as Adam rode
her, and as the black man's cock plunged deep into her chest.

He leered down at her, his hips working in
and out with a fast, fluid motion, as she sensed the presence of
warm flesh on either side of her, then hands grasping her breasts,
kneading and roughly groping them.

Her head was pounding and she could hardly
think, could see but not notice anything around her, as the waves
of pleasure swept over her again and again. She felt the pull on
her hair forcing her head up higher, raising her up on her knees,
and saw others out of her peripheral vision.

The Black man rose to his knees as he held
tightly to her hair and thrust into her, then the young man
squirmed in below her, his tongue lapping furiously at her clitoris
and sending her into another scalding orgasm that had her insides
spasming with violent, and even painful convulsions!

Other bodies pushed in against her, mouths
locking onto her breasts, sucking and licking and... and chewing on
the flesh so that it ached fiercely and burned with pleasure! The
world spun around her as another orgasm ripped through her, then
another and another!

Her mind could bear only so much, and the
sensory overload finally battered it to the point of dazed
incomprehension, then numbness.
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She wakened with a groan. Her eyes were
blank, at first. She had no idea where she was. She had no idea who
she was. Then the sight of trees and the sound of water picked at a
hint of memory, and a moment later it came flooding back.

She gasped, which made her wince. Her throat
ached. She brought a hand to her aching throat, and that ached too.
Her eyes fluttered, and she groaned again, then rolled onto her
back, gasping, staring up at the sky.

She had never felt so exhausted in her life!
Every muscle in her body, including the ones inside her
body, felt overused. She couldn't sit up. The muscles in her
stomach and abdomen ached too much!. She rolled onto her side
again, squirming weakly, and finally managed to sit up, to push
herself up.

Her hands felt swollen.

“How do you feel?”

She turned her head weakly and saw Luke
there, sitting on a log. He was dressed, at least.

“I... hurt,” she said in a low, hoarse
croak.

It felt like she'd been beaten up. She gazed
down and saw bite marks all across her breasts, her abdomen, and
even between her legs. As before, though, they were pink, and the
skin wasn't broken. She groaned again, hand going to her throat,
then examined her aching hand.

“If you're going to get into this bondage
stuff you need to start using something that won't cut into your
wrists so bad, especially if you're going to be pulling against
it,” he said. “Maybe some leather restraints.”

His words were meaningless to her. She was
still shell-shocked, and groaned as she put a hand to her belly.
She ached inside.

“M-My throat aches,” she croaked.

“Screaming enough will do that to you. Not to
mention having large objects shoved down your throat. But mostly it
was the screaming. You ever meet a Marine drill instructor? Their
voices change because of all the yelling they do.”

She tried to focus her eyes on him.

“What I was saying before, about the
heightened sensitivity leading to more intense sensations? Well,
that's what you're getting. Your orgasms are also a lot more
intense. They're longer and they happen a lot... more.”

“Fuck,” she whispered.

“You're lucky I came along or that pack of
pups would have done you all afternoon. As it was, Adam was the
only one who mated... who uhm, fucked you, in case you were
wondering.”

She tried to stand up and fell back
immediately.

“Don't rush yourself.”

“I-I ache all over,” she said in a groan.

“From what Adam said you had an orgasm that
pretty much lasted twenty minutes, with very brief interruptions.
That'll do a lot of muscle straining.”

She nodded wearily.

“You have to realize that what we are...
we're a mix, a hybrid between man and wolf, which means we have
these incredibly powerful animal instincts. Mating is one of the
more powerful instincts, and if you present a bunch of young wolves
with a female that looks like you, that smells like you, given you
were in heat, they're not going to be able to stop themselves.”

“My glasses?” she croaked.

“Your things are here,” he said, indicating a
little pile at his feet. “No clothes, I'm afraid. I hope they
weren't your favorites.”

She managed to push herself up off the ground
enough to be on all fours, at least, which didn't seem
inappropriate. She crawled over to him, feeling a helpless little
thrum of sexual heat as she did, simply from being naked, on all
fours, and near a man. But it was at least under control.

She groaned and half collapsed at his feet,
not caring at all that she was naked and he was looking at her.

“I have a cell phone, by the way. I think
that next time you want to come here, you should call me.”

“I... Adam...”

“Adam is a cock on legs,” Luke said. “They're
all like that at his age, but when they've werewolves it's way
worse, especially if they're fairly new.

She fumbled with her glasses, then got them
on. She picked up her bag, with her cell phone, and looked around
her, still more than a little dazed.

“I'll take you home,” he said.

He stood up, taking her arm and helping her
to her feet. She swayed and he snorted and lifted her in his arms,
then carried her effortlessly along the bank.

“Why did you come back? For sex, I take
it?”

She didn't answer for a long minute.

“I... wanted... information,” she said, her
throat still aching. “Wanted... to talk.”

“I put my phone number on your cell,” he
said. “Don't come without calling. The young ones are kind of...
wild, if you take my meaning. Some of them are not in enough
control of their shifting abilities to keep in one form when they
have an orgasm. You don't want to be under one when he changes, not
unless you want to be a werewolf.”

He set her in the canoe, then pushed it off
and climbed in. Lauren was so drained she hardly knew where they
were or what she was doing. She'd never been so exhausted, and
nodded off several times.

Fortunately, her house faced the river in
back and there were no neighbors close enough to see him carrying
her up to the door naked. He watched her unlock the door, and then
left. She had no idea how he got back to where he'd been, nor did
she care. She climbed upstairs and fell into her bed asleep for
long hours.

She got up, still stiff and sore, just before
her parents were due home, and took a shower. She was glad to see
the bite marks had faded, though she could still see them. Her skin
felt... raw and tender, as if she had a sunburn all over, though a
light one.

Her breasts felt hard, swollen, her nipples
erect and very, very sensitive. Her lower lips also felt swollen
and sensitive, and she wound up wearing a skirt and no panties,
along with a very light blouse.

Ice cream eased her sore throat some, but not
her mind. What had happened had been so... so animalistic! It had
been so raw and wild and ferocious! She'd lost control of herself
completely, and become nothing but a raving beast of a girl
desperate for sex! God! And here she was the one who prided herself
on being calm, cool and collected!

She'd almost had sex with four or five guys
at once! What kind of a girl did that but a slut!?

And the more shocking thing was that she felt
a strange dark pang of regret that it hadn't happened! For the
idea, which would have appalled her not very long ago, now made her
slightly breathless with heat and an almost... masochistic
excitement!

Her throat was an excuse for how quiet she
was – that she was coming down with something, and also let her
spend most of the evening in her room. Some of her energy returned,
but she was still awfully sore.

And while she wasn't as constantly and
consistently... horny as she had been, she was becoming fascinated
with the sensations she could so easily rouse from her breasts and
sex. She sat back on her bed, knees raised and apart, short skirt
lifted to bare her sex, and ever so lightly let her finger stroke
across her clitoris.

Every slow, gentle stroke sent a delicious
wave of pleasure through her belly and up into her mind. Again and
again she let a single finger gently stroked upward along her
clitoris, moaning with every wave, head falling back, groaning
weakly.

Getting her finger into herself proved
difficult. She was swollen and sore, but she was able to gently
wriggle a slick finger into her body at last, though it hurt. Her
other hand kneaded her breasts as she lay back, eyes closed, gently
caressing them and stroking the nipples.

It was the slowest masturbation she'd ever
imagined, but she didn't mind. The waves of pleasure themselves
were both delicious and calming. She was in no rush to reach any
particular goal. She simply let her finger lightly caress her
clitoris, while one finger dipped into her repeatedly and her other
hand kneaded her breasts.

It was like... like laying back at a warm
beach and having the waves slowly wash over her, soft, gentle waves
that made her whole body feel warm and pleasant.

Of course, the waves got heavier the more she
did it, and her fingers began to move faster, as well, as her
breath quickened. Then she would writhe and gasp and moan as she
stroked herself into an orgasm, then relax, panting, until starting
again.

She had two dozen orgasms in the space of a
couple of hours, and there seemed no end to how many more she could
get. She felt anxious about continuing to stroke and touch herself,
but really, what else could she do that would bring her as much
pleasure!? And so, what else could be more interesting or
worthwhile doing?

And before long, that deep, churning animal
hunger returned, demanding more than gentle stroking, demanding
rough manhandling and hard, deep penetration. She tried using her
fingers, then her hairbrush, then various plastic bottles, but none
of them gave her the mental kick she wanted.

Finally, she dropped off to sleep, a restless
sleep filled with dark, erotic dreams.

*

Morning started with masturbation, of course,
then she had a shower, washed her hair, and masturbated again. Then
she called the number Luke had put on her phone. It rang half a
dozen times, and she was about to hang up when he answered.

