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Introduction

Howl for the Cheerleaders began as a request from one of my patrons. They wanted something that could capture the kinky fun of a monster movie and the thrill of women mating with monsters. But they also wanted it to be fun, not violent or scary. This developed into the idea of the story, which finds a way to thread the needle of monsters and consent without giving up the horror elements.

I developed the characters to my patron’s requests and with the slasher model in mind. I pictured a faded horror VHS tape on the shelf in some old video store. A filthy campfire romp for a bunch of horny cheerleaders and the nerd-turned-werewolf they were lusting after.

Setting the story in the 1980s was a matter of necessity but came pretty late in the process. This story takes place in the California city of Peach Valley, a mainstay of much of my contemporary erotica. Readers of my books set in Peach Valley will of course recognize the location of Peach Valley High School.

I had already planned a monster-themed series for the setting (Britney the Vampire Hunter) and I wanted to include the location of the remote campground at Camp Tawny Lake but in a much more dilapidated state. What better way to do that than to make Howl a prequel of sorts to that upcoming series?

I was so happy with this particular installment for the Library of Forbidden Pleasures that I decided to do something special with the resulting book. This is the first of a new series of Tantalizing Tomes that will feature deluxe presentations and filthy pinup artwork available online!

I hope you enjoy reading this 1980s slasher sex romp as much as I enjoyed writing it!

XOXOXO

Amanda Clover

2024
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Beat It

Hunter

Hunter Garrow was going crazy in Mr. Eisley’s third period statistics class. It wasn’t the usual high school angst and hormones every eighteen-year-old had to deal with. It wasn’t that his brothers spent most of their time in the Peach Valley Jail or that his mother was an aging exotic dancer.

No, Hunter had dealt with the gossip surrounding that for most of his high school career. This was much worse. The high school senior was stewing in a particularly potent batch of unholy testosterone and secret shame.

Because Hunter had recently discovered he was a werewolf. Not the sort that was great at basketball like Teen Hoop Wolf from that movie or the hunky Wolf Brothers from that series of books and movies for teenage girls.

No, Hunter was a real werewolf. The sort prone to getting excited or angry and flying into a furry rage. Ripping animals apart under a full moon. Eating raw meat and taking craps in the trees. It wasn’t fun wanting to rip the face off anyone who gave him a dirty look in the halls because he could never give into that desire. The same way he wanted to sniff pretty girls and bend them over desks. The way his cock sometimes bulged with an unusual knot at the base.

His face flushed as he tried not to think about the girls in the class with him. He’d been breathing their scents more intimately than usual in the school library on Tuesdays and Wednesdays. The perils of being a nerdy werewolf. They had crowded around him there for the last three weeks and he had explained how to determine sample and population variance in Mr. Eisley’s class.

Wendy, Becca, Zoey, Rosa, and Marilyn. Five cheerleaders, practically rubbing themselves against him and cooing. They had made it so hard for him not to turn into a werewolf that he had ended up chewing up the couch at home one night.

He looked around Mr. Eisley’s room at the five of them. Becca was their leader. Captain of the squad and queen of the prom. A blonde beauty straight out of any boy’s fantasy. Wendy, that curvy redhead with the big breasts and the reputation smiled at him. She had made his cock twitch during more than one of their study sessions. Zoey and Rosa were talking to each other, but they both looked over at him at the same moment. Rosa was smoky and gorgeous, with full lips and a sweet smile. Zoey was a pink-haired punky cheer girl and a sassy wet dream for any guy. 

And then there was Marilyn. Hunter wished she would look at him, but she was focused on Mr. Eisley who was about to hand back the semester final exams. Marilyn was everything Hunter wanted in a woman. Fit and gorgeous. Sweet, smart, and gentle. Not a natural blonde, judging by her dark eyebrows and the fact that she was part Japanese, but a beautiful one. A great ass, a perfect smile, fantastic breasts, and those big, brown, almond-shaped eyes that made him want to howl at the moon.

In short, if Becca was every guy’s dream girl, Marilyn was his dream girl. Hunter would have done anything for a night alone with Marilyn, but he couldn’t even ask her out on a date because he was afraid he’d turn into a werewolf and try to hump more than just her leg.

The flapping sound of a piece of paper drew Hunter’s attention back to the front of the classroom.

“Scores were better than expected,” said Mr. Eisley, passing out the first test to one of the students. “Except for you, Caleb. Yours were exactly where I expected.”

Caleb frowned as he looked at his test and then held it up proudly for everyone to see the C- in red marker. Hunter held his breath as Mr. Eisley handed the next test to Becca. Hunter had tutored those girls under duress, fighting his beastly instincts twice a week in study sessions. Was it going to pay off? Had he succeeded? Even a B would be fine. Becca and the others wouldn’t come for him if they got Bs.

“Very good, Rebecca,” said Mr. Eisley. “I’m impressed. Whoever you were studying with helped out.”

Relief flooded Hunter’s body. The loner nerd with the dark secret had succeeded in tutoring the cheerleaders. He watched as, one-by-one, they all came back with an A on their tests. Well, except Wendy, who had a B+ and was always a little distracted or listening with one ear to her Walkman when they had been studying. The girls turned to him and smiled. Marilyn’s warm brown eyes heated up Hunter’s body. He could feel his shoulders and arms itching. His cock swelling. He swallowed hard and smiled back at Marilyn.

After class, they crowded around him. He felt the warm squish on his arm as Wendy squeezed him against her breasts and kissed him on the cheek. Becca tousled his hair. Marilyn’s smile was all he needed.

“You did it,” said Zoey.

“Yeah, thanks, Hunter,” added Rosa, leaning on Zoey. “We owe you big time.”

“Uh, it was nothing,” said Hunter. “Happy to help.”

He looked at Marilyn. He knew he should ask her out. He should use his moment of triumph to get that date he had fantasized about so many times. But his words failed him.

“Well, I owe my grade point average all to you,” said Marilyn. “My hero.”

She put her arms around him and kissed him. Right there in the hall. Right on the lips. It was just a momentary kiss but even the other cheerleaders seemed a little surprised.

“Oooo! I think she likes you, kid,” laughed Wendy, nudging Hunter with an elbow.

“Yeah?” Hunter broke into a grin, then remembered his awkwardly big canine teeth, and stopped smiling like an idiot. “Um, well, I’ve got class to—”

“So, we talked it over, and we wanted to invite you to our annual campout,” said Becca. “It’s gonna be at Camp Tawny Lake this Friday and Saturday night. You know, the camp that closed down back in ‘83? It’s soooo creepy out there. And you’re like an outdoorsman sort of guy.”

“A camping weirdo,” interjected Wendy.

“Right,” continued Becca, “but a good sort of weirdo to have around when you need a fire started or like a bear run off or something. Right? So we were thinking that since you helped us so much on our grades we would make you the guest of honor at our campout.”

“And you can scare off the bears,” added Marilyn.

Hunter’s elation at being invited on the campout was almost immediately interrupted by the intense throbbing in his pants. His cock was swelling beyond normal human proportions. It took a superhuman effort of will to keep it from bulging into a full lupine knot. He bumped into Zoey and Rosa as he backed away from Becca and Marilyn.

“I… I can’t,” he said, feeling more sheep than wolf. “I can’t do it. Sorry.”

“What?” Becca looked furious. “I’m the prom queen. We’re cheerleaders. How can you turn us down?”

He couldn’t tell them that they made him want to turn into a sex-crazed werewolf beast. He definitely couldn’t mention the full moon was on Friday and Saturday night, when his resistance was weakest to his werewolf transformation.

“I… I have to go see my brother in jail,” said Hunter. “Sorry.”

He turned and practically ran for his next class. What he didn’t expect was for Marilyn to follow him. She caught his arm in hers.

“Hey! What are you doing?” demanded Hunter.

“We need to talk,” said Marilyn.

She steered him away from the hallway and into the door to the custodian’s supply room across from the bathrooms. It was cramped as she pressed in close to him. Her breasts so soft in her pink sweater as they pushed against his chest. Her scent filled his nostrils.

“We really need you with us,” she said. “None of us are good at camping and we just really… really… really want to show our appreciation.”

As she said each “really” her hand slid lower and lower on Hunter’s body. He could hardly believe it as he felt Marilyn’s fingers reaching for the fly of his jeans. He tried to protest, but Marilyn’s soft lips pressed against his. His words were smothered by her lips. A hot, slippery thrust of her tongue devoured the last of his resistance.

Marilyn. At long last. In a janitor’s closet. A real kiss from her and it was all he could do not to give in to his beastly instincts. She was lucky it was daytime, or he would already have her on her hands and knees. Howling at the moon as he stuffed her with his—

“Mmmmmmm, it’s so big,” she moaned, wrapping her hand around his cock. “I knew it would be.”

“Ohhhh, you did?” he gasped, looking down to where Marilyn’s small hand had wrapped around his thankfully still-human cock.

“Mmmmhmmm,” she said, biting her lower lip as she pumped her fingers faster on his shaft and stroked beneath his tip. There was no doubt she was not the innocent virgin she had seemed. She had clearly been practicing her hand jobs.

“Ohhhh, Marilyn, this is… this is crazy,” he gasped, feeling his pleasure building alongside his lupine lust.

“Yeah?” she pumped him faster. Nibbled at his ear. Her breath hot and her soft tits against him. “Just think how crazy it will be Friday night when you have all five of us to yourself. Mmmmmm. Then we can really have some fun.”

“Ohhhhh! Ohhhh god! I’m going to… it’s going to…”

“Yeah!? Already!?” Marilyn giggled and stepped back, leaning against Hunter’s side as she worked her fingers over his cock. “Go on, Hunter. I want to see you cum.”

It was taking every shred of Hunter’s willpower not to transform into a werewolf. He felt the intense, burning itch on his shoulders and arms. The bulging lust in the base of his cock. His body almost on fire with the need to transform and satisfy his animal desire.

He bit back a wolfish howl as his pleasure rushed through him and exploded from his cock in long gooey ropes. Marilyn squealed with delight as the milky spunk splashed against a gallon bottle of cleaning liquid. Spurt after messy spurt pumped out of his throbbing cock as she worked her hand over his shaft.

She stroked him until his cock began to bulge unnaturally. He could feel the knot coming and he knew he had to stop her. Hunter pulled away, grabbing his cock, and stuffing it, still dripping, into his jeans.

“What’s wrong?” demanded Marilyn.

“Gotta… I gotta go,” said Hunter, turning away so she couldn’t see his face. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to… grrrrrr… GRRRR… gotta ggggrrr go!”

He shoved past her and out into the hall, moments away from fully turning into his werewolf form.

“So you’re coming with us this weekend?” called Marilyn as hunter ran to the parking lot hoping he would make it to his van before the change came over him.

“GGRRRRR!” he snarled, his shoulders bulging under his shirt and his nose beginning to stretch.

Hunter

Camp Tawny Lake had seen better days. It had been shut down for two years after a boating accident claimed the lives of three of the kids at the summer camp. The cabins were derelict and already disappearing back into the woods. Most of them were completely uninhabitable thanks to visits from vandals, but a few of the old cabins, built in the 1960s, were relatively intact. One even had windows still in the panes and a door that closed if you gave it a good kick.

“Let’s stay in this one,” said Wendy, shining her flashlight around the interior.

“Maybe we should just set up outside,” suggested Marilyn. “We brought tents. I don’t mind sleeping under the stars when it’s this nice. What do you think, Hunter?”

He flushed as she addressed him. He couldn’t help but picture her hand on his cock and his cum squirting against the bottle of floor cleaner as Marilyn breathed hotly in his ear. He fought back the itching in his shoulders. He’d barely made it to his van in the school parking lot that day. How was he going to spend a whole weekend with these girls?

“Um, well, maybe I should set up a tent outside for me to sleep in,” he suggested. “And I’ll clear out the cabin so you girls can use that.”

“What a gentleman,” smirked Becca. “Yeah. That’s a good idea. But you do all the heavy lifting.”

“Right,” said Hunter, relieved to be given a task that did not involve staring at the five smoking hot cheerleaders in their tight shirts and sexy little shorts.

