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Cora wondered
about her new job. She belonged to a babysitting agency, so they
would call and she would go and do the work. The money wasn’t quite
as good as if she did it all herself, but she figured the hassle
saved by not having to pound the pavement herself was worth it.

She was a bit
older than the average babysitter, being in college and all. But
that, too, gave her an advantage: she was out of school usually a
full month before the high schoolers. She knew she sniped a lot of
jobs that way. Her GPS told her to take a left down the next
residential street, so she did.

The first thing
she noticed was the canopy of trees lining the road on both sides.
It was like driving through a tunnel roofed by leaves and
branches.

An online map
check earlier told her it would be the sixth house on the right.
Cora counted them and pulled into the driveway.

A glance in the
mirror told her that her makeup was fine, and wouldn’t need any
touching up. New jobs were always the worst. What did she wear to a
new one? Sometimes, the parents liked a conservative babysitter.
Cora didn’t really like them.

She liked the
ones who wanted a little bit (or more) of skin. These were usually
older guys, often single parents. The shorter her skirt or shorts,
the more they seemed to tip her.

This time, her
boss had told her it was another single guy in desperate need of a
babysitter. Cora had jumped at it, sensing the possibility for a
much larger tip. A desperate only-parent man was like a perfect
storm.

Opening the car
door and stepping out, Cora made sure there were no wrinkles in the
low-cut shirt she had on. The side mirror, after a slight
adjustment, gave her a good view of her butt. The pair of shorts
she had on were indeed quite short, as well as tight. A man would
have to be gay not to try and steal a glance at those cheeks.

She grabbed her
babysitting gear from the trunk and then walked up to the door,
pressing the doorbell.

It was then
that she noticed that all the windows were barred, even the ones up
on the second floor. She frowned as she looked at the houses around
that one. None of them seemed to have bars, so it couldn’t be a
high crime neighbourhood or anything.

Her searching
of the street grew so intense that she didn’t notice the door
open.

“The
babysitter, I presume?”

Cora yelped,
jumping and spinning to face the noise. She found herself
face-to-face with a man, probably in his late thirties or slightly
older. He was tall, and the half-cocked grin at one corner of his
mouth gave him a roguish aspect as he directed his sharp eyes at
her.

She only had to
wait a moment for his eyes to quickly glance her up and down.
Good, Cora thought. Getting checked out right away was
always a good sign for a large tip.

Smiling, she
held out her hand, “Hi, I’m Cora, your babysitter.”

His handshake
was firm, and his skin felt almost hot against hers. Despite her
agreement with herself to never actually get into the flirting,
Cora felt herself blush. There was something different about him,
something that reminded her of a wild animal. There was a hint of
danger floating around him that remained nameless.

“Leo,” he
replied, “Your boss for the night. Come on in.”

Leo turned and
walked into the house. Cora followed, taking a moment to kick her
shoes off by the door

It seemed like
a nice place. This Leo character seemed pretty well off. There were
digital photo frames, several flatscreen TVs, and some comfy (and
expensive) looking furniture.

In the living
room, they found Leo’s son. He was busily shooting at aliens, the
buttons on the controller in his hand clicking softly as he pressed
them. Leo patted him on the head, messing up his hair. The son
looked like the father, though he had an irritated look on his face
at the interruption.

“Stan, this is
Cora. She’ll be keeping an eye on your while I’m out tonight.”

Stan paused the
game and turned to face them. He looked angry, then. “You said you
had it under control!”

Cora frowned.
She didn’t like complications. Just what was it Leo had to do so
desperately, anyway?

“Not on a full
moon, not quite, anyway. You know what might happen,” Leo
replied.

They stared at
each other for a moment, Cora looking from one to the other.

“Where can I
put this?” Cora said, holding up the small case with her
babysitting supplies.

Leo didn’t
break eye contact with his son for a few more seconds before
looking at her. “Oh, anywhere’s fine.”

She wanted to
make sure he was thinking about her, and how much he wanted to hire
her again. Cora walked over to the coffee table. She bent over
slowly as she placed the case down. Carefully looking behind her,
she felt her heart jump as she saw Leo check her out.

This one’s
in the bag, she thought, straightening up.

“Is there some
sort of emergency going on I should know about?” She asked.

Leo’s eyes
narrowed as he continued looking at her. “No, I just need to run
out tonight. I thought I had a handle on a situation, but it turns
out I don’t. Hence hiring you.”

Testy
much? Cora thought.