“Luke?” she asked, blushing as she spoke.

“Yes.”

“Uhm... it's... uh...”

“Yes, I know. How are you feeling?”

She hesitated, not sure how to answer.
“Helpless.”

“Helpless?”

“All I want to do is... all I think about
is...”

“Sex?”

She nodded, then realized he couldn't exactly
see her over the phone.”

“Yes.”

“Not unlike a lot of teenage boys,” he said
in amusement.

“It is unlike that!” she exclaimed. “I
mean... I mean... my body is so... sensitive and... and every time
I touch it... I want to keep touching it!”

Her face reddened further as she said it.

“Understandable,” he said. “Look, your body's
nerve endings are sending much more powerful signals to your brain
than it's used to. It doesn't know how to handle them. But it'll
get used to them before too long.”

“It will? I mean, I won't feel so...
incredible when I touch myself?”

“Well... you will, but your brain will be
able to separate out a casual touch with one which is more...
intended to produce pleasure.”

“Even wearing a thong turns me on!” she
blurted.

“Any pressure against your newly sensitized
nerve endings is likely, given what you've gone through, to arouse
you. That will fade.”

“My nipples are still hard,” she said,
daringly.

She felt a small rush of heat at saying so to
him, to Luke, remembering what he looked like naked, remembering
how his hands had skimmed her body.

“They won't always be,” he said.

“And I want a cock inside me!” she
gulped.

He chuckled. “Didn't you always?”

“Well... well no! I mean, I wasn't constantly
thinking about it!”

“You've just been exposed to the best sex of
your life. It's causing your mind to reassess just how much it
wants sex. Look, do you know why people get addicted to drugs?”

“Uhm...”

“Because it feels so good. Okay, some drugs
are addictive chemically, but some, like cocaine, aren't. Cocaine
addicts are addicted to the pleasure. It's the pleasure that grabs
at their minds and keeps wanting more. Your pleasure center has
just been given a huge charge, and it's overpowered right now. It
wants more. Of course it wants more! Why wouldn't it?”

“So I'm addicted to sex?!”

“Well, every guy is. But that doesn't mean we
can't go about our day to day lives. Like I said, the sensations
will seem to fade as your mind learns to cope with them.”

“I want to go back there and be gang banged!”
she gulped.

“No, you seriously don't,” he said
sternly.

“Do you know how many times I masturbated
yesterday evening?” she demanded, again becoming bold and losing
her care about embarrassment in the face of rising heat.

“A lot?”

“I don't even know how many! That's all I did
all evening long!”

He sighed. “Like I said, your sensitivity
will ease as your mind learns to cope with those stronger signals
and starts shielding them out.”

“And how long will that take?” she
demanded.

“Hard to say, could be some weeks.”

“And what do I do until then!?”

“Well, too bad you don't have a boyfriend,
though you'd probably need more than one.”

“Why don't you send Adam over to see me...
before my parents get home?' she gulped.

“I'm not sure that would be a good idea.”

“If you don't I'll come look for him!” she
threatened.

“Look, girl, you have no idea what some of
these younger guys can be like when their hormones are activated,”
he said. “And most of them have less control than Adam.”

“Well I'm not feeling very much in control
myself!”

“You won't turn into a wolf and tear
someone's throat out with your teeth,” he replied.

“You could come yourself,” she said, blushing
furiously.

“You're a little young for me.”

“I don't care!”

“Adam is doing something for me at the
moment. I'll see if he can come by later this afternoon.”

“Or you,” she said, skin hot.

“We'll see. Adam is young too, you know.”

“He's older than me!' she gulped.

“You're not a wolf and not subject to the
instincts of one. You don't understand anything about how animals
think or their instincts. When Adam is... having sex with you...
his animal instincts, his wolf instincts, his predator instincts
take over. You do realize that, don't you? You're prey, of a sort.
A male alpha wolf taking a female is conquering her, has to
conquer her, because she won't accept a weak wolf as a mate. That
means he has to show you how much stronger he is than you are, and
that could get you hurt.”

“He didn't hurt me before,” she gulped.

“He has better control than most but you
might also have been lucky. Just don't ever resist him when his
animal instincts are in place. Now I have to go. I'll see if he's
free later.”

God, she was embarrassed at sounding so
desperate! If anyone had ever told her she would ever be
practically begging some guy to come over, or send some other guy
over to have sex with her she'd have laughed in their face!

She masturbated again, then drove to the
nearest town, locked up her bike, and took the bus to Erie. It came
once every two hours, and the drive to the city took about an hour.
It was noon by the time she got there.

Erie wasn't a big city, nor a particularly
beautiful one, but it had what she needed. It had a sex shop. Only
desperation could get her to enter such a place, and if she had the
ability to wait she would have ordered things on the internet, but
she had no patience.

Besides, what she'd just gone through, with
so many strange guys seeing her naked, touching her, fucking her,
how could going to a sex shop compare to that in terms of
embarrassment?

It was dimly lit, for which she was very
grateful, and the aisles were high and narrow. She blushed behind
her dark glasses as the guy behind the counter turned to look as
she entered. She turned her head away and headed up the nearest
aisle to hide.

She knew what she wanted, or thought she did,
and ignored most of what she passed, right up until she came to the
restraints. Then she stopped dead, staring, remembering what Luke
had said to her. She raised her wrists, noting that she still had
red marks from where they'd been so tightly bound.

Just looking at the studded leather
restraints and imagining them around her wrists almost left her
breathless. Her nipples burned against her blouse! She looked
around quickly to make sure no one was watching, then picked up a
pair and, fingers trembling, fastened them around her wrists.

Her lower belly thrummed hungrily, and she
had to swallow repeatedly to keep from moaning aloud.

Then she saw the collars. Wolves might like
collars. They were like dog collars, and wasn't she Adam's
bitch?!

She picked up a matching collar and put it
around her throat, buckling it, chest tight, heart thumping as she
looked for a mirror. She found one, and stared at herself
breathlessly as she imagined herself like this, naked, in front of
Adam... or Luke!

Her arms unconsciously pulled in, squeezing
her breasts together, and her hands instinctively slid in to cup
and squeeze them as she gasped aloud.

And then she saw them out of the corner of
her eye. She turned her head and stared. The shelves were loaded
with dildos of every conceivable shape, size and color. She moved
over to them, ignoring most, focusing in on the realistic looking
ones.

The big ones!

She was starting to reach out to wrap her
fingers around a long, thick black one – remembering that black man
– when a man walked down the aisle. It was the man who had been
behind the counter. He was older, bald, with multiple tattoos along
his bare arms, wearing jeans and a white tank top.

He looked very tough, the kind of man who
probably beat his wife and drove a motorcycle. The kind of man she
would normally recoil from. Lauren had more experience in libraries
than in bars or taverns, after all.

“You going to buy those?” he demanded, eyeing
the leather restraints around her wrists and collar around her
throat.

She blushed hotly, having almost
forgotten.

“I-I uh... was just... trying them on,” she
gulped, horribly embarrassed.

“You should get the feel of something before
buying it,” he said.

And then he moved past her gripped her arms
and pulled them together behind her back. Lauren gasped aloud, too
shocked to resist! And then her wrists were locked together and he
was releasing her.

“How does that feel?” he asked calmly.

She felt even more horribly embarrassed,
almost too embarrassed to speak!

“A lot of people like to buy them with a
short cinch chain,” he said, turning away.

Lauren tugged her wrists against the leather
restraints, alarmed, shocked, embarrassed and not at all sure what
to do! Then the man returned, holding a short length of chain. He
turned her back to him and clipped it to her wrists, then pulled
up, and clipped the chain to the back of her collar, holding her
wrists up just below her shoulder blades.

“Now which of these were you looking at?” he
asked, looking at the dildos.

Speechless, Lauren felt as if her skin was
aflame. But at the same time, his dark, hungry eyes made her
insides thrum with energy, and the fact that her wrists were locked
together behind her back redoubled the heat.

“This is a good starter size,.” he said,
reaching out and picking up a dildo.

He gripped her hair behind her head and
jerked up and back, making her cry out, then bent her forward
sharply.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

His foot came in between hers and roughly
shoved her ankles to one side, then jerked up the short denim skirt
she was wearing. She had no underwear on beneath, and felt a wall
of humiliation sweep over her even as another wave of heat made her
shudder.

She felt the rounded head of the dildo
rubbing up and down against her puffy sex, then twisting and
pushing into her.

“Nice. Don't even need any lube,” he
said.

“Oh! Oh!” she cried, aching now as the dildo
slid forcefully up into her body.

He pushed it deep, until the palm of his hand
was flat against her sex!

“Obviously this is too small for you,” he
said.