He unloaded all the sleeping bags, lanterns, and other camping gear from his beat-up van and into a big pile in front of the cabin they had chosen. The girls had a look around the campground and found a couple usable bunks in the other cabins. While the girls joked and laughed by the campground’s derelict fire pit, Hunter made up their beds with their sleeping bags and moved their stuff into the cabin. He even found some sun-bleached old curtains to hang over the windows to give them a little more privacy.

Then he got to work gathering wood and preparing a fire in the fire pit. He spent a lot of time outdoors growing up because his family was pretty broke and lived up in the foothills of Peach Valley. This all came naturally to him and it made him feel good to be helping Marilyn and the other girls. They seemed impressed as his big campfire lit up Camp Tawny Lake.

Wendy passed out hot dogs and marshmallows and Hunter sharpened sticks for cooking over the fire.

“So, did you hear about Camp Tawny Lake?” asked Zoey.

“The boating accident?” asked Marilyn.

“No, I’m talking about the killer,” said Zoey. “There’s supposedly a crazy psycho killer prowling these woods, looking for hot young teens to murder. He wears a wolf mask and uses a big butcher knife.”

“You watch too many slasher movies,” said Hunter.

“Yeah, I didn’t hear about any murders in the news,” said Marilyn, sitting down beside Hunter and impaling a couple of marshmallows on a stick.

“I heard about the creature in Tawny Lake,” said Becca, leaning her face into the golden light of the campfire. “It’s this slimy fish man and he swims around looking for a pair of sexy legs kicking in the water. He loves to grab bikinis and tries to take women back to his secret lair.”

“What does he want to do to them there?” asked Rosa.

“You ever seen Humanoids from the Deep?” asked Hunter, thinking back to the raunchy horror movie he’d watched on VHS with his brothers.

“What? Is that like Jaws?” asked Zoey.

“I bet he’s like the Creature from the Black Lagoon,” suggested Wendy. “He just wants to be loved. I don’t know. I could see myself with a fishman. The right fishman.”

“Yeah, I could see you with a fishman too,” laughed Marilyn.

Hunter laughed along with the girls and listened as they shared increasingly far-fetched stories about escaped lunatics, psychos interrupting make out sessions, and even a green slime that slurped up people alive and digested them like melting popsicles.

Marilyn helped Hunter clean up after supper and then suggested they take a walk together. Hunter glanced warily at the full moon rising above the forest and tried to resist her.

“Sorry,” he said, shrugging away from her. “I should stick by the fire to make sure it doesn’t spark any of those abandoned cabins.”

“Oh, no, I’m not going for a walk down by the lake alone,” she said. “There is a crazed killer and a fishman on the loose. Not to mention the green slime that wants to melt me into goo.”

“Alright,” chuckled Hunter. “But there are actual bears out here, so we shouldn’t go too far.”

They left the vandalized cabins behind and made their way down the overgrown path to the lake. They walked around the abandoned boat dock and down to the sandy lakeshore. It was strewn with driftwood and clumps of fallen leaves. The full moon was bright and doubled in the dark surface of Tawny Lake. Hunter tried to ignore the itching in his shoulders and down his arms.

“I’m really glad you came, Hunter,” said Marilyn. She blushed a little and smiled as if realizing her accidental double entendre.

“Yeah? You mean… uh… I mean, yeah. Me too.” Hunter smiled back at her, fighting the call of the moon and the stirring desire in his jeans. “It should be fun.”

“I’m glad I could get you alone,” said Marilyn, leaning against him a little more. “Like this afternoon at school. In the closet.”

“Yeah, um, maybe we shouldn’t talk about that,” said Hunter, feeling his cock swelling in his pants.

“Mmmmm. Feeling ashamed about it? It’s normal for it to happen that fast when you’re all excited.”

Marilyn nuzzled against him. Hunter could hardly believe how lucky he was to have the girl of his dreams pressing against him, but not now. Not here, under the full moon.

“It’s just… I can’t… we shouldn’t have done it like that,” said Hunter, coming up with a moral objection for what was a purely physiological problem. “I mean, we haven’t gone out on a date or anything.”

“This is kind of date like,” she said. “Romantic, you know?”

“Ummmmm, yeah, I guess,” he said, glancing back at the lake and seeing the full moon like an eyeball staring at him. “Maybe we should get back to camp.”

“Already? Why do you think I brought you out here, silly?” She put her arms around him. Her lips were on his neck. His ear. Her voice was a hot whisper. Her sweet smell tinged with teenage lust. She was wet with arousal. His wolfish senses could smell it like a raunchy perfume in the air.

“Ohhhh, fuck, Marilyn,” he moaned, stiffening against her in more ways than one. “We really should be… back to… mmmmmmm.”

Her lips devoured his objections. There was no restraint in that kiss and in seconds their mouths seemed to melt together. Her tongue eager and hungry. His responding with natural desire. His shoulders burning. His chest itching. His cock swelling more and more.

“Mmmm! No!” Hunter pushed her and staggered back a step. “GRRRR! No! I can’t! GRRRrrrrRRAAA!”

“What!? What’s wrong!?” cried Marilyn.

He could only turn and run for the woods as the change came over him. It had never been this bad before. Full arousal and a full mon.

He felt his body exploding from his clothing. Seams ripping. Hair bursting forth in thick, dark tufts. His nose and mouth elongating into a snout. His ears stretching into the pointed ears of a wolf. His eyes yellowing and filling with the light of the moon. Fur covering his body.

“NAAAARRRROOOOOOoooo!” he let out an anguished howl as his knees snapped and inverted painfully. Claws tearing from inside hands. He hunched over in agony as a tail sprouted from the base of his spine. His cock was huge and lupine, erect and glistening red in the light of the moon as Hunter, in full werewolf form, lurched into the dark forest.

His bestial craving overtook his human mind. He would kill and take what was his. The law of the forest was all that mattered. The scent of a woman on the air. The sweet smell of her eagerness guiding him through the moonlit trees.

The beast was drawn towards his prey.
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I Can’t Hold Back

Hunter

Hunter Garrow was no longer human. He was a beast.

He loped through the moonlit forest, his lupine head swinging back and forth as his yellow eyes hunted the darkness. He was covered in shaggy, gray fur and his human hands had become claws as deadly as knives. His lupine muzzle hung open, panting, a long pink tongue lolling over his sharp teeth. He was inflamed. Hot with lust. His glistening red cock poking out of his furry sheath and heavy, cum-filled balls swaying in his furry sack.

Hunter was ruled by his beastly desires, but a part of him fought against these animal instincts. The craving to mate and defile urged his werewolf body to double back and take Marilyn. The girl of his dreams. Her lips so soft. Her tongue so daring. Those eager hands…

“GRrrrrrrrr no,” snarled Hunter. “Not… not her.”

He wrested control of his body from his animal self and went charging through the forest in the opposite direction. He could only fight those urges briefly, but it was long enough to get him out of range of Marilyn’s scent.

And to pick up another. Another girl. Another cunt ready for his cock. This fucklust was stronger than the bloodlust he had felt during earlier transformations. The need to kill and devour was nothing compared to this animal hunger to breed.

He followed the female scent, a delicate note amid the rich, earthy aroma of the forest. That gave way to the algae and fish stink of the lakeshore. He heard voices. Low, but hot with anger. His long ears twitched and stiffened with excitement.

There were two humans out there beyond the forest. One, the woman he had scented, and the other was a man. He caught the whiff of testosterone and his lips curled back from his sharp teeth. His blood pumped hotter and his claws flexed. He wanted to rip and tear at the man’s flesh, then claim the woman as his own. This was the way of the alpha. Prey and conquer.

Hunter’s human mind recoiled. He had never killed a human before. He couldn’t do it. He was able to calm the worst of this bloodlust, but not stop the beast from heading towards the sound of the conversation. Hunter the predator watched from the forest tree line as two figures walked along the shore of Tawny Lake.

Wendy. The girl on the cheer squad with the biggest tits. She was wearing a one-piece bathing suit that could barely contain her curves. Not fat, but ample in a way that excited Hunter’s most animal desires. Her wet hair clung to her bare shoulders as she walked along the sandy shore. He knew her hair was red but the color was washed out in his moonlit, lupine vision.

She was arguing with the young man walking alongside her. His hand was possessively on Wendy’s ass. He was big and handsome. An athlete of some kind. But weak flesh that Hunter could easily rip apart.

“Brent,” said Wendy.

The name meant very little to the beast. Hunter could not even understand their words, only their intention. Brent was touching Wendy, stroking her body. He wanted something from Wendy and Wendy was not willing to give it to him. Brent pulled her closer more forcefully and squeezed her ass with both hands.

“No,” said Wendy and Hunter the beast understood that much.

She pushed Brent away. He retorted angrily. She grew more agitated and gave Brent a hard shove. He shouted back at her and started walking away, up the beach and towards the camp.

Hunter growled softly. His cock throbbed with need.

Wendy stopped, almost as if she had heard the growl. She turned her back to the forest. Her shapely hips and round luscious ass swallowing up the back of her bathing suit. Those thick thighs still damp from swimming. Hunter could smell her, even from this far away. The lust of her body yearning to be fucked.

For an instant, he considered following Brent to tear him apart, but the sight of Wendy standing alone on the beach was far more compelling. She seemed to be watching the reflections of the moonlight on the surface of the lake. Almost as if she were waiting for someone else.

Or something else.

Hunter loped slowly out of the tree line, his head low and his ears pinned down as he sniffed the air. He could smell the lingering scent of the male, but it was fading, the stink overwhelmed by the hot, pulsating aroma of desire emanating from the woman. He curves so luscious in that overflowing bathing suit. Her pussy practically stewing with desire.

Hunter’s red lupine cock jutted from its bestial sheath as he padded softly towards the woman, so low that he was almost on all-fours. He had never smelled such lust before. It wafted off the woman. He could smell her cunt. Her ass. Her body. Shuddering from each breath she took. She was practically begging to be taken. To be claimed by his cock.

Each breath inflamed the lust of the beast. Hunter’s human consciousness shrunk into the dark recesses of the werewolf mind. He dropped fully to all-fours. Scarcely more than a huge, gray dire wolf. Every bestial instinct attuned to the throbbing scent of desire wafting from the human.

Hunter tried to tell himself that it wasn’t him. That it was a different creature. But he could feel the sand under his paws. The night air on his inflamed cock. The soft breeze that rippled the surface of the moonlit lake. Closer, closer, he prowled, the stupid human slut never even looking back over her shoulder. Trembling though. Why was she trembling?

The werewolf fell upon its prey with the savagery its bestial instincts demanded. It leapt the last few paces and flung the woman down into the sand. She cried out as the Hunter tore open the back of her bathing suit, ripping with his jaws and his sharp claws and tearing away the entire back from her shoulder blades down to her jiggling buttocks.

The redheaded girl pleaded and moaned. She seemed to panic, but Hunter locked his jaws on the back of her neck and she stopped struggling. Her plush bottom was raised. Her bathing suit torn away down her back, exposing the red trim of her hair and the fragrant pink folds of her cunt. Hunter desperately wanted to sniff her, but he dared not release his prey from his jaws. He pinned her face down to the sand, her big, soft tits still squeezed into her bathing suit and pressing into the sand as well.

His cock rubbed at the backs of her thighs. He felt the slick entrance of her pussy. He breathed and drooled over the back of her neck, not intending to hurt her, but not caring if he did. He worked his hips, rubbing his cock against her hot slit. Feeling its softness. He thrust forward and his cock only grazed her entrance and slid up along her trembling buttocks. He drew back and thrust again and this time his aching cock slid over her silky hair and between her thighs.

“Grrrrrrrrrrrr,” he growled with frustration.

He might have easily lined up his first thrust with a hand or even with a werewolf’s claw, but the beast was fully in control. His fingers retreating into the primitive claws of a dire wolf that hooked tightly over the girl’s shapely hips.

She was moaning, crying out, and bucking her hips against him. Her ass so big and soft. Warm against his beastly cock. He tightened his jaws on her neck and the fight went out of her. The flared tip of his lupine cock found the slick entrance of her cunt and he thrust forward with sudden urgency. The girl howled and clawed her finger into the sand as Hunter’s mighty beast cock plunged into her pussy. He drove in deep, but the bulging knot just above his testicles did not quite fit inside her.