Not much later,
Leo left. Pretty much as soon as it got dark, he was out the door.
He’d changed into light-fitting clothes, and he seemed flushed and
in a hurry. She’d seen the size of his member as it pressed against
the fabric of his jogging pants, and she felt herself get wet. Yes,
working for Leo was going to be nice, she figured.

Young Stan
seemed intent on staying in his room. Cora actually wasn’t even
certain why she was there. The boy had practically put himself to
bed, leaving her the run of the house. Leo had been adamant about
locking the door, but she hadn’t bothered. He just seemed a little
uptight. With all the bars on the windows, no crook would even give
the place a second look anyway.

Flipping
through the channels, she noticed that Leo had the full package.
She stopped on some porn. There was something mesmerizing about
watching a big, hard cock slam in and out of a wet pussy. From the
way the skin moved on the guy’s cock, she knew the woman was nice
and tight around him.

It wasn’t long
before Cora wanted to relieve the pressure building up inside her.
She starting rubbing herself through her shorts. Grabbing the back
of the couch for support, she moaned. The image of Leo’s cock
pressing up against his pants arose in her mind. In her fantasy,
the pants pulled slowly down to reveal his member, all stiff for
her...

Then something
growled outside. Cora felt herself grow cold, as though her heart
pumped ice water, as she realized the growl had come from the front
door. The front door she hadn’t bothered to lock.

Leaping to her
feet, she ran for the door. Maybe, she figured, she could lock it.
Part of her mind wondered what her panic was for. If it was an
animal, it wouldn’t be able to turn the door handle.

But that same
sense of danger she’d felt around Leo had returned, and something
inside her told her that if she wanted to live, she needed to lock
that door.

There it was,
only a few steps ahead of her. She reached, stretching out her
fingers to grab the little lever to slam the deadbolt home.

But the door
burst open first.

Cora screamed.
It was Leo. He fell down onto his hands and knees, shirtless.

“Help... Me...”
he said.

She grabbed his
hand and pulled him up onto his knees. His eyes had turned yellow;
he shook with pain as his body seemed to shift. The hand she held
grew long claws, sprouting course fur. Cora screamed again, trying
to pull away, but the grip Leo had on her was too powerful.

“Help...” he
said again. His voice was a deep, pained growl.

But his face
was no longer human. It had a long snout, and looked alarmingly
wolf-like. Hunger and hatred flashed in his eyes as he looked at
her.

Then he shook
his head, and his snout got shorter. Slowly, he became a man again.
Cora wanted to get out while she could, but still he held her by
the wrist.

“You... Didn’t
lock the door... Please, I need something to concentrate on... to
stop the... transformation...” Leo said.

“What?” Cora
said, looking around for anything that might serve, that might get
her away from him. She also wanted to help, but she just didn’t
know how.

Leo yanked on
her wrist, pulling her down so that she knelt in front of him. He
grabbed her around the waist and pulled her body to his. She didn’t
even know what was happening until she felt his lips on her neck.
His teeth felt so sharp as he left a trail of sloppy kisses on her
flesh.

His mouth moved
down to her chest, then to her cleavage. She pushed at his
shoulders, trying to free herself.

“Leo!” she
said.

Her nipples
started perking from all the attention her breasts were getting.
She breathed deeply as the heat she’d felt while watching the sex
on TV returned. She understood, then: fucking her would give him
other sensations to concentrate on, allowing him to remain in human
form.

Stretching one
hand behind Leo, she managed to catch the edge of the front door
and swing it shut. Then he pushed her to the floor. Cora wrapped
her legs around him, moaning as she felt the hardness of his cock
press against her pussy.

Putting her
hands around his body, she could feel as flesh tried to shift to
the monster. Bones and muscles moved, reshaped under her fingers.
His kisses became more intense when he went through those
episodes.

 

The
transformations started winning out. Cora felt the points of fangs
against her flesh. She looked down at him as he nuzzled her breasts
through her shirt, saw his eyes become yellow.

Acting quickly,
she pulled her shirt off. Leo pulled her bra down, exposing her
hard nipples. He started suckling them, grinding his stiff shaft
even harder against her. She welcomed it, moaning his name as she
felt his tongue encircle her puckered flesh.

It worked. His
ears became less pointy, and his muscles shifted back to their
regular shape and position. She arched her neck as he groaned,
sending the vibrations into her breast.