His fingers slid up and down along the line
of her sex, and across her clitoris, causing her hips to jerk
convulsively. Then his fingers forced her open and gripped the base
of the dildo, pulling it free. He put it down and picked up a
larger, thicker one, then pressed that against her.

She was dripping wet, she realized, and
trembling, as he slowly pushed the thicker dildo up inside her. Her
hips were starting to jerk back against him and her breaths were
becoming ragged gasps which were growing louder by the second.

He released her and walked back up the aisle,
then returned with what looked like a black ball with strings on
either end. She cried out as he jerked her head up and back, her
mouth opening wide, and then shoved the ball into her mouth.

It reminded her of the ball Adam had used,
and her eyes bulged as he forced it into her mouth, her heart
pounding and blood racing as he wedged it in and pulled the string
around her head to tie it in place

“Don't want you making too much noise and
alarming the other customers,” he said.

He shoved her over again, pumping the dildo
in and out slowly as her hips began to work frantically back
against him. The orgasm hit and she cried out, again and again, her
voice rising higher and higher as the pleasure tore through
her.

He pulled the dildo out as she sagged dazedly
across a counter.

“Maybe this one instead,” he said.

Lauren groaned as she heard his zipper go
down, then felt his cock pushing into her. It wasn't as thick as
the one he'd just removed, but she didn't care. He seized her hips
and began to thrust into her hard and fast, and she felt her
insides twisting and churning and burning as his arms came around
her and his hands roughly groped her breasts through her
blouse.

“Hot, fuckin' college slut!” he gasped, his
hips slapping against her buttocks.

Lauren cried out into the gag as another
orgasm rushed over her, body flaring wildly as he forced his hand
into the front of her blouse and his fingers roughly squeezed her
breast.

At the end of the aisle, and older man with a
bulge in his trousers held up a phone and snapped pictures as
Lauren's eyes rolled back in her head and she thrashed helplessly
under the lash of pleasure and heat.

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


It was a long ride home. Lauren felt...
dirty, in a way she hadn't with Adam, or even Adam and the other
wolves. She desperately wanted a shower. She also felt horribly
guilty and ashamed in a way she hadn't after her earlier wild sex
sessions in the woods, or even in her room.

The overriding sensation, however, was heat,
a terrible, simmering heat, for while the man had packaged up the
ball gag, leather restraints and collar and chain and put them into
a brown paper back, he had shoved a painfully thick dildo into her
pussy, and a huge butt-plug up her bottom, before ushering her from
the store.

Dazed, she had headed for the bus depot, and
got on a bus headed for home. There was a small bathroom in the
corner, but she didn't dare to go into it. She was afraid that the
moment she lifted her skirt and saw the dildo and started to touch
it she wouldn't be able to stop herself from having a very loud
orgasm!

Oddly enough, given she'd never had anal sex,
she accommodated the butt-plug without a lot of issues after the
initial penetration. She felt stretched and full, there, but was
otherwise fine. It was the one in her sex which made her tremble
and sweat.

It was far too deep, painfully so, for she
couldn't have sat down otherwise. She was amazed it was all able to
fit inside her! It was also very thick. Though that wasn't what was
keeping it from coming loose.

The man, and she didn't even know his name,
at the shop, had shown her a small round ring near the base of the
thing, then inserted a thin chain through it. The chain went up
between her buttocks and up her abdomen, and was clipped to another
slim chain around her waist which was very deep, and couldn't go
over her hips. The man had then snickered as he'd used a pair of
pliers to squeeze the clips together so they couldn't be
separated.

She'd need a pair of pliers or something
similar to take them off so she could pull the thing free of her!
What a bastard he was!

The dildo made her insides ache, but it also
produced a desperate throbbing sensation. She knew she was sopping
wet because of it, and knew that all she'd have to do was rock back
and forth a little in her seat to climax.

She desperately kept still, kept her thighs
apart, and kept her hands out of her lap.

Finally, she stumbled off, feeling feverish
and sweating. She got her bike and rode home – never sitting down
the entire trip.

In fact, she didn't make it. She had to stop
and go off the narrow road once she hit bushes and was alone. Then
she knelt down, jerked up the skirt, and let her fingers rub
against her clitoris. In six seconds she was crying out in
pleasure, falling back onto her back, rocking and twisting and
grinding herself against her fingers!

Shaken, she managed to pull herself to her
feet after the orgasm had faded, then rode the rest of the way
home. She threw the bike into the garage and grabbed a pair of
cutters, then jerked up her skirt and slid them in beneath the
chain going up her abdomen, cutting it.

She groaned with relief as the pressure
against the base of the thing eased. She pulled her skirt off
entirely, then cut the chain around her waist, after which she went
inside, stripped, and masturbated again and again, plunging the
dildo into her body as fast as she could.

Weary and sore, she showered thoroughly,
masturbating again in the shower, then put on a very thin silk
pajama top which was long enough – barely – to cover her buttocks.
That would more than do for something to wear around the house.

It was black, too, which meant it wouldn't
show how stiff her nipples were as her cotton nighties.

Her parents came home, and found her still
with a sore throat, but claiming to be mostly 'fine' otherwise. She
managed to sit through dinner and act normal, though she felt kind
of horny. She even managed to talk intelligently on subjects other
than sex.

And if she were squeezing her thighs together
under the table, well, they had no idea.

After dinner she locked her door, put in the
ball gag, and masturbated again, this time using the butt-plug too.
She had just climaxed and was relaxing in the afterglow, when the
phone rang.

She picked it up, though the number was
unknown.

“Hello?”

“Hello, beautiful,” Adam's voice said.

Lauren gasped, her pulse rate suddenly
shooting up.

“Wh-where are you?” she gulped.

“I'm nearby. Want me to come visit you?”

“No! My parents are home!”

“Want me to go away?”

She hesitated. “No,” she whispered. “I'll
come outside!”

Her heart was pounding as she got up, and her
fingers trembled as she undid the buttons down the front of her
silk pajama tops, then hurried to the closet. She was already
feeling a hot rush of excitement and anticipation – and
embarrassment and anxiety as she pulled on a checked shirt and
pulled the sides in to tie together below her breasts.

The skirt she'd been wearing that day had
gone into the trash because she'd felt so... trashy after what had
happened. She pulled on a pair of shorts and then hurried
downstairs and out back. It was getting dark, which was fine with
her. She slid the door closed behind her and climbed down the
stairs, moving away from the house.

“Adam?” she whispered.

How well did wolves hear?”

She headed further down from the deck,
towards the river and boat house, and looked around nervously.

“Adam?”

“You better run,” a voice hissed in the
darkness behind her.

She gasped, spinning around, eyes wide. She
couldn't see anything, and wasn't even sure if that had been
Adam!

“Run!” it growled, low, deep, and
menacing!

She squeaked and turned to run away from it,
running along the shore, then cutting up down a familiar path
through the woods. She could hear sounds around her as her heart
pounded wildly. She heard a growling sound from one side, and
headed in the opposite direction!

She cried out as someone loomed to one side,
grabbing her by the scruff of the neck and swinging her around to
shove her against a tree! The shirt tore open down the back and
then his mouth was on the nape of her neck, growling hotly as she
frantically twisted and struggled!

His teeth dug into the side of her throat,
his breath hot against her skin as his hands slid around her to
roughly squeeze her breasts. He growled fiercely, the sound
inhuman, and Lauren cried out in alarm even as his hands slid down
to grip her shorts and tear them completely apart!

But with his hands on her shorts she stumbled
forward, only to have him grab her long hair and yank her roughly
backward! She cried out as she stumbled back into his body, then
was flung forward to land sprawling on the ground, her glasses
flying off!

His heavy weight landed atop her and he
grasped her wrists, yanking them behind her and crossing them at
the wrists! His knees pinned them there as something tore, and then
fabric – the remains of her shirt, were wound around her wrists and
yanked tightly together!

He slid off her and flipped her onto her back
again, then threw himself atop her body! She cried out again as he
seized her hair, yanking her head up and back to expose her throat,
and closed his jaw on it! But his teeth didn't bite deep, even as
he growled ferociously again!

She felt his erection against her belly, as
he ground himself into her, and cried out breathlessly as he began
to chew down along the side of her throat, still forcing her head
back by the hair. His teeth slid downward, chewing roughly and
painfully on her breasts, then down her belly and over her hip.

She started to sit up and he grasped her
legs, yanking them up and dropping her back onto her back, then
pinned her thighs down and apart with his arms as he buried his
face in her groin! His tongue lapped hungrily and furiously across
his clitoris as his fingers slid into her body and tugged her labia
apart, then his tongue dipped and thrust into her!