There was no tender lovemaking. No care for his partner’s pleasure. Hunter was in full animal rut and he hammered his hips and drove his knot into the girl.

She wailed. Pain? Pleasure? Hunter did not care. He felt only the hot, tightening slickness of her human cunt gripping him. Better than any kill. Better than any fading memories of a girl’s hand caressing his human cock. This was where he belonged! Mounting a bitch! Snarling and slamming his furry hips against her plush bottom. Drool dripping hotly down her neck. His huge cock knotted into her pussy.

Pleasure! Animal pleasure rushing through him! His thrusts frantic! His mind completely consumed by his bestial instincts as he snarled and let loose with torrents of his cum. Hot, pulsating pleasure that rushed up his cock and filled the human girl’s shuddering cunt. He would have howled, but he kept her firmly clenched in his teeth as he pumped her full of his seed. Not knowing or caring if such a thing could have consequences. Rutting into her and plugging her creamy cunt with his knot.

He slowed his thrusts but kept his swollen cock inside her. He released her from his jaws. His lust abated but not gone. His knot still tying her to his furry body. 

She whimpered and said something in her human language, but the beast could not understand. It sounded like pleading.

Wendy

“Morrreeeee,” moaned Wendy, jerking her hips and feeling the furry underside of the massive wolf creature rubbing against her ass.

Little trickles of warm cream were spilling out around that fat plug of his cock. What was that? It was incredible! Stuffing her pussy better than any boyfriend she’d ever had. Pulsing and trickling out more cum inside her. Like a little drum beating in all the right places. Creating constant pressure against her clit. She needed more. She squeezed the huge cock buried in her teenage snatch and felt the slimy sensation of cum shifting inside her.

Wendy had been terrified when the creature attacked her, but the moment that thick cock sunk into her aching cunt, she knew everything was going to be just fine. She began to move beneath the furry body of the beast. Pushing herself back onto the thick knot with lewd squelches from her creamy pussy. The beast growled and pawed at her hips. His long, velvety tongue lapped at her neck and cheek.

“Yesssss,” moaned Wendy. “That’s it, big boy. Stuff me full of that cock. Ohhhhhhh! Oh, fuck yeah! Mmmmm!”

Her words were muffled as she went wantonly tongue-to-tongue with the beast. Her head turned to the side so she could slurp on that long pink tongue. It made her feel like a total freak. She loved it. She couldn’t get enough of it. Pounding her pussy back onto the beastly knot. Feeling the pinch of its claws against her hips as it resumed humping at her.

Deep down, she’d always wondered what this sort of thing might feel like. She finally knew. That cock so much hotter and more slippery than any man. Much bigger than Brent. Her stupid boyfriend. He could never satisfy her like this incredible cock.

“MMMMMMM!” she cried, her ginger eyebrows knitting as she felt another orgasm surging through her body. Rhythmic spasms deep into her core as her pussy clutched at the beast’s knot thrusting inside her.

She finally broke the kiss with the furry muzzle of the beast and let her head drop forward. Tits in the cool sand. Her ass being push-push-pushed by the furious strokes of the furry beast.

“Ooooh! Oh, that’s tit. Fuck meee! You gonna… gonna give me some more? Oh, fuck, I don’t know if any more cum will fit inside me. I don’t knooHHHHHH!!”

She threw back her head as she felt him cumming. A hot, savage howl over her shoulder as he hilted so deep she could feel his furry balls twitching against her cuntlips. The hot flood of beastly spunk spurting out around his knot and splattering the backs of her thighs. Warm cream drooling from her folds. Overflowing her cum-stuffed pussy as her spasms of ecstasy milked him for every drop.

The beast finally slowed his strokes. He tried to pull back, but his knot was too big. He whined with discomfort and Wendy tried to comfort him. She felt so dirty, so used, yet she didn’t want him to leave.

“One more time, boy,” she said, looking back at his handsome lupine face. “C’mon. Fuck me some more. I know there’s more… more cum in those furry balls.”

She reached back and stroked them. This time he growled at her and bared his teeth.

“Al-alright,” she said, pulling her hand away and feeling the slimy cum smearing her thighs. He pulled back, whining, the pressure in Wendy’s cunt building to pain. The beastly knot popped free with a shock of sensation. She felt his long, red cock leaving her. His cum pouring out of her stretched pussy. Her ass raised and her face in the sand. She stayed like that as the beast padded away and the cool, night air caressed her gaping cunt.

It was the best sex of Wendy’s life.

Hunter

He was in the camp shower cleaning off when Marilyn found him. She walked in on him beneath the flow of cold water. Their eyes met. She had seen his cock before, but not all shriveled up in the cold. He covered himself with one hand. She blushed and grinned for a second.

“S-sorry,” she said, backing out of the camp shower house. “I heard the shower and I came looking for you. Wendy has been attacked.”

Hunter stiffened. He remembered bits and pieces of what had happened when the beast took over. His heart pounded in his chest. He prayed that he hadn’t killed her.

“Is… is she okay?” asked Hunter.

“Yeah, she seems okay,” said Marilyn. “Just some scratches and a couple bite marks on the back of her neck, but nothing bad. She’s shaken up though. She said it was… it was a werewolf.”

“What? That’s, uh, that’s not a real thing.” Hunter shut off the shower and looked out through the flimsy curtain. Marilyn had her back turned. “But maybe we should go home. I can drive us in my van.”

“Nobody believes her. It was probably some psycho in a costume. She said it could have even been Brent messing around with her. Becca says we need to keep a watch tonight.”

Marilyn finally turned back to look at him and Hunter felt his cock jump beneath his hand. She was so hot, the girl of his dreams. He wondered what would have happened if he had let the beast take over with her instead of running into the forest.

“What do you think?” asked Hunter.

“I think we can’t let some creature, real or fake, scare us out of here,” said Marilyn, smiling at him. “Besides, we’ll be fine. With you protecting us.”

“Um, yeah, right,” said Hunter. “I’ll keep watch.”

He grinned sheepishly at her and glanced up at the sky. He was still staring at the full moon overhead as Marilyn said she’d be waiting with the other girls by the fire.
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Tainted Love

Hunter

The moon was out, the woods were singing with life, and Hunter Garrow was on guard duty to protect a summer camp full of gorgeous cheerleaders. From himself.

“Keep it together, Hunter,” he muttered, casting a wary glance at the full moon reflected in the surface of Tawny Lake. The only reason the beast hadn’t taken over again was that it had been sated, temporarily, by what had happened with Wendy.

Hunter wasn’t even sure what exactly had happened with the curvy redhead. He remembered her on the beach, he remembered fighting for control, and he remembered vague sensations of what had happened after that. The warmth of her. The wetness. The softness of her curves pressing back so eagerly. Throbbing, pulsating pleasure that excited him if he dwelled on it.

“I’m not thinking about the shit you do, you animal,” he muttered to the beast.

An involuntary growl escaped Hunter’s lips. A warning that if he provoked the animal inside him it might just take over again. And he was supposed to be protecting these girls?

He glanced at the woods across the lake. The best way to protect Marilyn and her friends would be to walk as far away as his legs could carry him from the camp. They wouldn’t be happy he had abandoned his post, but at least they would be alive.

“Hey.”

The soft word startled Hunter so badly that he almost fell over turning around. He had been so focused on the beast that he hadn’t heard Marilyn walking up behind him. She looked tired, but that somehow made the bleached blonde beauty even hotter. She had little bags under her brown eyes. Hunter’s bestial craving stirred as he took in the sight of her. She was wearing only pajama bottoms and a tank top. No bra. Nipples stiff beneath the Hello Kitty pattern on her tank. Taut against the softness of her breasts. Big fluffy slippers on her feet.

He was attuned to the smell of her. Perfume, deodorant, campfire, summery sweat. That faint aroma, undetectable to a human, but tickling his heightened sense of smell. Her most intimate parts. Her lust.

“Marilyn,” said Hunter.

“Not a very good guard if I can sneak up on you,” she said, passing him a thermos lid full of steaming coffee. “Here, maybe this will help you.”

“Uh, yeah, thanks,” he said, trying not to focus on how badly he wanted to tear off her pajama bottoms and thrust his face between her legs. To soak up her scent. To taste it. To let the beast run wild. He took the coffee and brought it to his lips, breathing the strong scent deeply to ward off his swelling lust.

“No problem,” said Marilyn. “You know, I really appreciate having you here, Hunter. Without you I don’t think this semester would have ended well at all. Everything you did – and are doing here – means so much to me.”

She reached for him. Touched him.

“W-what are you doing?” he asked, taking a wary step back.

“I mean, it’s not like we didn’t fool around before,” said Marilyn, biting her lower lip and following him. “I thought maybe I could keep you company. I think everybody else is asleep. It can be just you and me now.”

“N-no,” said Hunter, taking another step back. Not that he didn’t want to do everything imaginable with Marilyn. It was that they wouldn’t be alone. The beast was waking up and Marilyn would have to contend with it intruding.

“The moon… it’s… I can’t,” said Hunter. “I need to… um… I need to do a patrol.”

He turned and started walking quickly away from the campgrounds and towards the woods.

“Wait, Hunter,” called Marilyn. “Come back. I didn’t mean to come on so strong. Hey!”

But Hunter wasn’t listening. He desperately wanted to go to her. Desperately did not want to hurt her feelings. More than anything. He could feel the beast waking up. Growling at him with anger. Urging him to go back and pin her down and fuck her senseless. The beast wanted him to do other things. Darker things. He fought back. He shut it down.

Several minutes later, deep in the dark woods, Hunter was pretty sure he had actually won the battle with the beast despite the mocking silvery glow of the moon overhead. That didn’t mean he was ready to turn back. He figured he would just keep “patrolling” until the moon went down and then he could go back to camp.

Maybe Marilyn would even still be awake. They could talk, he could make her breakfast, and then, with daylight on his side, he could finally make his move. He could go all the way without the beast being involved.

He was smiling to himself and feeling confident when he heard the voices. They were low whispers. A soft laugh. He moved towards them and pushed aside the branches of a fir tree to get a view of who was talking.

“Holy shit,” whispered Hunter, his eyes going wide at what he saw in the small clearing.

Zoey and Rosa were there in the clearing, sitting beside each other, embracing, and making out like they were trying to trade tongues. A part of hunter wasn’t surprised to see Zoey, with her punky pink hair and pierced bellybutton, making out with a girl. He was much more surprised to see the girl was Rosa, the toned, hot-bodied Latina of the cheer squad. Rosa’s crucifix gleamed against her heaving breasts in her tank top.

“Mmmmm, you are such a good kisser,” said Zoey.

“Don’t talk about it,” laughed Rosa, kissing her again. “I don’t want to think about what I’m doing.”

“Sinning? Being bad?” Zoey slipped a hand under Rosa’s tank top and cradled one of Rosa’s perky breasts. She squeezed. She teased. “Come on, this isn’t the 1950s anymore. It’s 1985! Anything goes, and you’ve got a body made for sinning, hon.”

“Shhhhh,” said Rosa, pulling Zoey’s hand out from under her shirt. “Stop it or I’ll make you do that thing again.”

“Oh, will you?” Zoey fought to get a hand back under Rosa’s shirt, giggling and kissing on Rosa’s neck in the process. “Will you make me go down on you like last week after practice? Are you going to become Boss Bitch Rosa again?”

“Yeah, if you don’t stop,” said Rosa, but she was laughing about it as she fought to keep Zoey’s hands out of her shirt. “Can’t we just kiss?”

“Yeah, sure,” purred Zoey, nibbling at her ear and then turning that into a smothering, tongue-heavy kiss on the lips. Both girls moaned, embraced, and fell back onto the grass. When Zoey lifted from Rosa it was to shed her own top and let her soft, creamy tits hang free.

Hunter could see the glint of Zoey’s nipple piercings. He had noticed them before, under her shirt of course, but now he was seeing those stiff pink nipples with the silver barbels through them. The piercings matched Zoey’s silver bellybutton piercing.