She wanted to
free his cock from his pants, wanted to rip off her shorts. The
feeling of heat and wetness grew so intense that she felt shivers
move up her spine. Cora had never been with a man so quickly after
meeting him before. She’d never felt so intense a need before,
either. He needed her body, needed it on a primal level to stay who
he was. At that moment, his desire, his necessity, was the most
powerful aphrodisiac Cora had ever experienced.

Digging her
nails into his back, she ran them up his flesh. He arched his head
back, squeezing his eyes shut at the pain. The head of his cock
throbbed against her pussy. The moan he let out was low and
guttural, and had an inhuman quality to it.

“Is that good?”
She asked him.

“Yes...” he
said.

Then his body
threatened to shift again. The muscles moved under his skin, and
she could see his bones changing shape. She knew he needed a more
intense feeling to concentrate on.

“Leo! Listen to
me. You have to get up. Do you understand me?”

Cora pushed at
him, terror welling up inside her as she realized that she could be
potentially pinned to the floor by a monster. She yelled at him,
slapping at his face. His eyes cleared for a moment, and he sat
back.

Scrambling out
from beneath him, Cora knew she had to be quick. Using her whole
body, she shoved him by the shoulders. He fell backwards. It took
her only a moment to pull the elastic waistband of his pants down
and expose his rigid shaft.

She touched it,
finding it rock solid. Her pulse quickened at the hardness. The
urge to take a few moments to examine his cock, to feel and slide
the skin up and down his member, fought against her desire to keep
him human. But Cora knew what she needed to do.

“Hang in there,
Leo!” She said, straddling his legs.

In another
moment, she had him in her mouth. There was no time for foreplay,
no time to let the tip of her tongue touch all the sensitive parts
around the head, no time to let her lips slowly part as he tried to
urge himself between them. No, it was the opposite. She slammed her
mouth down on him, instantly feeling the bottom of his shaft throb
against her tongue.

Her lips shot
up and down his length. He tasted good, and she liked the way he
pulsed and swelled in her. She locked her lips in as tight a ring
around his girth as she could manage and sucked. She sucked so hard
that her cheeks pulled in around his member, outlining it in her
mouth.

Leo’s groans
and grunts of pain changed into moans of pleasure. His yellow eyes
became human again as they fixed on watching her lips slide up and
down his shaft. Cora let her spit run down him, catching it up with
her fingers so that she could stroke him while she sucked him.

“Yes, that’s
it, I... I’m regaining control...” Leo said.

Cora redoubled
her efforts, then, bobbing her head up and down. She took his
member in her throat and gargled it, hoping the vibrations took his
mind even farther from the beast.

She’d been
going so fast that she began to feel her neck get sore. Pulling
back so that only the head was in her mouth, she continued sucking
him. Her hand could travel more freely up and down him, then. He
watched her fingers stroke him as he panted.

Glancing down,
Cora noticed that her nipples were still hard. Her eyes widened as
she realized how wet she was. Using her other hand, she undid her
shorts and pressed her fingers down under her panties. A tingle
moved through her body as she felt wetness. She fingered her it,
the tip rubbing up against the front wall of her pussy, as she
sucked the man who might become a monster if she stopped.

It felt so
nice. It was almost like tickling, but instead of laughter, her
motions made her moan.

Her finger slid
deeper into her. Soon, she put in a second. Doing a “come here”
motion felt the best. Wet noises came from between her legs as she
moved more quickly within herself. She became tighter the faster
she went.

Soon, she had
to pull her mouth off Leo’s cock as her pussy clenched.

Her mouth
opened wide and her eyes closed as she fingered herself to a
climax. More of her juices ran down her hand, and she could no
longer move inside herself from the tightness of the grip of her
pussy. Her whole body felt charged, waiting for release.

“Cora!”

It was Leo. He
was changing back into the beast. She had to pull her fingers out
of herself. She wrapped both hands around his shaft and jerked him
as though her life depended on it.

When he kept
transforming, she swallowed as much of his member as she could and
slammed her mouth up and down him.

It wasn’t
working. He began writhing in pain. Clawed hands gripped her bare
shoulders, digging into her flesh.

There was
barely any time before he completely became the beast when Cora
realized what she needed to do to keep them both safe.

She stood,
wrenching out of his grasp, desperately pushing at her shorts. Even
undone, they gripped her thighs tightly. As she struggled with her
clothes, Cora watched with growing horror as Leo continued his
transformation. He writhed on the floor, gripping himself, as his
cries and moans became more and more animal sounding. He looked at
her with desperation in his eyes.