Lauren hadn't had time to catch her breath,
time to speak, time even to think, yet now her body began to pulse
with a hot white heat which was beginning to become familiar! It
was much more... intense than what she'd felt in the sex shop with
the tattooed man, and felt as if her very blood was burning as it
raced through her body!

He chewed on her again, his teeth digging
into her flesh along her labia and above and below her sex, his
tongue thrust in and out of her, then sliding up across her
clitoris.

Lauren writhed and moaned, squeaking in pain
and then heat as his hands slid up her body to roughly squeeze her
breasts. His tongue was licking hot fast strokes across her swollen
clitoris, causing her hips to roll and spasm upward.

He abruptly moved up, rising above her like a
shadow in the darkness as he straightened. His hand gripped her
left leg and jerked it up and apart as he fit the nose of his
erection to her swollen sex, then he thrust into her with very
little restraint, causing her to cry out again.

Lauren was half on her side, her left leg
held upward by his hand, and he leaned inward, forcing it back
further as he ground himself into her. She felt him growing inside
her as he ground himself faster and harder, then began to pump.

She cried out, eyes already glassy, staring
at him, moaning, raising her head, trying to speak. His hand
slapped her cheek, throwing her head back to the ground, then
slapped her breast as he growled at her, as he lunged forward to
pound his cock into her with violent strokes!

It should have hurt. It was overwhelming and
violent and … savage! And it did hurt, a little. It ached, and
stung. But the heat screamed through her body and made her insides
thrum and shudder and roil as sexual energy rapidly built into a
fever storm of hunger, passion and pleasure!

His hand grasped her breast with cruel force,
and she cried out in a mixture of pain and pleasure as his teeth
pulled back into a grimace of hunger. He released it, then grasped
her other leg, forcing both back hard against her body and leaning
forward above her.

His heavy torso forced her legs back further
and further, and his hands traveled down the length of her legs
until they were gripping her ankles. He forced them back over her
shoulders, actually crossing them behind her head and pinning them
there with one hand, all while thrusting into her with hard, deep
strokes!

The orgasm hit like an avalanche, and she was
so breathless then as to be beyond screaming out the insanity of
her pleasure. She cried out nevertheless, sobbing in breathless
animal heat as the waves of pleasure rushed over her, faster and
faster, more and more intense!

His hips pounded down against her as his face
snarled above her, her entire body shuddering with the violence of
his thrust until she through her very teeth might be rattled
free!

She didn't care, though. She was beyond
caring about anything but the wild rush of sensory ecstasy which
bathed her mind and body. Convulsions tore through her as her mind
was battered by the force of the release, her insides twisting and
churning around the thick, powerful shaft ramming into her.

He gave a final flurry of bruising thrusts,
and then, finally, paused, chest heaving, gasping. His hands eased
off her and he sat back on his heels, allowing her aching body to
unfurl and her legs to drop to the ground on either side of him as
Lauren's chest heaved. Her racing pulse began to slowly ease and
some consciousness began to return to her eyes.

She groaned weakly as he licked a trail down
her leg, then began to lightly chew on the back of her ankle. He
rolled her onto her belly with little tenderness, then chewed and
licked and sucked on her flesh as he worked his way up the back of
her leg. He got to her thigh and then paused, and she felt his hand
pressing against the butt-plug which was still inside her, as if
he'd never noticed it before.

And neither had she! In the wild excitement
she'd felt at his call she'd forgotten she even had it in her!

She squeaked as he growled and bit her on the
bottom, his teeth moving up and down and over her buttocks, raining
small, but aching bites! He slid up her body, chewing more lightly
on the soft flesh of her back and then licking a trail up her spine
to behind her neck.

He brushed her soft hair out of the way,
chewing on the back of her neck, then slid forward and around to
the side, winding her hair around his fist and jerking her head up
and to the side.

She cried out weakly, still slightly
breathless, even as he pressed his softened cock into her open
mouth. He jammed himself into her to the balls, then shoved his
balls in too! She moaned around them as he pressed her mouth firmly
against his groin, both hands on her head, and she sucked dazedly,
her tongue moving awkwardly against him.

“Bitch,” he whispered. “Hot little bitch. Let
me feel your mouth, little bitch.”

She moaned around him, and felt his cock
twitch inside her mouth. She was massaging it with her tongue as
best she could, while sucking uncertainly on it and his balls.
Doing anything else was not an option as he held her forcefully in
place.

He grew astonishingly quickly. He drew back,
his thick testicles slipping free of her mouth, giving his cock
room to grow. He pumped slowly in and out, still holding her head
tightly, his cock growing and thickening until he pushed into her
throat.

Lauren spasmed, back arching, hips twisting,
half rolling onto her side as he drove himself into her all the way
and held her mouth jammed against his groin.

“Swallow me, little bitch,” he breathed.

He rose, dragging her up by the hair,
ignoring her cries of pain as his cock remained jammed deep in her
throat. He pulled her up to her knees as he stood over her, legs
apart, and held her head in both hands as his hips moved in and
out.

Lauren gurgled and choked and gasped dazedly,
chest burning as he drove himself into her. He pulled out suddenly,
letting her gulp in air at last, gasping for breath.

“My little bitch,” he growled.

He slapped her face, but held her hair to
keep her from falling back before thrusting back into her mouth and
down her throat. He pumped again, as she gurgled dazedly, pulling
out to slap her face again and throw her forward onto her face on
the ground.

He was down behind her again, jerking her
hips up, slapping her bottom. Then he gripped the butt-plug and
pulled it free. She felt him there, and gasped weakly as his slick,
helmet headed cock pushed against her and slid in.

“I own every part of you,” he growled,
sliding deeper. “I want every part of you!”

Lauren groaned, eyes slitted, still gulping
in air, head pounding, overwhelmed by it all so that it was very
hard to think of anything but what was happening in the moment. She
was also still shell-shocked from the explosive release of pleasure
from that monster orgasm, her mind reeling from the intensity of
it.

She groaned as his cock slid deep into her
ass. She'd never been sodomized, nor wanted to, but right then and
there, she couldn't find it in her to care very much, as bits and
pieces of sanity began to return slowly.

She grunted as she felt a cramp deep inside,
as his cock slid to the depths of her belly. Her eyes fluttered and
she gasped as his hips pressed against her taut, upraised buttocks.
She realized, finally, what he was doing, with a sense of
wonderment.

Shouldn't it hurt more, she thought dizzily.
It didn't, though, and he wasn't thrusting into her with the
unrestrained violence he had earlier. He wasn't being gentle,
either, of course. And she recalled that conversation with Luke,
where he had said wolves had to conquer their mate by force,
because she wouldn't have them otherwise.

Was that what he was doing? Her mate? Or just
instincts?

She gasped as his bare foot came down on the
side of her head, pinning her cheek to the ground! He thrust
harder, slapping her bottom as he did, as he used her, as he rode
her as he … conquered her.

Was this what it meant to be his bitch, she
wondered through the fog of heat still surrounding her.

His cock shaft was plunging deep into her
belly with every stroke now, forcing a gasp or grunt or cry of pain
and pleasure from her with every thrust. It was a new sensation,
and yet, given the dark miasma of heat and passion and lust
swirling around her, not an unpleasant one.

She felt a fluttering heat gripping her
harder even as her mind cleared. She was being conquered, being
ridden, being used roughly by a powerful alpha male, and some part
of her mind reveled in it!

She was utterly helpless, tied and battered,
entirely at his mercy and being used by him any way he wanted! She
was his... bitch! Why did that idea cause her chest to tighten so
and send fire flooding down her body?!

His foot on her head was outrageous, but an
unmistakable message that he was her conqueror, and she had no
doubt whatever that he was right. She'd never thought of herself as
mousy or meek, but now felt an almost instinctive desire to show
him how docile, obedient and submissive she could be!

And that aroused her too!

A sense of deep carnal satisfaction spread
through her body as he drove himself into her, as she knelt
obediently and submissively and helplessly before him. And every
time he slapped her bottom she felt a sharp sting there, then a
ripple of dark excitement.

Pleasure built rapidly as he used her, as her
insides thrummed with energy, as he slapped her and growled and
used her. Then his hand punched in between her thighs and his
fingers began to rapidly stroke across her clitoris.

Her mouth opened in a cry of shock at the
surge of sensation but she was breathless, and could only suck in a
deep breath as the pleasure rose furiously, the intensity of the
passion and heat and hunger screaming upward as his thumb thrust
into her sex and pinched downward through her flesh towards where
his other fingers were rubbing the hot, hard, swollen little bud of
her clitoris!

Another orgasm, even more intense, tore
through her, her hips bucking violently, her muscles spasming and
body twisting and writhing in mindless animal passion! He kept
thrusting, kept stroking, and the orgasm seemed to never end!