Rosa’s hands lifted almost reluctantly and cradled Zoey’s breasts. She stroked them gently. Zoey pressed her tits fully into Rosa’s hands, leaning into her touch and making Rosa squeeze her breasts and feel her pierced nipples.

“Ooohhh, that’s right, you’re a bad bitch,” moaned Zoey. “Pinch them… pull on them. Ah! Yessss! It goes straight to my clit when you do that.”

“Mmmm, what if I do this?” teased Rosa, her honey-brown eyes sparkling as she leaned up to flick Zoey’s pink nipples with her tongue.

Hunter knew he should look away from what was happening. Not for the girls’ privacy, but because his cock was as hard as a spear and he could feel the beast snarling to be released. His arms and neck were itching, and he could smell the arousal in the air.

“Yeah, I think it’s time,” said Rosa, her uncertainty hardening into a mean smile. She tangled the fingers of one hand in Zoey’s pink hair. “You slut. You know what you need to do.”

“Like last time?” asked Zoey, grinning with anticipation.

Rosa pushed her away and turned over onto her tummy. She raised her hips and eased down the workout shorts she was wearing.

“Exactly like last time, slut,” said Rosa, looking back over her shoulder as she bared the creamy brown peach of her ass.

It was perfect. Magnificent. Heart-shaped, golden brown, and toned without sacrificing any of its roundness. She raised it higher and used one hand to spread her cheeks.

The sight of Zoey leaning forward and beginning to lick Rosa from behind was more than Hunter could bear. As Zoey began to eat Rosa’s perfect ass, Hunter fell back into the woods, the transformation overtaking him like fire spreading through a drought-savaged forest.

Zoey

Zoey had never seen a better ass than Rosa’s. Not that Zoey got to admire those luscious buns much with Rosa grabbing a handful of her hair and smothering her with those creamy golden cheeks. The harder Rosa pushed back and yanked on Zoey’s hair, the hotter it made Zoey.

“Mmmmnnnnn,” moaned Zoey, vigorously tonguing the tight ring of Rosa’s asshole. She pushed two fingers in and out of the slick folds of Rosa’s pussy.

“Yeah, that’s it,” gasped Rosa, throwing back her head, her crucifix bouncing against her swinging tits as she fucked Zoey’s face. “Lick it. Get that tongue deep, slut. Ohhhhh, fuck, you love it when I make you eat my ass. Ohhhhh. Go on. Ooonhhhhh. Fuck. Make me cum, Zoey. Come on. Ohhhhhh shit. Oh fuck. Here it… CUMMMMS!”

Zoey thrust her fingers deep into Rosa’s clutching cunt and her tongue deep into the hot latina’s clenching backdoor. The moment of Rosa’s ecstasy was rudely interrupted by a crash from the forest nearby.

“Mmmwaaah?” Zoey fell back, her tongue slipping out of Rosa’s asshole as Zoey’s own butt hit her heels. Rosa bolted to her feet and dove for a nearby tree as a figure came crashing out of the forest.

A werewolf! Honest to god, hunched over, dark-furred, and with a big, red wolfy wiener jutting from his furry crotch. Wendy had claimed she’d been attacked by a werewolf, but Zoey couldn’t believe it until she was looking right at it.

And looking right at that big, red, wolfy dick.

“Holy fuck, that thing is massive,” murmured Zoey, dragging a hand across her lips as she starred at wolf boy’s red rocket. “Are you seein’ this, Rosa?”

“Zoey,” hissed Rosa from behind a tree. “Get out of there. It’s coming towards you!”

With a lurch of fear, Zoey realized that Rosa was right. The werewolf was staring right at her. It hunched its shoulders and a deep growl escaped its slavering jaws. Its yellow eyes seemed to bore into Zoey as it loped slowly towards her.

“Oh shit,” she murmured, watching its red cock bounce and its big furry balls swing with each step.

It cleared the last few paces in a leap, grabbing hold of Zoey’s shoulders and staring down into her face. It looked like it was deciding whether to tear out her throat or throw her down and fuck her soul out of her body. As the growling beast was making up its mind, the glistening head of its cock brushed hotly against Zoey’s breasts. That big, beastly cock squeezed between her tits and up to her throat. She looked down, confronted with that obscene, bestial appendage.

“Oh, fuck,” whispered Zoey. She knew exactly what to do to save her life. She opened her mouth wide and slowly stuck out her tongue. The moment her tongue made contact with the head of the beast’s cock, it whined and looked at her with surprise.

“What the fuck are you doing?” hissed Rosa.

Zoey gestured absently in the direction of Rosa and wrapped her lips around the werewolf’s huge, throbbing cock. Then she did the only thing she could think of to save her life: she began to suck.

Zoey had given her fair share of blowjobs, but it had never been like this before. It wasn’t just the big, deadly beast standing over her and growling. Or the claws grabbing her shoulders. No, it was the werewolf’s cock. So warm and slick. With that taboo red rocket look. Bulging the further she got it into her mouth. She moaned and tasted the salty liquid leaking out. She slurped on it and bobbed on its cock as the werewolf started hunching it back and thrusting between her lips.

“Mmmmnnnnhnmnnm,” moaned Zoey, taking its strokes with the skill of a real slut. The werewolf seemed to calm his anger if not his lust. He rocked back on his inverted knees and let Zoey take over. She popped his cock from her wet mouth, spit dripping from her chin. “Oh, you like that, big boy? Okay… let’s see how you like this!”

She pressed her pierced titties around the hot length of the werewolf’s shaft and locked her wanton lips on the tip. She licked and sucked and slobbered on the werewolf cock. To her surprise, this slutty show coaxed Rosa back out of the trees. She came crawling out, bare-assed, and the werewolf grabbed her in one hand and began sniffing and licking at Rosa’s shapely back end.

“Ooooh! It tickles! Ahh! Oh, god, it’s licking me! Ohhhhh! Fuck its tongue is so soft! Lick me, you evil beast! OOOOOO!” Rosa went from being a god-fearing Catholic to a booty-licking werewolf’s midnight snack. She writhed and wriggled against his lupine snout as snarfed on her golden peach.

Zoey was enthralled by the sight of her cheerpal getting her rump rimmed. She squeezed her tits tighter around the werewolf’s hot cock and slurped with eager lust upon his beastly bulge.

When the werewolf stopped licking and started howling with pleasure, Zoey knew she was in for a treat. She fit as much of his cock between her tits and into her mouth as she could and sucked like her life depended on it. The wolf’s huge cock throbbed, twitched, and unloaded a flood of hot cum into Zoey’s mouth. She tried her best to keep sucking, but it overflowed her lips and poured down to her breasts.

Zoey finally pulled free, gasping, cum pouring from her mouth. But the werewolf was hardly done. He grabbed the two girls and threw them face down on the soft grass. Hip-to-hip, their asses raised, they were at the mercy of the werewolf.

And he was merciless. He slammed into Rosa first, shocking a wail of pleasure from her mouth as he pounded into her tight tan pussy. When Zoey tried to sit up, the werewolf shoved her back down and pulled his cock out of Rosa to ram it deep into Zoey’s wet pink pussy.

The girls cried out as they were brutally fucked. The werewolf howled as he slammed into them again and again, filling their hot little human holes with his seed and painting their luscious booties with his slimy lupine loads.

And Zoey had never enjoyed anything more in her life.

Marilyn

Why wouldn’t Hunter just get the message? Marilyn thought she had made it clear to him what she wanted. Every time she tried to get his attention he went walking off into the woods. It was starting to make her so frustrated.

Marilyn paddled deeper into the lake. Enjoying the bright light of the moon on the cool, dark waters. It felt good to swim naked. To be alone in the water. Some people might have been afraid to swim in the dark, but not Marilyn. She was called dolphin girl by some of her meaner friends and was almost as big a star of the swim team as the cheer squad.

She dove underwater and down to the bottom, feeling the soft darkness of the lakebed beneath her fingers and the pressure of fifteen feet of water on her ears. Something, maybe a catfish, brushed against her leg and sent her back to the surface. As she broke through into the air, she heard something. It sounded almost like two people screaming, but then she didn’t hear it again.

“Hello? Zoey? Was that you?” She bobbed in the water, searching the shoreline. “Is somebody there?”

She strained to hear more but could only make out the growling sounds of some wild animal halfway across the forest. She was going to shout again when she felt something touch her foot under the water. Whatever it was it was slimy and grabbed her foot. Were those fingers?

“Ah! What’s that?” She kicked desperately, freeing herself before she could be pulled under. She swam towards the shore, but something was close behind her. It moved swiftly through the water, a greenish-black shape that hardly even had a wake.

It looked even bigger than her. She swam with all her strength, making it to the shore just as a webbed hand grabbed at her foot. She gasped, running onto land, expecting to escape. But the thing – the Creature from Tawny Lake – followed her onto the land. It was big, slimy, and had a noseless face somewhere between man and fish. Its wide lips opened and closed and it had a disgusting pink penis jutting from its scales.

“No! Stay the fuck away from me!” shrieked Marilyn, covering her breasts as she backed away from it. The creature closed in on her, reaching for, his weird, slimy cock twitching obscenely.

“Grrrraagllll!” he said, grabbing at her wrist and dragging her closer.

“I don’t need a boyfriend! I have one! I have—MPPHHH!”

The slimy fish man pressed a disgusting kiss to Marilyn’s lips and rubbed his slimy fish man cock against her bare thighs. One clawed hand groped for her ass, squeezing it and pulling her closer.

Marilyn was sure she was about to be mated by the fish man right there on the shore of Tawny Lake.

“Mmmmmm! HellppmMMMM!” she cried, her pleas smothered by the fish man’s lips.

Suddenly, there was a loud growl from behind Marilyn. A dark shape loomed on the beach. A massive creature with dark fur, huge jaws, and curving, deadly claws. The werewolf! Snarling angrily at the creature from the lake!

The two monsters exchanged several guttural barks and gurgles and then the creature shoved Marilyn away. He turned and ran and the werewolf chased after him.

Marilyn watched her big, furry protector disappear into the forest in pursuit of her slimy attacker. She couldn’t help but wonder why, if she was stuck in a horror movie, she felt so incredibly turned on.
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Every Breath You Take

Hunter

Hunter staggered into the campgrounds in the waning hours of the night, his clothes askew and his hair disheveled. His mind reeling from half-remembered thoughts of what he had done when the beast had taken over.

He saw flashes of a big, tan ass pressed against his snout. The raunchy scent of a woman’s lust lingered in his nostrils. He remembered the taste. The warm feel of a mouth sucking at his beastly cock. Explosions of pleasure, one after another. A creamy ass. A tan ass. Hot, slippery cunts. He had fucked Zoey and Rosa. Both at the same time. He wished he remembered every detail, but he remembered enough, and he could feel the wetness of the intense sex still clinging to his human cock.

“Not… not what I wanted to happen,” he groaned. “I can’t even remember my first threesome.”

The door to the nearest cabin slammed open and the girls came rushing out. They were all talking at once. Surrounding him. Rosa and Zoey were clinging to each other and teary-eyed. Marilyn was talking as fast as she could about some creature coming out of the lake. Wendy was recounting how she had been attacked first.

And Becca. She was glaring murderously at Hunter.

“I’m… I’m sorry,” said Hunter, staggering through their midst and dropping down onto one of the logs positioned next to the smoldering remains of the bonfire. He couldn’t even say what he was sorry for without revealing the truth. He ran his fingers through his hair as the girls surrounded him again, all of them chattering at him. Marilyn rested a comforting hand on his shoulder, but she seemed somehow more annoyed than any of the others.

I saved her, he thought. What reason does she have to be mad at me? I protected Marilyn from that stupid fish-faced lake man. Dwayne.

He wasn’t sure how he had done it, but he had somehow communicated to the lake man that the girls were under his protection. The lake man had, in turn, gurgled and gargled and somehow communicated to Hunter in his werewolf form that the lake man was named Dwayne and was desperately lonely and just looking for a girlfriend.

Aren’t we all, thought Hunter, glancing over at Marilyn and smiling wearily.

“What are you going to do?” demanded Wendy, prodding Hunter with a finger. “Everybody has been attacked except for Becca and you’re wandering around in the woods alone.”