Cora let out a
cry of triumph as she kicked her shorts across the entrance hall.
As she straddled Leo, she realized that she’d forgotten to take off
her panties. The head of his cock bumped against the cotton,
already wet with the juices from her desire.

Leo growled at
her, his frustration mounting.

Reaching
between her legs, Cora pulled her panties to one side. In her
haste, her fingers pushed across the lips of her sex, and she felt
again how wet she was.

Being sopping
was a good thing. Grabbing his cock to hold it steady, she lowered
herself onto it.

She sucked in a
breath as she felt her pussy stretch around him. The head bumped
into her opening, lubricated from her spit and juices. Cora put her
hands on Leo’s chest, digging her nails into the muscles and fur
there as the lips of her pussy pushed farther and farther down his
long shaft.

At first, she
wasn’t certain it was going to work. He continued transforming
under her, his cock throbbing and swelling inside her, getting even
longer and harder. His clawed hands grabbed her by the thighs,
keeping her on him.

It was only
when she pulled herself up his member, then pushed her tightness
back down him that he shuddered and began returning to his fully
human form.

“Leo,” Cora
said, “Come back, Leo...”

Her breath
shuddered out of her as her skin pebbled with goosebumps. He’d
touched something in her. She slid up and down his shaft faster and
harder.

Leo arched his
hips, driving his cock deeper into her. Cora slammed her pussy down
onto him, feeling him fill her up completely. Her walls trembled
around his member. She could barely continue thrusting, she gripped
him so tightly.

The claws on
his fingers receded to regular nails, and the coarse, dark fur
disappeared from his chest so that she could see the muscles
again.

Slowly, his
hands travelled up her body. They grabbed her breasts as she
bounced on him, squeezing them and rubbing the balls of his thumbs
over the nipples. Their bodies slapped together, and both of them
moaned in pleasure as their bare flesh touched.

“I’m going to
come on you...” Cora said, sucking her lip into her mouth and
biting down.

Leo thrust up
into her, bracing his heels on the floor.

Stars seemed to
burst in Cora’s eyes. Her fingers dug into his flesh again as she
tried to keep a grip on the world. She cried his name each time she
felt her pussy squeeze his shaft. He clutched her in his arms,
feeling her tremble as her climax reached its height within
her.

He didn’t
protest as she climbed off him, his cock slipping out of her. She
straddled his legs and took him in her mouth. Leo held her hair as
she locked her lips around his member and stroked him faster and
faster.

Leo lost
control again, but in a different way this time. She felt his body
stiffen under hers as his cock jerked in her mouth. She swallowed
his cum as it spurted against her tongue. She used her fingers in a
ring around his member to coax the last few drops out of him,
bringing her fingers up his shaft a few times.

When there was
nothing left in him, she sat back. He breathed deeply, apparently
drained.

“Are you okay,
now?” She asked.

He looked at
her, his eyes glazed over in a dazed expression. After a few
moments, they cleared. “Yes, I think so. Normally, I can control my
transformations...”

“Except during
the full moon,” Cora finished for him.

She pulled her
panties back over her pussy, which still felt sensitive despite not
being stuffed full of cock. Standing, she held out her hand. Leo
took it, grateful for the assistance. He pulled his sweatpants back
over his softening shaft. Cora got one last look at his member,
glistening with the juices from her sex.

Cora had been
expecting a large tip from that night. She just didn’t know it was
going to come in that form.

“Can you
control it, now?” She asked, picking up her shorts from the floor
and beginning the process of squeezing back into them.

“Yes,” Leo
said, “Doing that with you... It helped so much. Usually, all I can
focus on is the pain of the transformation, which only seems to
make it faster. Feeling you around me, it was incredible. You
actually reversed the process, again and again.”

Leo sat on the
couch in the living room while Cora went upstairs to check on Stan.
He was still asleep in bed, apparently unfazed by the animal noises
from the front door. When she came back down, she realized she’d
left the TV on.

Sitting there,
that half-cocked smile on his face, Leo looked at her. He held up
one questioning hand.

“It... I...
There was nothing else to do,” Cora managed.

“I’ll let it
pass, this time,” Leo said, winking.

He gestured,
and she sat beside him on the couch. He turned off the TV and
looked at her.

“So, do you
think I’d be able to get you to babysit for me every full
moon?”

Cora smiled at
him. She told him she thought she’d be able to squeeze him in, if
he really needed her.
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