She became breathless, screaming soundlessly
as the crackling sexual electricity settled around her body and
stayed there, setting her muscles to helpless convulsions.
Overwhelmed, stunned by the force of it all, she blanked out.

*

She came to, groggy and groaning and sore.
She was laying sprawled, spreadeagled on the ground, naked of
course. The remnants of her shirt was tied around her wrists, but
had been torn in half so that her arms were free..

She stared up at the moon, groaning, aching,
and then as full consciousness returned, wondering how much time
had passed. She sat up with a gasp of pain, wincing, her head
shaking slowly. She spat out grass and dirt and wiped her
mouth.

Slowly, shakily, she got to her feet,
stumbling a little and grabbing a small tree for support. She took
several shaky breaths, wincing again at her sore throat, and looked
around. Her clothes were torn to pieces. She spotted her glasses,
though, and picked them up, then headed back to the house.

It took her a few minutes to find it, of
course, and then she had the problem of how to get in without being
seen. Her parents were usually in the living room while the back
entrance was through the dining room. If she could slide in quietly
and get through the kitchen she could go up the back stairs without
being seen.

If not she'd have an awful lot of explaining
to do!

She got close and then drew back as she saw
figures moving in the kitchen. That was out. Her mind raced and
then she turned to the boathouse, scurrying across the open lawn.
The door was open and she slipped inside, relieved to find one of
her bathing suits there.

She put it on and came back out, then
hesitated. She was a mess, with twigs in her hair. She turned and
waded into the water, diving below the surface, then came back up
and waded back out. There was a towel in the boat house too. She
got it and dried the worst of her hair and body as she headed up to
the house.

She still hoped to get through the dining
room unnoticed, but her mother came out of the kitchen almost at
once.

“Lauren!? What on earth are you up to?” she
demanded.

“I uh.. just felt like a quick swim,” Lauren
gulped.

“With your sore throat? Are you insane? It
sounds worse now!”

“The water is warm, mom,” she said, heading
to the stairs.

“Swimming at night isn't safe, Lauren,” her
father said, “especially alone.”

If you only knew, she thought weakly.
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The sex was incredible, and addicting. But it
was wild and savage, and had no relationship to making love, nor
any kind of emotional connection. If that was how wolves mated,
well, it left something to be desired, she thought.

Even while disappointed, she knew she would
not be able to say no to more of the same. It made her body burn
too hotly with a wild, dark passion and searing pleasure that
rolled her mind.

But she hungered for something more. She just
wasn't sure what it was! She wanted the passion and lust and heat
and the torrents of pleasure but she wanted it with someone who was
a little more... human! At least someone who would talk to her!

And the events of the past week had changed
her perception about herself, and about sex and heat and pleasure.
Sex had always been a sort of grotty, uncomfortable, difficult
thing for Lauren, and not really something to be pursued. Oh,
closeness with a guy, romance, sure, but not sex, though of course,
she was resigned to it.

Not now. She was finding herself becoming
obsessed with sex and sexuality, with eroticism and heat and
passion. She thought of it constantly, even when she wasn't
occupying her hands by stroking and massaging her body.

She was... a hot, sexy, sexual animal of a
girl! She knew it for she'd seen it so strongly reflected in the
eyes and instincts, in the heat and passion of the male animals
who'd poured their lust over her!

Why not act the part?

Her previously demure attitude had also taken
a heavy hit given she'd been stripped naked and used and pawed and
stared at by half a dozen strange men in the last week, all
accompanied by an incredible rush of heat, excitement and
pleasure.

There was a club with a lot of dancing not
far from town, on the highway. It was a bit of a cowboy place, for
fake cowboys, given this was Pennsylvania, but she'd been there
before and it was, as one of her friends said, a bit of a flesh
pit.

She'd never gone by herself, but this time
she did. She wore another checked shirt tied together under her
breasts, short denim shorts and cowboy boots. She wasn't sure what
she was looking for, other than men, and not at all sure what kind
of man she wanted except... someone willing to at least think of
her as a person and not just a sexual animal, his... bitch.

And yet, at the same time, she knew what kind
of sex she wanted; rough, wild, with a man who would utterly
dominate her. She didn't think of it in such terms, but in the back
of her mind she knew what she was looking for.

The music pounded, and the crowds were a bit
unnerving. Someone grabbed her butt as she moved through them, but
she shrugged it off, which was a big change in itself. A week ago
she'd have squealed and turned bright red.

It didn't take long for someone to buy her a
drink and ask her to dance. In fact, she found herself quickly
surrounded by men, all with hungry eyes, and white teeth! She
danced almost without stop, moving from one to the next, giggling
and laughing, getting pawed and groped frequently, but not minding
that at all amid the crowd.

She felt a growing sense of smugness, her ego
flattered repeatedly by all the men paying her so much eager
attention. Most of them were older than her, some by a considerable
amount, but that didn't bother her at all. Wasn't it better to have
real men panting after her than boys? Anyone could get boys
aroused, after all!

Of course, she was becoming aroused herself.
The more her warm breasts were pressed against a male chest, the
more male eyes roamed her and the more male hands found their way
casually, discretely or not onto her bottom or up under her
breasts, the more breathless and excited she became.

And she knew, in moments of awareness, that
she was being influenced by that excitement as if by alcohol, her
judgment becoming more and more... impaired.

That was how she came to be in the back of a
car with Jake, as it headed up the highway to another club. She
could hardly remember the name of the guy in the drivers seat, or
his blonde girlfriend, nor did she care. Jake's lips were all over
hers, and his hands were mauling her throbbing breasts!

A heady brew of sensation and excitement was
swirling in her mind, and she was starting to think anxiously of
how she could get him alone to get at his cock, when they pulled
into a brightly lit parking lot and got out.

She stumbled out, gasping, Jake's arm around
her. He'd been drinking a lot more than her, she knew, and was
laughing and grinning and groping her bottom every chance he
got.

It was.... a strip club. It was the Hayloft,
she realized with some shock, as the four went inside. She'd never
been there, of course. But now she found herself fascinated as she
looked at the girl dancing and spinning around the pole up on
stage.

She was wearing nothing but a G-string as she
twisted and turned, and Lauren gaped at her, pulled stumbling along
by Jake's hand gripping hers. There was a huge crowd present, so
that it was standing room only.

They gathered around a high round 'table'
which was built into one of the roof support beams. Jake nuzzled
her neck from behind, his hands sliding around her waist to caress
her belly, then pushing up to grope her breasts even as she tried
to drink. That made her spill beer on her chest, and she gasped in
alarm.

“Don't worry, baby, we'll get you cleaned
off,” Jake said.

.Before she realized his intent he had untied
the top sides of her shirt, and opened it to wring the bunched up
fabric out! That exposed her bare breasts to the other couple at
the table, and any man passing by, of which there were more than a
few.

She squealed in alarm, but despite the
embarrassment a rush of heat spread through her at the eager
eyes!

“Nice tits, baby!” his friend exclaimed with
a laugh.

She blushed and pulled her top closed
again.

“You should go up on stage,” Jake said. “It's
amateur night, you know.”

“Oh I couldn't!” she gasped.

But the idea was horribly attractive,
suddenly! The thought of dancing around naked in front of all those
guys was awfully embarrassing, but the wild, dark heat which swept
through her on the thought almost took her breath away!

“I'm going to,” Ginnian, the other girl
said.

“You're kidding!” Lauren gasped.

“It's fun. I've done it before,” she said,
shaking out her blonde hair. “I don't know anyone here anyway.”

Lauren said no, but they kept teasing her and
pushing her to, and Jake kept groping her, which was embarrassing
in front of other people but also a wild turn-on. And a man got on
stage calling for those who wanted to join their 'contest' which
awarded five hundred dollars to the best dancer.

Jake and Bob, the other guy, pushed her, and
Ginnian grabbed her arm and half dragged her, and suddenly she was
in a group of other girls going up stairs and behind a curtain! Her
heart was in her throat and her eyes were rolling wildly, trying to
find a way out, despite how hot the idea was.

Each girl only got a couple of minutes,
though, and before she could settle her wildly churning stomach and
pounding heart, she was being pushed out onto the stage! A part of
her was horrified to have so many people staring at her, but her
insides were thrumming with sexual electricity and her chest was so
tight she could hardly breath!

And now... now she was on stage! And they
were all looking at her expectantly as music began to play, and
what else could she do but start to dance!? She started slowly,
anxious, face scarlet, but then half stumbled forward to grip the
pole for support, and started to do what she'd seen the other girls
doing.

She gripped the pole in both hands and ground
herself against it as she stared out at the crowd, and her lower
belly began to throb wildly as her thighs pushed forward, grinding
her sex into the hard, cool metal! She turned and twisted so her
back was to the pole now, grinding her hips, rolling them, arching
her back and trying to look sexy.