“Yeah, you were supposed to guard us,” said Zoey.

“It was a big, hairy demon,” sobbed Rosa, although it looked to Hunter as though she had cried herself dry because there were no tears on her face.

“He’s trying to protect us, but there are two monsters out there,” said Marilyn. “I’m just lucky they both came for me at the same time.”

They all started shouting at him and arguing with each other at once, making it difficult for Hunter to shut out the beast still growling in his mind. He squinted up at the moonlight. Setting, but still with more than an hour to go before it disappeared below the horizon. And all this fucking was making the beast more powerful. Giving it more control over his mind.

The arguing among the girls was getting louder. Hunter couldn’t take it anymore. He stood up again and declared, “We need to leave.”

“What?” Wendy looked at him uncertainly.

“We haven’t even stayed a full night,” said Zoey.

“Are you sure, Hunter?” asked Marilyn.

“Yes,” he said, his mind made up. “Get your things and—”

“We are not leaving,” said Becca, her green eyes flashing with determination. The blonde had a murderer’s smile on her face as she pushed past Wendy and prodded Hunter’s chest with her fingertips. “We’ve been counting on you alllllll night, Hunter, and you’ve let us down. But I believe in second, third, and fourth chances.”

“I haven’t done anything right,” cried Hunter, stumbling backwards and nearly falling over the log he had been sitting on.

Becca was terrifying. She was gorgeous and perfect and pressing herself close to him. He could see her little nipples poking at the tank-top she was wearing. No bra. Nothing but that thin white material between him and those perky tits. She pushed him again with her fingers.

“You need to get your ass back out there and scare this creature—”

“Creatures plural,” corrected Marilyn.

“Scare these creatures off with your manliness,” finished Becca. She ran both hands over Hunter’s chest and up onto his shoulders. She was standing close enough to kiss him. Her eyes studying his face. “Don’t you want to go back to school next week and brag about how you protected the whole cheer squad from two monsters?”

“Y-yeah, I guess,” said Hunter, feeling his cock stirring dangerously as he tried not to peek down Becca’s top.

“We’ll be sooooo grateful if you just let us have a nice, peaceful campout,” purred Becca, pressing her body against him so he could feel those nipples teasing his chest. The warmth of her and the sweet smell of her smothering him. Her lips against his ear, tickling the hair on his neck as she exhaled hot words, “Maybe I’ll even give you a special reward. Something really nice. If you take care of us and do your job.”

“Ohhhhh… ohhhh fuck,” moaned Hunter, his cock stiffening and the beast snarling in his head. Becca’s tongue lashed at his earlobe and he almost shouted. He finally pushed the overbearing queen of the cheerleader’s away and cast a wide-eyed glance at Marilyn. The bleached-blonde beauty was watching him with a little annoyance and, he couldn’t help but notice, she stole a glance at his bulging pants.

“C’mon, big guy,” giggled Becca. “Get out there and protect us. I promise I won’t let any of the other girls go wandering off this time.”

“Um, yeah, you got it,” said Hunter, backing away from all of them as the beast threatened to take over again. “Yes, guard duty again. Got it. I’ll keep the, uh, the monsters away. Patrol the lake. Keep the fish man in the water. Uh, that sort of thing.”

Marilyn waved goodbye. Hunter waved and then turned and jogged into the darkness. He could hear Becca giggling at his almost panicked departure.

Becca

“’He can be a hero, just for one day,’” sang Becca, watching Hunter scrambling off into the woods. She turned back to her friends and her expression soured. “I’ve waited as long as I’m going to wait, Marilyn. I can’t help that you have fumbled all night. It’s my turn with your weirdo hunk.”

Marilyn looked like she wanted to say something bitchy to Becca but thought better of it. Becca grinned.

“Oh, don’t be a sourpuss. Maybe I’ll bring back some souvenirs. Like a nice, big, juicy bone for you to chew on.”

Becca could feel Marilyn glaring at her as she sauntered back to the cabin and scooped up her jacket. Zoey and Rosa were standing in her way as she tried to leave the cabin.

“It’s no joke, Becca,” said Zoey.

“Yeah, that thing is big and strong and it has huge teeth,” said Rosa.

“And you two dykes made it back alive,” said Becca. “I’ll be fine. You go back to 69ing or whatever and I will do some Hunter gathering. It’s not so scary, is it, Wendy?”

Wendy was standing away from the others and staring at the full moon starting to sink beneath the forest treetops. She looked over and said, “Huh?”

“Exactly,” said Becca. “I’ll be fine. I have a little doggie bag and everything.”

She held up her little travel purse containing her vibrator, lube, condoms, and a tiny revolver she had stolen from her mother’s bureau and loaded with silver bullets. Just in case. None of the other girls knew that Becca was armed, but she liked to come prepared for any situation, including werewolves.

She set off after Hunter with Marilyn still glaring at her as she disappeared into the woods. The moonlight was not as bright as before, but Becca had a flashlight stashed in her purse. She pulled it out and followed the broken branches and footprints through the woods. She was no tracker, but she was sure she was on Hunter’s trail when she found his shoes, his jeans, and his shirt within a few feet of each other. Ahead yawned the dark mouth of a cave.

Becca crouched outside and shut off her flashlight. She could hear grunting and growling in the cave. The sound sent a shiver down her back and made her momentarily consider running back to camp. She resisted that urge as well as the urge to take out her gun. After all, Becca wasn’t looking to shoot the werewolf.

She was looking to get fucked by it. If everything Wendy, Zoey, and Rosa had told her was true, she was about to have the time of her life.

Becca slid her shorts down from her slender hips and eased her bikini cut panties down her long, toned legs. She had been thinking about getting fucked by the werewolf since before they even showed up at Tawny Lake. It was the reason she had organized this whole overnight outing. A last, wild night before her and the other girls went off to college.

The night they all got fucked by a werewolf.

She left her little white panties, still slightly damp from her fantasies of being mounted, in a dainty pile right outside the mouth of the cave. She pulled her shorts back on and backed towards the woods again, confident that the werewolf would track her down by the scent of her hot, steamy pussy.

“Come and get me, Hunter,” she giggled, running into the woods. But not too fast.

Becca did not have to wait long before she heard a howl pierce the forest night behind her. Even though it was her plan, it still sent a cold child through her body. She ran faster, crashing through trees and scuffing her shins in the undergrowth.

“Owwww,” she whined, kneeling to rub at scratches on her bare leg. She heard snapping twigs behind her and stood up again. Yellow eyes were staring at her from the darkness. She froze, her heart hammering in her chest. Her hand reaching instinctively towards the purse and the gun with its silver bullets.

The beast came thundering out of the trees. Half man and somehow more than half wolf. Towering over Becca as he loped into the clearing. He stood upright, his head that of a gray and black dire wolf, lips curled back to reveal huge, white fangs. His ears flat with anger as he snarled at her. His front limbs ended in clawed hands. His back legs were more like those of a massive wolf but allowing him to stand upright.

Becca’s wide-eyed gaze followed his thick fur down his body to the black balls and furry sheath of his cock. A partial length of glistening red flesh was jutting from the sheath. Obscenely wet, flared at the tip, and seeming to throb with the beast’s heartbeat. The beastly cock, like the werewolf itself, was terrifyingly big. Fucking half the Spartans offensive line had not prepared her for this sort of thing.

“Oh Jesus Christ,” murmured Becca, suddenly doubting every part of her plan.

The beast leapt upon her with the force of a charging bear. It flung the purse from her shoulder and with a slash of its sharp claws it tore open Becca’s tank-top and exposed her firm tits. Her tan lines exposed. Nipples pink at the center of the creamy triangles framed by her perfect tan.

“No! Nooooo!” she cried, screaming what she had been planning to scream all along, but actually meaning it.

The beast wasn’t listening. He tore off her shorts with a loud ripping sound, the gusset bound tight against Becca’s pussy for a moment before the fabric gave way. The beast thrust its furry muzzle against her, snorting and sniffing at her cunt. Her ass. Breathing her scent and confirming to its predatory senses that she was the girl it had smelled outside the cave.

“Stop! Ahhh! Your nose is cold!” cried Becca, twisting and bucking against it. Then she felt the first lash of its tongue, a forbidden pleasure dragging across her clit and down to her clenching asshole, and she forgot all about her fears. The werewolf’s tongue was so big, warm, and soft, seeming to bathe her pussy and ass like a washcloth. Tonguing her again and again and flicking against her clit until Becca plunged into an orgasm. “Ohhhhh! You stupid animal! You’re making me cummmmm! AHHHH!”

She bucked feverishly against the werewolf, cumming on its tongue, spilling her nectar into its fanged mouth. The beast gave her several more licks as she lay quivering with pleasure, then turned her over and with its humanlike claws it lifted her hips. Becca’s ass was a small, firm, perfect peach. Buns tight from constant cardio. Toned thighs. Tanned skin. Cheerleader perfection, dripping with her cum and wet with beastly spit. She was eager for more.

“Ohhhhh, don’t attack me,” she moaned, wiggling her hips. “Don’t mount me with your… your big red cock. Ahhhhh!”

The beast looked down at her shameless wiggling and tilted its head to the side like a family pet trying to understand a television commercial for dog treats. It decided whatever she was saying, it had already made up its mind. It was going to fuck her.

Becca looked back at over her shoulder, taking in the unbelievable sight of its huge furry body, that massive red cock poised above her upturned ass, and the beast’s pink tongue lolling somewhat comically from its mouth.

“Noooo, please,” she moaned. “Don’t put it in my pussy. That would be terrible! AH!”

The werewolf mounted her as suddenly as it had leapt at her before. Its huge, clawed hands grabbed hold of her hips and its massive red cock speared into her pussy without any gentleness. It was incredible. A savage thrust that filled her to her womb. She howled with pleasure, clawing at the undergrowth, feeling its furry weight against her ass and its huge balls swinging against her cunt.

There was no sweetness or care to the way the werewolf fucked her. It held her in its painfully tight grip and it hammered its huge cock in and out of her tight little cheerleader pussy. As it fucked her, she felt the bulging knot at its base working open her cuntlips. The pressure built with each thrust until suddenly that huge knot was inside her.

“Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuck!” cried Becca, all pretense of being in charge forgotten as she began to cum on that massive knot. Waves of pleasure made her slick pussy clench around the pummeling pillar of the werewolf. The great gray beast howled with ecstasy, hilting and knotting her teen pussy and unleashing its own hot, pulsing orgasm.

Becca had let a few boyfriends cum inside her, but she had never felt anything like what the werewolf was doing. Rapid, oily spurts that would stop for a few seconds and start again. Pumping, gushing werewolf spunk that slicked its cock but remained mostly trapped inside her pussy by that massive knot.

Becca came more times than she could count. Each orgasm stirring the werewolf’s load inside her and seeming to make it cum even more. It would stop and start and just when she was sure it was done it would start up again. The sensation of being mounted by the werewolf was incredible, but it was also wearing her out. She was hot and sweaty under its furry body. It kept drooling on her neck and shoulders. And her stretched, cum-stuffed pussy was starting to get sore.

“Okay… okay, big boy,” she gasped, looking back over her shoulder. “You’ve had your fun. Come on. Pull it out of me and go on your way. I don’t… don’t want anymore.”

The werewolf growled at her.

“Yeah, I know, you like my pussy,” she said, starting to get annoyed. “It’s the best in Peach Valley. But that thing is too big. It’s starting to hurt. Now take it out and AHHH!”

She cried out as the werewolf picked her up, spun her around onto her back, and bent her legs up until her knees were in her face and her ass was curled into the air. Her feet hung past her head, bouncing as the weight of the werewolf settled atop her contorted body and it began to pummel its cock into her pussy. Face-to-face. Drooling and growling right in Becca’s face as it churned the massive load inside her and began to fuck her every bit as hard as before.

“OHHHHH MMMMMMYYYY GODDDDDD!” wailed Becca, painfully, intensely cumming on the huge cock. The walls of her pussy squeezing around that hot, thrusting cock as the werewolf let loose with fresh pumps of cum. Frothy spunk oozing out around its knot and drooling down the crack of her ass and over her twitching asshole.