But she felt a terrible building pressure!
She had to start undressing or people would start booing! The
quickest and easiest thing to do was to undo the front of her
blouse, so she did that, still rolling her hips and swaying in time
to the music. She pulled the sides slowly apart, then bared her
breasts to a wild jolt of energy!

The crowd of men hooted appreciatively, and
she felt another surge of wild heat and excitement, sliding the
shirt back over her shoulders, feeling an incredible sense of
something like disbelief that she was dancing around topless in
front of a crowd of men at a strip club!

She tossed her hair and turned and twisted,
then dared to swing around the pole, feeling more and more
exhilarated at being topless in front of them all! And more and
more aroused! She kicked off her cowboy boots, not without effort,
then undid her cutoffs, thanking God she had worn panties!

She opened the zipper, then shimmied her
body, rolling her hips, letting them slowly slide over her hips and
drop down her legs. Another wild jolt of heat struck her as she
turned and rolled her hips, grinding her bare bottom back at them,
heat burning her up from the inside as she jammed herself against
the pole and ground herself up and down!

The heat became feverish, and she couldn't
stop! She peeled her thong down and off to tremendous applause,
half forgetting most of the girls only stripped to their thongs or
G-strings, and then danced wildly, turning and and grasping the
pole, then bending forward, pushing her bottom out at them and
grinding herself back to wild applause.

And wasn't her time up yet, she thought
dazedly. She turned, gripping the pole against her chest, pressing
herself against it, her thighs half wrapping around it as she
ground her swollen pussy up and down it and squeezed her breasts
together around it!

She was going to climax right there on stage
if she didn't stop, she thought helplessly.

Luckily, the man came out and the music
stopped, and she stumbled back behind the stage to great applause,
then forgot and had to grab her clothes, which involved a lot of
bending over – and more applause, before she could stagger back
stage to let the next contestant out.

Some of the women weren't very happy with her
since she'd sort of upstaged them by stripping completely, but she
was too breathless and too excited to care. She put her clothes on
reluctantly, though she'd lost her thong somewhere, and forgot to
zip up or button up her cutoffs as she pulled the shirt together
over her breasts.

A few of the other contestants now stripped
completely, too, which pleased the audience, but in the end, it was
Lauren who walked away with the prize money, which made her squeal
with delight.

It didn't make Ginnian very happy, though.
She was one of those who were annoyed she'd stripped completely,
upstaging her, and she got sulky and called her a slut. Bob tried
to calm her down which only made her turn on him too and then walk
out in a huff.

Lauren felt bad about that, which was half
way why she didn't object when they were out in the parking lot
later and Bob started groping her while Jake was kissing and
feeling her up. Jake seemed not to mind, and even gripped her hair
to turn her face towards Bob so he could kiss her to.

Before she knew it her blouse was open and
off and her shorts were down, and she was bending over, sucking
Bob's cock while Jake thrust into her from behind. She was too far
gone by then to say no to anything, and the guys took turns turning
her around, laughing and high fiving each other as they rammed into
her.

She sat in the back of the car, after, with
Jake, while Bob drove. She was still naked, and Jake was amusing
himself and Bob by fingering her and making her come repeatedly.
That turned them both on enough that Jake fucked her again, then
Bob stopped the car and traded places.

He fingered her to climaxes, as well, then he
fucked her as Jake drove and called encouragement. It was wild and
it was breathless, and it was dark and steamy and nasty and Lauren
was as out of control as if she'd been tied up, forced to do
whatever they wanted by her own dark lust and heat.

*

She woke up the next day, horny, as ever,
masturbated, then showered and masturbated again. Afterward, she
was in her room trying on clothes, and casting aside a lot of them
since they just didn't look at all sexy. In fact, they looked
incredibly dull and boring! Why didn't she have any sexy clothes?
The best she had were ones she'd stopped wearing because she'd
outgrown them. These, at least, were figure flattering and not
bulky.

She wasn't feeling especially happy about the
previous night, at least, how Bob and Jake had treated her. They'd
stopped talking to her once they were in the parking lot and had
mostly just talked about her to each other as they fucked her
then.

The hottest memory wasn't sex with them but
herself naked on stage, prancing and dancing and grinding away as
all those men watched and lusted after her! That had been an
incredible turn-on!

Of course, it had been wrong, too, and
dangerous. What if someone she know had seen her!? God, her parents
would kill her! Even so, she was horribly tempted to go back!

Her phone rang, and she picked it up, gazing
at herself in disapproval in the mirror.

“Hello?”

“It's Luke.”

her breath caught in her throat, and just
like that, her heart started to beat faster.

“Uhm uh...”

“I'm downstairs on your deck. Come and let me
in.”

Her pulse suddenly started racing and she was
lost for words, so it was a good thing he hung up. She ran to the
window and peered out, seeing him standing there looking out at the
river. He started to turn and she ducked back, then tore off the
old ugly blouse she'd been examining and grabbed a tank top,
yanking it on and doing it up behind her.

She wasn't wearing anything below the waist,
so grabbed the pair of jeans she'd worn the other night and slid
them on, doing up the belt as she hurried to the stairs. Her
insides were suddenly thrumming with energy and anticipation even
as she tried to damp it down.

She slid the french door open and stepped
back timidly. He was so... big!

Actually, she realized, as he stepped
through, he wasn't as big as Adam. But he had a presence which made
him seem big! He wasn't small either, of course. He was a head
taller than her, and strong enough he'd easily beaten up Adam,
well, while they were wolves anyway.

He was old, though, in his thirties, though
darkly handsome with a rugged looking face, square cut jaw and hard
eyes.

Those eyes looked at her now and she felt
like a mouse before a cat.

“So,” he said, folding his arms across his
chest.

Lauren gulped and looked back nervously,
trying to fight the way her breath caught in her throat.

“How are you feeling?”

“O-Okay,” she gulped.

“Your heart is pounding and your pulse is
racing.”

She stared at him blankly.

“I can hear them,” he said.

Her face was already flushed, but now it
heated further.

“You realize that kind of thing is very...
attractive to a predator? It calls to our instincts.”

He walked past her and looked around.

“Nice place,” he said, turning back to her.
“So Adam showed up the other day. How do you feel now?”

“I-I... uhm...”

He reached out with blinding speed, but his
touch was very light as his finger pressed against her lips.

“No, don't consider what you should tell me.
I want to know exactly how you feel, both physically and
emotionally. I want absolute truth. And, by the way, I'll be able
to tell if you lie.”

“Y-You will?”

“Especially when someone like you lies,” he
said with a snort. “You don't have a lot of control over
yourself.”

She felt irked at that, since she used to
pride herself on her self control.

“I'm okay. I mean, a bit sore.”

“And horny.”

She flushed. “Well, yes.”

“I can tell.”

“How can you – .”

He tapped his nose and she frowned, then
blushed even more hotly.

“How was yesterday? Were you more in
control?”

She made a face. “Not really. I wanted more.
I mean, not more of Adam. I wanted more... more... sex but... not
just sex.”

His eyebrows raised enquiringly.

“I mean, Adam doesn't even talk! All he does
is grab me, tear my clothes off and fuck me!”

“I told you he wasn't your boyfriend, just a
hungry, horny animal.”

“I know but... well, he's human too, isn't
he!?”

“Yes, most times. But when his instincts take
over much of the humanity fades. It'll be like that for a few
years. Then he'll gain better control and be something like normal
around women. Until then, I wouldn't expect a lot of conversation
when he's turned on.”

“He could at least say hi!” she flared.

He grinned and shrugged.

“I still feel... hot all the time. My skin
feels super sensitive, and I'm always thinking about sex. I'm
like... like... addicted, like you said!”

“I'm sure you won't have any problem getting
some of the local boys to satisfy that addiction.”

“Oh sure. Yeah! I can turn into a girl
everyone calls names! I mean, I'm hot all the time, but when I get
worked up, I have absolutely no self-control. None! I'm literally a
bitch in heat! I went out last night to dance and... let's just say
I'm glad those guys don't know my name or my friends because my
name would be mud!”

He shrugged. “But you enjoyed yourself?”

“If you mean I came like a whore, sure! But
it was even more empty than with Adam! I mean, those guys treated
me like a slut and called me a slut! At least Adam just treats me
like an animal!”

“Humans treat sex different than wolves,” he
said. “We accept it as normal and enjoyable. We don't judge how
often you do it or how many you do it with. Pleasure is a gift, and
someone who gives pleasure is not to be mocked or insulted.”

She dropped her eyes. “The thing is... the
thing is a part of me... got really hot at the way they treated me,
at the insults and... and how rough they were.”

“Ah?”

She raised her eyes, face red. “And it's your
fault! You and Adam! You both tied me up before you... did stuff to
me! Adam tied me up every time! You know what that does to my
head!?”

“Not really. We teach them to tie the girls
up.”

She stared at him in surprise.

“When they're new and young they lack
self-control, as I said. “A girl flailing away at them might rouse
them to anger or to a violent response, especially if she tries to
pull away. You know what happens when two dogs are mating and the
female tries to pull away? The male dog bites her on the neck. We
don't want that happening to humans.”

“You keep talking about humans as if you're
not human.”

“We're humans plus wolves. It's a strange and
difficult combination. We have the intelligence of humans but often
the instincts of wolves. It can be hard to overcome those
instincts.”

“Well I have instincts too! And you guys
addicted me to rough sex and bondage! No way a guy my own age is
going to be into that!”

He laughed in amusement and she flushed.

“I mean, he'll do it and probably enjoy it
but then he'll tell everybody about what a wild, kinky slut I
am!”

“Human females have instincts that are not a
lot different than wolves, if weaker,” he said. “They look for a
big, strong, masterful man who will be a provider and hunter, as in
the old days, and protect they and their children. Nowadays that's
of limited utility, of course, but womens instincts haven't
changed.”

“I don't understand.”

“Adam, or me, for that matter, are attractive
to you because we're big, strong, powerful, dominant males. That
calls to your instincts. And as you say, he and I have tied you up
on several occasions and then given you a great deal of pleasure.
Your body and mind have reacted to that to reinforce your sexual
arousal at the thought of a big strong male dominating you.”

“Are you some kind of shrink?”

“Perish the thought. But I do have to know
quite a lot about the instincts and emotions driving my pack. In
any event, given what's been done you, and your own instincts, I'm
not surprised you want more of the same. And, there might well have
been an interest in you before that, something you suppressed or
didn't explore. A lot of women get turned on at being tied up,
after all.”

“So what am I supposed to do!?”

“Well, as I said, your brain will soon begin
to cope with the overly intense sensations your body is sending it.
That will ease your … arousal, somewhat. But let's face it, you've
had very intense sexual encounters and liked them. Why wouldn't you
want more? You're going to college?”

“In the fall.”

“You'll find, I'm sure, a lot of men who
would be delighted to give you what you want there, and can
probably search for them with considerably more anonymity.”

“And what do I do for the next two
months?”

“Well, I'm sure Adam can be convinced to come
and.. visit you from time to time.”

She snorted unhappily.

“Tell you what... take your clothes off.”

She felt a jolt of emotion and her face
heated again.

“W-Why?”

He grinned and then his face shifted into a
stern frown.

“Because I said so,” he said, his voice
hardening.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


A part of her realized he was doing
something, making a point, perhaps, or demonstrating something, but
she felt her heart rate pick up and stared at him uncertainly,

He reached out and hooked a finger into the
top of her belt to tug her forward. She stood, frozen, as he
unbuckled the thin belt, then pulled it from the loops of her jeans
and doubled it in his hand.

He slapped the doubled up belt against the
palm of his other hand.

“Strip,” he barked.

She gasped, then her fingers fumbled at her
top, reaching behind and undoing it. She blushed as she pulled it
froward over her shoulders, baring her breasts. Her nipples were
already tingling as she undid her jeans and slid them down and off,
then stood there, feeling shaky.

“Hands behind your neck,” he barked.

She gaped at him, then obeyed as he raised
the belt threateningly.

He moved slowly around her and then brought
the belt slapping down against her bottom!

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Back straight! Feet apart on the floor,” he
growled.

She hurriedly obeyed, pulse racing, as he
slowly circled her. He stopped before her and let the belt dangle
from his fist, then swung it in to slap lightly and repeatedly
against her naked sex.

“Are you going to be a good little bitch?” he
growled.

She was still gaping, still shocked, still at
a loss as to how to react! He reached out swiftly, his big hand
wrapping around her throat and tightening.

Lauren squeaked and grabbed his wrist, but it
was like holding iron under a thin coating of leather!

“Answer me, female!”

“Y-Yes!” she squeaked.

“Yes, sir,” he barked.

“Yes, sir!”

“Put your hands behind your head again!”

She had no real choice but to obey. She
certainly wasn't able to get his hand off her throat! At least she
could breath, though he squeezed softly on her throat.

“When I tell you to do something, you do it!
You don't stop doing it until I tell you to change. Do you
understand?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped, heart pounding.

He palmed her sex, and she cried out
helplessly, heat rushing through her as he massaged her
lightly.

“Do you want a cock inside you, female?” he
asked.

She shuddered, hips already starting to jerk
and spasm.

“Y-Yes!” she whimpered.

He slid a finger up and down the line of her
sex, then pushed it inside and curled it upwards, using it pull her
forward a few inches.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“Elbows back, chest out,” he barked.

She gasped, her chest rising and falling more
rapidly, her insides churning. She forced her shoulders back, her
chest out, as he ran his other hand slowly up her body, following
its curves and contours. She moaned as his hand caressed her breast
and his fingers rolled her nipple.

“Get down on your hands and knees.”

She felt another jolt as she fell to her
knees, then fell down onto all fours, the heat rolling up through
her body now as he stood over her.

“On your elbows,” he ordered.

She sank down to her elbows, rolling her eyes
up at him.

“Lower,” he said softly.

She groaned, laying her chest on the floor,
in the same way that Adam seemed to like it, starting to spread her
legs apart.

“Yes, a favorite position,” he said. “I see
you know it. But you have it down wrong. Draw your belly in tighter
against your thighs and spread your arms out to the sides. Complete
submission and openness to the male who is going to use you,” he
said.

Lauren's mind flinched somewhat at the words,
but at the same time, more heat rushed over her as she assumed the
position he wanted her to take.

“Do you want a cock inside you?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“You'll have to pay for it.”

She blinked in disappointment and
uncertainty, wondering if he meant money.

“Pull your knees together and reach back to
wrap your arms around your thighs.”

She grunted as she moved to obey, turning her
head to the side as she drew her legs in tight and held herself in
position.

“That's right. Don't move.”

He swung the belt down and she cried out as
it cracked across her buttocks! It stung hotly!

“Oh!”

“Alpha wolves demand complete obedience,” he
said.

Crack! The belt snapped down across
her upraised bottom a second time, leaving a stinging line of pain
and then heat.

“Ow!”

“They dominate by instinct.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“And by inclination.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Please what?”

“Please, sir!” she cried.

“You have a very lovely bottom, girl.”

Crack!

“Oww! Oh! Please, sir!”

“A very shapely bottom.”

Crack!

“Oww!”

She jerked sharply, her bottom aching now,
the lines of heat the belt had left behind merging and turning her
skin a darker shade of pink, leaving behind the heat from the sharp
sting of the blows!

“Are you going to be an obedient little
bitch?”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Let me hear you say it aloud.”

“I'll be an obedient little bitch, sir!” she
cried.

Crack!

“Ow!” she cried, voice breaking.

“And what if it pleases me to strap your
lovely bottom all morning?” he demanded.

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Please what?”

“Please, sir!” she sobbed, the pain mounting
to the point tears were starting to fill her eyes.

Crack!

“Are you going to hold your position the way
I ordered you to?”

“Yes, sir!” she cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She shuddered and moaned, her mind wrapped in
a dark fog of heat and lust even as the belt snapped down across
her bare bottom to sting and burn! She knew she was sopping wet,
though. She could feel it! She was still burning on the inside a
lot more than the skin of her bottom was!

“Nothing in life comes free,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Including pleasure.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“If you have to pay for something, you aren't
quite as attracted to it.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Lauren cried out at each blow, then began to
sob, the pain sharp and jagged as her bottom flared with heat!

“Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“It takes on a harsher edge, an edge of
reality.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“This has an effect on your mind.”

Crack! Crack!

She held still, trembling and sobbing as her
swung the belt down repeatedly, her bottom flaring and aching as
the belt swept down across it. Her arms remained locked tightly
around her thighs, though, hardly a thought of moving in her mind
despite pain.

And then the next blow didn't fall! She was
still sobbing, still trembling, but felt a rush of hope, then
relief as the belt still didn't fall!

“Back onto all fours,” he barked.

Moaning, she uncurled and raised herself up
onto her hands and knees. He bent over and slipped the belt over
her head, then slid the end through the buckle and pulled it tight
around her throat. He loosened it a little, then did something so
he could buckle it, pulling it tight once more.

“Come,” he ordered, tugging on the belt as if
it were a leash.

Lauren stumbled across the floor to the door,
then out onto the deck as he pulled her along. He led her down the
stairs, still crawling, out onto the grass, which was mercifully
easier on her sore knees.