The werewolf was in a full rut, driven wild by her teasing. Becca’s fun had only just begun.
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Rock You Like a Hurricane

Hunter

Becca’s head bounced up and down with the rutting thrusts of the werewolf. Her hands clung to the trunk of the tree she had used to pull herself to her feet. The werewolf’s cock had never left her overflowing pussy. Even now, panting and growling, he was rutting away at her. Sweat dripped from Becca’s face as she whimpered and moaned.

Hunter’s mind was returning, his beastly urges almost satiated, his muscular, fur-covered body beginning to grow weary. His pleasure surged once more, and his red lupine cock pulsed and spurted another throbbing load of his beastly cum into Becca’s quivering cunt.

“OoooooOOoooo,” moaned Becca, clinging to the tree trunk as more of Hunter’s werewolf spunk trickled down her thighs all the way to her ankles.

Hunter felt his knot diminishing after that climax. He released his clawed grip on Becca’s shapely hips and stepped back. The red knot pulled free of her creamy pussy with a loud slurp, and he watched as a gush of his trapped goo poured out of her freshly stretched cunt.

“Ohhhh fuck,” moaned Becca, no doubt feeling the sudden emptiness as a shock. Her legs shook and she looked back at Hunter over her ass. “Are… are you done?”

He growled and licked his chops, resisting the sickly animal urge to lick her slimy cunt and froth-smeared ass. She seemed to take that as permission to leave and went staggering off into the night. She could hardly walk after the rutting Hunter had given her.

Hope you’re satisfied, he thought bitterly and fell back against a nearby tree.

Becca hadn’t been afraid of him. She had preyed upon him. That wasn’t some accidental encounter with his animal side. She had wanted it and she had inflamed his beastly desires until he could not control his lust. Was she just a freak or was this part of some bigger plan?

As Hunter calmed, the dark fur covering Hunter’s body began to retreat. The beastly muzzle of his face returned with pops and clicks to its human configuration.

Transforming back into a human after one of his werewolf experiences was always less painful than transforming into the beast. It even felt like a relief to be human again. But he was always so tired after his time as the animal. It was worse than ever before. He must have fucked Becca without stopping for the better part of an hour and, unusual for Hunter, he remembered everything. The tightness of her pussy gripping his throbbing knot, the smell of her shampoo and her sweat, the way her firm ass felt beneath his furry hips. It was stuck in his mind.

“Fuck,” he groaned, sliding down the tree trunk and to the ground. He pulled his knees up to his chest. His cock was filthy with the residue of sex. His body ached. And he had no idea where he would find his clothes. He wanted to just sleep the rest of the night away. It wouldn’t be much longer now before dawn.

“Hunter!?”

Hunter’s eyes jolted open and he sat up just as Marilyn ran into the clearing. Her eyes were wide and her breasts were heaving against her sweater with each gasp she took. She looked down at Hunter sitting against the tree trunk. She blinked once, twice, and then her gaze slid down his naked body to his flaccid red cock.

She frowned. Hunter remembered he was completely naked and he covered himself with both hands.

“Marilyn? What are you doing here?”

“What… um… what happened to you?” asked Marilyn.

“I was, um, I heard a sound here,” said Hunter, pushing himself to his feet. “And then there was this big furry thing. It must’ve been the werewolf. It attacked me and… um…”

“Took your clothes?” Marilyn glanced around.

“Well, I thought there was a bug in my shirt and then I thought it crawled down in my pants and that was when the werewolf attacked me and—”

“I don’t believe you,” said Marilyn, folding her arms across her chest.

“You don’t? But, everybody has been attacked by the werewolf. He’s on the prowl.”

“Yeah, he is on the prowl for girls. But you’re not a girl at all.” Marilyn prodded Hunter in the chest with a finger. “I saw Becca coming from this way. I think Becca found you and you did something with her.”

“It’s not like that,” said Hunter. He could tell she was winding up to get really mad at him and he blurted out, “Marilyn, I only ever wanted you!”

That stopped her in her tracks. The anger dissipated and she smiled a little.

“I mean it,” he said. “I wish none of these other girls were here. I wish it was just me and you out here in the woods together.”

“What about the werewolf?” she asked, her little smile turning into a smirk.

Hunter was luckily saved from answering the question by the sudden appearance of a snarling, white-faced monster.

“RAAAAAAAAA!” shouted the beast and something flashed silver in his grasp. Marilyn screamed and lashed out with a punch that momentarily knocked the white oval of the monster’s face askew to reveal skin and scraggly hair.

It took Hunter a full second to realize that it wasn’t a monster at all but a huge, hulking man in a hockey mask wielding a bowie knife. He yanked his mask back into place with a snarl and slashed at Marilyn again with his knife. This time his blade caught her sweater and tore open the back and down one sleeve.

Hunter smelled her blood in the air. Only a scratch across one arm, but the blade had drawn blood and the huge, masked man was coming for her. The giant grabbed Marilyn around her slender neck with one huge hand and raised the knife to plunge it into her chest.

Hunter was already transforming with fury as he hurled himself at the man. His claws were out, his snout and legs following a moment later. He clamped his jaws onto the mask and tore it away, revealing a pale, flabby man with a crazed look in his eyes. Hunter knocked the blade from the maniac’s grasp with a slash of his claws.

“RAAAAA! DUMB DOG!” shouted the giant.

The maniac released Marilyn to grapple with Hunter and for a few seconds Hunter was overpowered. The hulking brute hammering punches into Hunter’s furry body.

But Hunter had claws and teeth. He bit down on the maniac’s shoulder and tasted blood. He raked with his claws and felt the flabby side of the maniac spurt more blood. The giant howled in pain and flung Hunter at a nearby tree. The impact knocked the breath out of Hunter. By the time he had recovered the maniac was already gone from the clearing, crashing away through the woods.

Hunter took two steps to pursue him and then realized Marilyn was on the ground, covering her wounded arm with one hand and staring wide-eyed at hunter.

“I always knew you were the werewolf,” said Marilyn, her gaze settling on the red cock jutting from his sheath. “God… it’s so big.”

“Rrrrrrrrr,” growled Hunter, watching her and unsure what to do.

“Fuck, Hunter, that was so hot how you saved me from that guy,” she said, crawling towards him across the ground.

“Grrrroowwrr?” He growled, unable to speak with his lupine features, but too aroused to turn back into a man.

Marilyn was gorgeous in the moonlight. Her face speckled with blood. Sweat glistening on her body. Her toned body and ample breasts partially revealed by the tear in her sweater. Hanging so heavily as she crawled closer. She knelt before Hunter.

“Don’t be mad at me. Please. We were so curious about you, but… I told Becca we should just ask. She wanted to do it this way. Wanted it to be like a horror movie. But it was, just now. That guy was going to kill me and you saved my life. I owe you my life.”

“Grrrrrrrrr?” wondered Hunter, cocking his head to the side. His big, red fuckmeat bounced with a reflexive spasm of lust. Even after fucking Becca silly, his beastly side wanted more. He had to have Marilyn.

Marilyn

The sting of the knife scratch and the terror of being attacked by the maniac were already forgotten. Marilyn stared in awe at the gorgeous werewolf that Hunter had become. So big and bulging with muscles beneath his dark fur. Those yellow eyes staring down at her and that long pink tongue hanging from his massive jaws. And then there was that cock. It was huge and naughty and red. More of a beast’s cock than a man’s cock. With a flattened tip, a bulge at the root, and big, furry balls hanging beneath the base.

She knelt before Hunter – before the beast that hunter had become - feeling those yellow wolf eyes watching her as she slowly reached out and touched the pulsating length of his cock. So warm and a little bit slimy. She only used her fingertips as she stroked slowly down his shaft, feeling the thump of his heartbeat and the tense twitch of his lust. The bulge at the root was huge.

“Oh my god, it’s so fucking big,” she whispered, tracing her fingers around the bulge and making the whole cock jerk. Hunter growled and Marilyn looked up at him.

She couldn’t see a trace of the cute, shy boy she knew from Peach Valley High. Was he still in there? Did he know it was her on her knees in front of him?

“Hunter, can you hear me in there? If you can, um, wag your tail.”

The dark-furred werewolf wagged his tail back and forth and began to pant as he looked down at Marilyn. He seemed so peaceful and sweet, which Marilyn thought was really at odds with his big, glistening red cock pointed straight at her. She leaned closer, the smell strong and bestial, the sight so obscene that it was equal parts repulsive and alluring.

“Okay, boy,” she whispered. “Easy. I’m just going to… going to give it a little… mmmlllll…”

She closed her eyes and stuck out her tongue as her hands gently grasped his cock by its root. Her first taste was strong and disgusting. She pulled back, frowning, but when she saw Hunter the werewolf looking down at her so expectantly she forced herself to try again. To lick the hot, beastly head of his cock. To really taste the glistening pre oozing out.

Can’t believe I’m doing this, thought Marilyn as she parted her lips and let his tip slide into her mouth. But that’s not so bad. Actually, mmm, it tastes sort of good. A little sweet to go along with that saltiness.

She started to suck Hunter’s beastly cock. No blowjob queen like some of the girls on the squad, it took effort for Marilyn, but it was an effort she was willing to make for Hunter. Her lips stretching around him. Her mouth filled by this throbbing cock. Her spit coated him and the strong taste of his pre mingled with her fresh saliva.

Marilyn couldn’t take him all into her mouth. He was much too big for that, so she put both hands to use on that massive werewolf cock and bobbed on the first few inches. Slurping louder. Moaning around him.

She was so intent on what she was doing that she missed the signs that Hunter was nearing his peak. His soft growls. The slight movement of his hips. She was making love to his cock with her eager teenage mouth and didn’t stop to think what would happen when he reached his climax.

Hunter’s clawed hands suddenly grasped Marilyn’s head and he thrust his cock deeper into her mouth. She gurgled in surprise, fighting to keep from gagging as the beastly head of his cock thrust into her throat. Hunter howled, lost in his pleasure, and fucked her mouth with intense, deep strokes. His cock gave a powerful pump and suddenly Marilyn’s throat was filled with the hot, thick, salty spurt of Hunter’s cum. She swallowed hard around his throbbing length, kissing the bulge of his knot as he emptied his load down her throat. Her eyes watered, her stomach rebelled, but she held strong as she took his hot, filthy lupine load.

“Mmmmhhhnnnnnn,” moaned Marilyn as Hunter’s thrusts slowed. Despite the discomfort and the near-gagging, being face-fucked by the big furry beast was hot. Her pussy felt like it was on fire and her panties were soaked. It was the dirtiest thing she had ever done, and she wanted more.

Luckily for Marilyn, Hunter had only just begun.

He pulled his huge cock from her throat and left her gasping and coughing, cum overflowing her chin. He leaned his huge muzzle down and began to lick her face. Sniffing and snuffling and lapping at her cheek. Licking away her tears like an excited dog. She began to kiss him back. It was a strange, taboo feeling, but she began to kiss his long, soft tongue and felt his furry muzzle against her lips.

Hunter’s clawed hands almost gently undressed her. He yanked and pulled, not too concerned about buttons or laces, but making an obvious effort not to rip her clothes.

“Mmmmm, it’s okay,” gasped Marilyn, too horny to wait. “You can rip them.”

He growled, his yellow eyes flashing in the moonlight as he tore her clothes to shreds and exposed her big, soft tits and her toned and slender body. His hot tongue lapped at her heaving breasts and tasted her straining nipples. He licked lower, pressing apart her legs and lapping at the hot seam of her cunt. Sniffing and licking at her ass. Making her shudder with shameful pleasure as that warm, wet, velvety tongue wiped again and again between her cheeks and over her cunt.

It was such a thrillingly dirty feeling, so intensely wrong, that she could not hold back. She bucked against his furry muzzle and hot, lashing tongue. She came against him, holding onto the furry wedge of his head and bucking her hips. Her nectar licked clean as it flowed from her quivering cunny.

“Ohhhhhh, fuck, so good,” she moaned, arching in the grass and jerking her hips against him.

Hunter’s head lifted from her trembling twat and the big, furry brute climbed atop her. This was no doggystyle fuck. This was an intense and surprisingly tender fuck. He pushed her legs back and bared her pussy as he used only his hips to guide his cock to her soaking slit. She gasped as he eased his throbbing cock into her slowly, her breath taken by the intense pleasure of being filled by werewolf cock.