She gasped as she saw someone there and
started to jerk back, but Luke pulled at the belt and she stumbled
forward even as she recognized Adam!

He looked at her with lust filling his face,
his fingers trembling.

Luke looked at him.

“Strip,” he ordered.

Adam didn't have to be told twice! He tore
his clothes off until he was standing there naked, his entire body
quivering with tension, his cock hard and thrusting forward.

“So,” Luke said. “Do you want this
female?”

“Yes!” Adam growled.

“Who owns the females of this pack,
Adam?”

Adam dropped his eyes. “You do, Luke.”

“Who says who gets to use them?”

“You do, Luke.”

Lauren gasped as she felt a sudden jerk on
the belt, falling forward onto her elbows. Luke pressed his foot
down between her shoulder blades then, to force her chest to the
ground.

“Hands behind your back, female,” he
ordered.

Trembling, moaning, Lauren obeyed, and Luke
knelt, gripping her wrists and pulling them across to grip the
opposite elbows. There was a pause, then she felt something, rope,
she thought being wound around her forearms to bind them
together!

Heat burned within her as Adam's eyes bored
into her, as his powerful chest rose and fell. She stared at him
breathlessly, moaning low in her throat while Luke tied her
tightly, then she cried out as he gripped her by the hair and
roughly yanked her back up onto her knees!

“Kneel, legs spread, bitch”

She gasped and moaned as she obeyed, facing
Adam.

“On your knees, boy”

Adam dropped to his knees in front of
her.

“Adam, this is Lauren. Say her name,” he
ordered.

“Lauren,” Adam said in a shaky voice.

Luke knelt behind her, pulling back on her
hair to force her chest out, and Adam's hands jerked up.

“Still!” Luke barked

Adam dropped his arms, face flushed, staring
at her breasts hungrily, making her hunger in turn!

She moaned as Luke's hand caressed her
breasts and plucked at her nipples.

“This is a bitch in heat, and she longs to be
mounted,” Luke said. “Would you like to mount her, Adam?”

“Y-Yes!” Adam exclaimed.

Luke's hand slid slowly down her belly and
abdomen, then squeezed her softly between the legs. Lauren cried
out, hips bucking out helplessly as heat seared her!

“Maybe I'll take her myself,” Luke said.
“She's a luscious morsel of female flesh.”

He jerked roughly on Lauren's hair and she
cried out as he forced her head further back, then leaned in, his
teeth against her throat.

“Don't!' Adam exclaimed.

“Why not? Don't I get to claim any female I
want? Do you think you're ready to fight me for her, cub?”

Adam glared at him angrily, trembling, then
slowly dropped his eyes.

“Or you could ask her, I suppose,” Luke
said.

Adam raised his eyes, confusion written on
his face.

“Like you would if you were human, boy.”

Adam frowned, then pulled his eyes from her
body to her face

“I want to … I want to mount you to ride you,
to – ,”

“Her name, boy.”

He sucked in a deep breath. “I want to mount
you and ride you, Lauren!”

“That's not a question, boy. Ask her if she
wants you inside her.”

“D-Do you want me inside you, Lauren?” he
gulped.

“Yes!” she gasped.

She wanted someone inside her!

“On your hands and knees, boy,” Luke
ordered.

Adam dropped onto his hands and knees, and
Luke slid his hand up from her groin.

“Use your mouth. Dominate her with that
first.”

Adam growled and dropped to his elbows,
moving forward until he could stick his mouth between her legs.

Lauren cried out, trembling hips bucking as
his tongue raced across her skin, lapping furiously, impossibly
hard and fast! Her hips jerked frantically, and an orgasm tore
through her that made her cry out loud again and again!

His tongue never stopped! It raced up and
down against her, and thrust impossibly deep inside her! His lips
sucked furiously, drawing her to another orgasm, and then another,
and another! All the while Luke held her tightly by the hair and
bound arms as she thrashed and shook and trembled and sobbed in
wild, animal pleasure!

“Rise on your knees,” Luke ordered.

Gasping, trembling, Adam obeyed.

“Ask again if she wants you inside her.”

“Do you want me inside you, L-Lauren?” he
gasped.

“Yes! Yes! God, yes!” she sobbed.

Luke jerked her around by the hair, throwing
her forward on her face then slapping her bottom and then jerking
her hips up high.

“Spread your legs!” he barked, slapping her
again.

Lauren shuddered and moaned, feeling her
insides burning and pulsing with need!

“You want Adam to fuck you girl?”

“Yes!”

Crack!

“Yes what?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, Adam!”

Luke released her and Adam jumped atop her.
He sank into her and she shuddered in pleasure, shifting her knees
further apart, a sense of warmth and satisfaction flooding her mind
and body. She groaned aloud as he pushed deeper and deeper, then
started to grind himself against her.

“You like that, bitch?” Luke asked.

“Yes! Oh, yes!” she panted.

“I thought you might.”

Adam started to thrust, but slowly and
steadily, not like a wild animal. He wasn't gentle, though, and
reached down to grip her bound forearms, jerking them up and back,
which lifted her chest and head off the ground.

His other hand gripped her hair, jerking it
back, which stung her but also aroused her further. Then he started
to ride her hard and fast, and Lauren's mind dissolved under the
raw animal heat and passion which began to wash over her.

She hung, slack jawed, in his grip, eyes
slitted, jaw agape, gasping and panting for breath, moaning and
crying out as the pleasure spiked and eased, spiked and eased, and
spiked again, utterly submissive to the man riding her, glorying in
the hard, rough use and the dark, steaming pleasure it brought.

Only after bringing her many times to orgasm
did Adam flip her over and enter her again, laying atop her,
kissing her roughly, passionately, his tongue swirling and dueling
with her own as his hips rose and fell with relentless speed and
power.

Unlike before he didn't leave her sprawled
naked on the lawn, however, gathering her up in his arms and
carrying her back inside with Luke supervising

And promising to come back the next day for
more.

*

He came every morning for weeks. The first
dozen ties or so Luke came too, supervising and helping to control
him. Each time he strapped her bottom until it burned and she was
sobbing. Then he made her scream with pleasure as he drove her out
of his mind with his hard, steady, pounding use.

Lauren wasn't sure if she was learning any
sort of control along the way, though. In fact, she was starting to
get turned on just at the prospect of the strapping!

But she did learn to control herself the rest
of the day, and her need to touch and fondle herself eased as the
weeks sped past. She was still a much more sexual girl than she had
been on meeting Adam, though, far and away more sexual, in
fact.

And she couldn't say no to sex. From anyone.
While Adam came to her each morning, Others of the pack sometimes
showed up in the evenings or late afternoons, and once it was the
black man, whose name she didn't even know, who caught her outside,
tore her clothes from her, and rode her to screaming orgasm.

Nor could she say no to regular guys. Why say
no to sex when sex was so wonderful!? Of course, it wasn't as good
with them as it was with the werewolves. They couldn't quite bring
themselves to use her the same way, nor did they have the stamina
or... equipment.

She was starting to get a reputation when,
thankfully, she left for college. As Luke had suggested, it wasn't
hard to find guys who wanted to have sex with her there. And in the
anonymity of being far from home she was able to work part time as
a stripper at a very stylish club. She didn't do it for the money,
of course, but the money was amazing.

So was the raw heat!

She ran through dozens of 'boys' at school
before progressing to older men who had darker tastes. They didn't
mind using her roughly, but their attitudes were much like Adam.
She was just a body to use and take pleasure in.

Finally, almost by accident, she ran into
Collin, who was a simply enormous football player who made her feel
small and helpless just by standing still. He was an oddity in that
he was submissive to her! He had a hopeless crush on her and would
do just about anything she told him!

It took some time, but after enough
demonstrations of how much she liked it, his behavior in bed got
considerably rougher and domineering. He learned to enjoy spanking
her and tormenting her by fingering her to the edge of orgasm again
and again, only to back off and make her beg for more.

Only when she was babbling and incoherent
would he pound her like she needed, and drive her screaming over
the edge, again and again.

Her classmates would have been astounded,
since she presented the image of the studious, professional, and
earnest young history student during class time. She didn't dress
as dully as she used to, but she didn't feel the need to show
herself off as much. That need was taken care of at the club.

And so she learned to cope with the intense
animal hunger the werewolves had given her, to adapt, and to live
with what had become an addiction. She never considered trying to
kick her 'habit' though, for it brought endless thrills and passion
to her life.

And there was still the werewolves, still
waiting at home, still a dark hunger and need in the back of her
mind she knew would eventually have to be met...

She was still a bitch, after all, a bitch in
heat, and always would be.

 


END
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