He looked down at her, tongue lolling from his jaws as he began to thrust into her pussy. Slow at first, then faster. His knot beating against her clit, gradually forcing it way into her tight teenage cunt. Stretching her around him. Filling her like no man had ever filled her before. Until his full cock was inside her.

Knotted, she realized with a taboo thrill.

“Oh my god,” she cried, holding his furry hips. “I’m cumming… cumming again! AHHHHH!”

She threw back her head in ecstasy as his knot at last completely pushed into her pussy. The spasms of her climax gripped and squeezed that hot, throbbing bulge. Hunter leaned over her. Panting and licking her face as he drove deep.

“Cum!” she gasped, still in the throes of her orgasm. “Cum with me! Cum… cum inside me!”

Hunter obeyed like a good boy, his cock jerking and pumping and unleashing a massive load of cum deep into Marilyn’s trembling cunt. She threw her arms around his neck and pulled closer. Kissing him passionately and taking his tongue into her mouth as her pussy rippled around his spurting cock. The sensation of being stretched and plugged by his knot was incredible. And he just kept cumming. Each time she was sure he was done, his thrusts slowing, he would begin again. Stroking and spurting into her until his load was oozing out around his knot.

It had never been so good for her before. No boy had ever satisfied her like this. Hunter seemed ready to fuck her all night and Marilyn was ready for him.

It was almost morning when Marilyn and Hunter finally came walking into camp. Their hair mussed and stuck with twigs. Their expressions glazed with pleasure. They were mostly naked, with only the few scraps of clothing they had each recovered on their way out of the woods. They held hands as dawn began to lighten the horizon.

“I still can’t believe you tricked me,” he said, looking over at her as they approached the quiet camp. “I mean, I don’t know… I might’ve done it if you had asked me.”

“That’s what I told Becca,” said Marilyn. “But she wanted it to be real.”

“Real dangerous,” said Hunter. “I might’ve killed one of you girls. Although with Becca… I guess that might’ve been okay.”

“Don’t even say it after that weirdo came at me with a knife,” said Marilyn. “But you saved me, Hunter.”

She leaned over and gave him a peck on the cheek. He was cute and shy in his human form, but she thought she could see traces of the exciting beast that lurked within him.

“You’re all I wanted,” said Hunter, squeezing Marilyn’s hands. “And at least now I can be myself around you and the others.”
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Girls Just Want to Have Fun

Hunter

“So you wanted a big bad wolf? Did your fantasies come true?” Hunter stared down Becca, Wendy, Zoey, and Rosa. Marilyn stood at his side with her arms folded across her chest.

“It wasn’t like that,” said Wendy. “We just wanted to have fun.”

“Shut up, Wendy,” said Becca. “Because it totally was like that. You’re a werewolf, Hunter. Just like Jacob and Dylan from the Wolf Brothers books.”

“Oh, god, they’re hunks,” admitted Rosa.

Zoey agreed, “So hot when they throw Vanessa down in the woods and… well…”

Hunter frowned. This wasn’t going quite like he’d hoped. The cheer squad hardly seemed to have learned their lesson.

“It was sooo hot,” said Becca. “Don’t act like you didn’t like it, Hunter.”

“You took advantage of him,” said Marilyn.

“So did you,” said Wendy.

“Look, it’s not me I’m worried about here,” said Hunter. “I came out here willingly. I hoped that maybe, you know, I might hook up with Marilyn. But… you don’t understand about the werewolf. This isn’t some movie or book. I might’ve killed you or seriously hurt you.”

“Mmmmmm, but you didn’t,” said Wendy, reaching out with a shapely leg and rubbing her bare foot against the front of Hunter’s shredded pants.

He grunted and stepped out of her reach. Wendy giggled and her laughter spread to Zoey and Rosa. Only Becca remained unaffected, a tight smile on her lips and her arms crossed over her large breasts in a mirror of what Marilyn was doing.

“You know, we can stay tomorrow night too,” teased Wendy. “Now that we’re all on the same page, we can like… have fun.”

“Like a monster movie,” suggested Zoey.

“Only safer,” added Rosa.

“What does your princess there say about it?” asked Becca. “Is she going to let you off your leash and share you with us or is she going to keep you staked in her yard?”

“This is a bad idea,” said Marilyn. “Even if Hunter can control himself, there is a real psycho out there in the woods. Not to mention some sort of slimy fish creature in the lake.”

“The lake guy is harmless,” said Hunter. “But Marilyn is right. There’s a knife-wielding maniac in the woods.”

“Then you’ll just have to protect us from the real danger, Hunter,” said Becca, rising to her feet and approaching Hunter with her eyes locked on his. “Because we’re staying another night. And we want to have fun. With you.”

Hunter couldn’t back up anymore with the campfire right behind him. He was trapped as Becca laced her arms around his neck, leaned up, and planted a kiss on his lips. He tensed and looked guiltily sideways at Marilyn. His lips tight for a moment, but his resistance melting as Becca pressed her shapely body to his. Before he could think with his brain instead of his libido, he was kissing her back, making out with Becca right in front of Marilyn. His cock getting harder by the moment.

Becca pulled back suddenly, giggling as Hunter’s lips tried to follow her.

“Looks like the beast is waking up,” she said, gesturing at the obvious bulge in Hunter’s jeans. “What do you say, Marilyn? Are you going to share him?”

Marilyn looked to Hunter. He felt his face go hot with embarrassment and shrugged sheepishly.

“I mean, I think I can keep myself under some sort of control,” he said.

Marilyn sighed.

“Oh, alright, one more night,” she said. Just as the girls were starting to cheer, Marilyn turned on Becca and jabbed a finger against her breasts. “But after this campout, you leave him alone. He’s not some toy for your games. He’s… he’s my boyfriend.”

“Really?” said Hunter and just about everyone else around the campfire echoed the word.

“Yeah, really,” said Marilyn and she planted a scorching hot kiss on Hunter’s lips. Hotter than even Becca’s kiss. Hunter kissed her back without reservation, eagerly tongue-to-tongue with his hot new girlfriend. She broke the kiss to add, “Now let’s get some rest while the sun is out, because it’s going to be a long night.”

But Hunter didn’t get much sleep during the day.

It was hard with the sun out, birds singing, and zipped into a sleeping bag with Marilyn. Her firm, round ass pressing back against him as he wrapped her in his arms. She made sweet little sounds while she was sleeping and that just made his cock even harder. She finally woke up at one point, turning to face him and kissing him. He didn’t care that there were other people in the cabin with them. He shifted closer to her, drawing her panties aside as she wrapped her soft hand around his cock and guided him to her hot little pussy.

They fucked on their sides, facing each other, one of Marilyn’s legs over his hip as he rocked forward and worked his stiff cock in and out of her tight folds. He had one hand under her tank top, kissing her, gasping with pleasure into her lips as he caressed and squeezed the soft warmth of her breast.

“Oh, fuck, Hunter,” she moaned. “Your human cock… feels so fucking good.”

“As good as the werewolf?” he grunted.

“Mmmmmm, not quite,” she admitted. “But they both have… their incredible qualities.”

He kissed her again and thrust harder into her depths. She moaned against his lips, her tongue sliding against his as she tightened around him. He felt the tremors of her orgasm clutching against his hardness. He couldn’t hold back. He let her cum as much as he could stand and then he reached between them, pulling out his cock into his hand and stroking himself with his tip against the soft lips of her cunt.

“Ohhhh fuck, no, not like that,” moaned Marilyn, reaching inside the sleeping bag. “Put it back inside me.”

She met his eyes as she drew his hardness back into her pussy. Hunter couldn’t hold out. The moment her heat enveloped him again he let loose with a hot, throbbing climax. His cum jetting into Marilyn’s pussy. His kiss desperately against her lips as he filled her with his hot load.

He finally got a little sleep after that. Their bodies still intwined. His cock softening inside her creamy cunt as he slipped off to rest.

It seemed only moments later that he was being roused from the sleeping bag by Marilyn and Becca. Dusk was gathering on the horizon and a fresh campfire had been lit. The girls were waiting, hungry looks on their faces. They wanted the beast, and it was time to give them their fantasies.

“The only rule,” said Hunter, “is don’t tease me. If I lose all control something really bad might happen.”

“We want it to be rough and scary,” said Wendy.

“We want the beast,” added Becca, looking Hunter up and down. “Not this.”

“You’ll get the beast,” said Hunter, taking off his t-shirt and handing it to Marilyn. “Now you had all better run as fast as you can, because I’m going to catch you. And I’m going to… fuck you.”

He growled as he dropped to all fours beside the campfire. As he kicked off his shorts, he let the transformation begin. He could feel Marilyn watching him, clearly disgusted by the breaking bones, and stretching sinews, but unable to look away as her weirdo boyfriend became the werewolf of the cheer squad’s fantasies.

Wendy

Wendy didn’t make it far from the campground. She wasn’t quite as fast as the others, and she also wanted to be caught. She was breathing heavily, waiting for Hunter, and she turned just in time to see him come bounding out of the woods. He growled and stared her down with his hungry yellow eyes.

“Oh, no, not the werewolf. I’ll do anything if you’ll spare me.” Wendy pulled her bra and tank top beneath her fat tits, squeezing them with the overstretched material. She slid down to her knees and cradled her tits in her hands. “I’ll even… suck your big werewolf cock.”

With a lusty snarl, Hunter launched himself at Wendy. The curvy redheaded was bowled over by the impact, the air knocked from her lungs as she tried desperately to get her hands wrapped around his big, red beast cock.

But the beast wasn’t interested in being pleasured by the horny slut. He grabbed Wendy’s head in his clawed hands and thrusts his massive monster cock straight into her mouth and down Wendy’s throat. She gurgled in surprise, bucking beneath his furry body as he hunched over and began to roughly fuck her face.

Wendy’s throat bulged and tears of discomfort streamed from her eyes as the werewolf spanked her chin with his furry balls. Wendy never would have let one of her boyfriends treat her like that. Not even when she dated Kenny on the basketball team with that magnificent, huge black cock of his. But there was no stopping the werewolf. He was a force of primal lust. And that made it so fucking hot.

She gurgled submissively as she was being throatfucked by the beast. One hand sliding down into her panties to plunder her pussy as the furry beast fucked her mouth and down her neck.

“AWWWOOOOOOO!” howled the werewolf, throwing back his head to the moon and letting loose with a hot load of cum straight down Wendy’s throat. It was all the redheaded cheerleader could do to keep it from flowing back up her throat and out her nose. She gulped again and again as the knot stretched her jaws and the thick cock pulsed and pumped down her raw throat. Her tummy was filled with the hot, slick broth of the werewolf’s beastly balls.

He pulled out and she gagged and spit cum onto the grass. The beast was already gone by the time she had recovered, but Wendy stayed in that same spot, used and filthy, fingering her hot twat in search of a cum-drenched climax.

Zoey

Zoey’s pierced nipples with their little barbels were always stiff because of the piercings, but they were so hard they hurt as she ran through the forest. Her staining buds rubbed against her tight tank. No bra to restrain her perky tits. Only shorts to cover her firm little ass. She was running, but she wanted to be caught. Wanted it so bad that as she heard the wolf howling behind her, she slowed down.

When she heard him crashing through the forest, she stopped. Froze. Pressed her back to a tree as the huge, dark werewolf came loping out from among the trees.

“G-good boy,” she said, holding up a hand to appease him. “No need to be rough. I’ll… I’ll do whatever you want.”

He growled and padded closer, dropping to all fours but still almost even with Zoey’s face. She could see his red cock bouncing beneath his furry abdomen. Milky spunk dribbling out of his tip and his knot fully engorged. Wendy had been behind her. Had he already fucked her?

Zoey stopped worrying about Wendy’s fate as the werewolf that had been Hunter strode closer and sniffed at her.

“Oh fuck,” murmured Zoey, fighting the urge to run from the beast. “Don’t… don’t be too rough, okay?”

There was no negotiating with a wild werewolf. Hunter charged at her and seized her throat in his jaws. He threw her to the ground and tore away her tight tank top. He slashed again with his clawed fingers and ripped the shorts down her legs, tearing them away from her hot mound. He let go of her throat, his teeth leaving marks but not drawing blood. He stood over her as she moaned with fear and looked away from his savage face.

She wanted to scream, but she couldn’t make a sound. Her throat just wasn’t working.

The beast’s muzzle sniffed her neck and her breasts. His warm, soft tongue lashed her pierced nipples and sent perverse pulses of pleasure down to her clit. His teeth grazed her buds and dragged against her heaving breasts. His snorting muzzle moved lower and Zoey instinctively parted her thighs to him. That cold nose pressed to her sex and breathed deeply of her scent. She was shocked as his tongue lapped at her cunt and then her ass. Teasing her and awakening her desire.

His rough hands grabbed her legs and he rose above her. His mighty red cock slapped atop her abdomen. He drew back and thrust into her hot cove and she wailed as pleasure took her body. Ecstasy gripped at his cock in his first thrust and her pleasure grew as he forced his knot into her pussy.

She sunk her fingers into his fur, head bouncing, tits shuddering as he fucked her hard and deep. One orgasm became two and then three. Her walls gripping and squeezing him until the mighty beast let out a howl that tore the night sky. She felt his cum pouring into her and it sent Zoey crashing into a fourth climax. She bucked her hips and pushed against him, taking his werewolf jizz like a hot vampire girl at a Monster Mash.

He pulled free of her pussy with a lewd slurp, his cock thumping against her thigh and cum leaking from her stretched cunt as Hunter bounded off into the night. Rosa whimpered, reached down, and played her fingers through the spunk pouring out of her gaping gash. Her body arched upon the grass and her pale breasts thrust against the summery night air.

Rosa

Rosa ran until she could not run anymore. She had been certain that she wanted to be fucked by the werewolf when everyone had started running, but after hearing Zoey screaming in the distance and the wolf howling with pleasure, she wasn’t so sure anymore. She saw an old, abandoned ranger’s station and ran for it. She pushed open the graffiti covered door and tumbled onto a dusty old cot.

She heard another howl pierce the night. It seemed much closer than before.

“It’s just Hunter,” she told herself. “Oh, God, please. Forgive me. I don’t want to do this.”

She held her crucifix in her hand, kissing it and praying to God that the werewolf would go find somebody else.

“The other girls wanted it… I just want to be good. I promise. I’ll never have sex before marriage again. I’ll vote for a third term Ronald Reagan, and I’ll never think of licking a girl or… or…”

Her words trailed off as she heard the pad off animal feet outside the dusty old cabin. A shadow fell through a window and spilled across the floor of the cabin. The shape of a huge wolf silhouetted by the moonlight.

“Noooo,” whispered Rosa, the word escaping her lips in a trembling rush of breath.

The werewolf entered the cabin on all fours. He pushed open the door with his nose and his yellow eyes blazed in the darkness as he stared down Rosa. She cringed atop the bunk, holding up her crucifix like it might protect her.

“Please,” she moaned, her heart hammering in her chest. Her knees drawn up and her face hidden behind them. There was nowhere to run. No way out as the werewolf loped towards her. He licked his chops and Rosa whimpered at the sight of those huge, white teeth.

But Hunter did not assault her like a beast. He climbed onto the bunk and nudged her back. He sniffed and licked at her face, his soft tongue dragging across her lips until she unconsciously parted them. His tongue was in her mouth. Working against hers in a strange, bestial kiss.

He sat back on his haunches, his red cock sticking up from his furry loins. He looked at her, panting, and Rosa nodded with agreement. She stripped her sweatshirt and t-shirt off and unbuckled her bra. Her breasts were creamy brown with darker tan nipples sticking up with her arousal. She wiggled out of her jeans, some of her fear returning as she covered her mound with one hand and felt the damp heat beneath her fingers.

I’m turned on by this thing, she realized.

That was enough of an admission to make the next part much easier. As the werewolf eased his big, furry body atop her and parted her thighs. He teased his cock at her entrance, then slid it slowly into her pussy. She cried out with pleasure, unable to deny it. She hung her arms around his great furry neck and moved beneath him as he began to fuck her. His cock felt huge. Amazing, but huge. His knot working its way past her dark tan cuntlips and into clutching pussy.

“Ohhhhhh, God, forgive me, it feels so… so fucking good!”

“Awwooo!” agreed Hunter, rutting into her faster.

Rosa gave herself over to the pleasure, cumming hard on the beastly knot before turning over onto her hands and knees and throwing her firm bottom back against Hunter’s dark, furry underside. His cock plowing into her pussy. His huge arms holding her shoulders as he humped away at her luscious rear. His cock drilling deep into her cunt until she howled with him in mutual pleasure.

He filled her innocent Latina pussy to overflowing with his hot, werewolf spunk. Her pussy sucking out spurt after spurt like a hungry mouth. So eager for his thick, oily wolf cum. Trembling with pleasure as Rosa came with the werewolf’s might eruption.

She didn’t know if God could ever forgive her, but it felt so fucking good she could learn to forgive herself.
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Dancing in the Dark

Becca

Becca was beyond annoyed. The fit blonde had gone to all the trouble of donning her string bikini and posing on the beach beneath the moonlight only to be ignored in favor of Wendy, Rosa, and Zoey. She could hear all three of them getting loudly “taken down” by Hunter as the werewolf rampaged through the woods.

Becca sighed and rolled onto her side, her nipples stiff beneath the crimson top of her string bikini and gooseflesh starting to creep onto her arms in the surprisingly chilly breeze. She watched the moonlight on the rippling surface of the lake and thought she might fall asleep.

“Maybe that lake monster will come and fuck me,” she muttered to herself, running a hand between her slender thighs and pressing two fingers against the softness of her cunt through her bikini.

She felt a warm flutter of pleasure and pressed a little harder. Her fingers started to move with a familiar steady rhythm. One she had experienced late at night in her bed or alone in her shower many times. Thinking of cute boys or even, once or twice, cute girls. But this was different. She was picturing that big, furry beast bending her over and tearing off her bikini. His wolfy snout shoved into the crack of her ass. His breath hot and his tongue hotter.

“Nnnnno,” she moaned, jerking her hand away. “I’m not diddling myself tonight. That’s not the deal.”

“Good to know,” chuckled a voice behind her.

Becca jerked onto her back, her breasts jiggling with the sudden motion. Marilyn was crossing the small strip of beach between the woods and the lake. She had her blonde hair pulled back in a tight ponytail and was wearing workout shorts and a tank top that seemed a bit sheer in the moonlight. Becca grimaced with annoyance at Marilyn’s arrival.

“I suppose you were first,” said Becca, sitting up and propping her upper body on her elbows. “Your furry boytoy panting and eager to hump away at your firm little butt.”

Becca glanced over at Marilyn’s peachy bottom in her tight shorts.

“Oh, no, I’m last on his list tonight,” said Marilyn, crouching down beside Becca in a way that made her shorts almost disappear between her cheeks. She toyed with a stick in the sand. “The animal takes over, you know? He warned me it would be first come, first serve.”

“It sounded like there was a lot of serving and cumming,” said Becca, looking in the direction of the woods.

“Yeah, almost enough to make a girl jealous.” Marilyn tossed the stick away. “Maybe we need to get his attention.”

“What were you thinking?” asked Becca, raising a perfectly manicured eyebrow.

“Let’s generate a little heat,” said Marilyn, rising to her feet and offering Becca a hand up.

It took a few minutes to gather fallen branches and sticks from the edge of the woods. They piled them up on the beach made of hauled-in sand. Becca was pretty sure that bonfires on the beach were strictly forbidden but didn’t exactly care at the moment. She worked up a good sweat hauling brush to burn and so did Marilyn.

With a little effort and a lighter, they soon kindled a decent-sized bonfire on the beach. Golden light painted their bodies and their shadows danced across the beach.

Becca leaned on Marilyn’s shoulder.

“Not a bad idea,” she admitted. “That will definitely get his attention.”

Marilyn looked over at her and smiled. Becca couldn’t help but notice the way Marilyn looked first into her eyes and then down at her smile. Like she was waiting for something to happen.

“Yeah,” whispered Marilyn.

“Hey,” said Becca, a naughty idea occurring to her, “remember that time we went to cheer camp in San Diego? That night where they had that big bonfire and started singing all those stupid songs?”

“Yeah, I think they played Kumbaya three times,” said Marilyn, but there was a definite color blooming in her cheeks. Becca could see it by the firelight.

“And me and you went around to the other side of the fire so we could escape and talk,” said Becca, looking down a little at Marilyn’s plump lips.

“I seem to remember, we did more than talk,” said Marilyn, her voice lower and huskier.

“Yeah, we did a couple things that could have gotten us into big trouble,” chuckled Becca, sliding an arm around Marilyn’s back and drawing the slender blonde closer. “I mean, a little kissing is one thing, but I seem to remember… mmmm… I had my hand down your shorts.”

Becca brought her lips closer to Marilyn’s. She spoke at a whisper as she ran her other hand down the flat of Marilyn’s toned tummy and to the waistband of her shorts.

“I think… think my hand was down your shorts too,” replied Marilyn, her lips so close they brushed against Becca’s as she spoke.

“I never asked you,” whispered Becca. “Did you… cum?”

As she asked that question, she thrust her hand down into Marilyn’s shorts and pressed a searing kiss to Marilyn’s lips. Becca felt the heat of Marilyn’s trimmed cunt beneath her fingers and sought the little bud of her clit. She massaged it forcefully enough to shock Marilyn and make the bottle blonde’s body stiffen, but then Marilyn seemed to melt into Becca’s kiss. Her lips opening. Her tongue inviting Becca’s tongue. Her hips jerking as she thrust herself against Becca’s fingers.

Becca was relentless. She brought Marilyn down to the sandy ground and broke their kiss to peel off Marilyn’s shirt.

“Becca,” gasped Marilyn, stroking Becca’s head as Becca bent her face to Marilyn’s pert breasts and began kissing them and licking Becca’s brown nipples.

Becca sucked one of Marilyn’s perky tits as she thrust two fingers into Marilyn’s hot cove. At one time or another, Becca had fooled around with all of the cheerleaders in her squad. She didn’t consider herself a lesbian, not even close, but she wasn’t shy about having some fun. She liked the sounds these girls made and Marilyn was no exception. She practically vibrated with pleasure as Becca sucked her tits and fucked her with two practiced fingers.

“That’s it,” said Becca, kneeling beside Marilyn and forcefully pumping her fingers into Marilyn’s hot, tight little pussy. “I want you to cum for me. Right now. Cum for me you little wolf slut.”

“OhhhhHHHHHhHhh fuUUUUCK!” cried Marilyn, bucking her hips and clinging to Becca. “Ohhhh, god, it feels… FUCK!”

There was no need for Becca to ask if Marilyn was cumming. The little slut was bucking hard and her pussy was practically squeezing the life out of Becca’s fingers. Becca watched the agonizing pleasure on Marilyn’s face. The intense contortion slowly relaxing as the spasms receded.

Becca eased her fingers out of Marilyn’s pussy and held them up so she could see the plentiful nectar glistening on her digits by the light of the bonfire. She thought about tasting it. Wondered if it was sweet like honey. Instead of sticking out her tongue, she held her hand down to Marilyn.

“Clean it off,” she said.

Marilyn’s eyes were lidded with pleasure. Her face flushed. She looked up at Becca and let her tongue creep out and taste her own cum. Becca pushed her fingers into Marilyn’s mouth and Marilyn sucked them and licked them clean. Marilyn kept her eyes on Becca, sucking those fingers almost like she was sucking a cock.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Marilyn and Becca knew what she wanted.

“You want to taste some more?” asked Becca, reaching her free hand to the string on the side of her bikini. “You want to taste mine?”

Marilyn

“Yessss,” moaned Marilyn, lifting her head and sitting up as she watched Becca taking off her bikini.

Marilyn could hardly believe she said it, but she couldn’t deny how badly she wanted it. She liked the way Becca had so forcefully taken control and she wanted another taste of that. She wanted to be told what to do.

And Becca wasn’t shy about telling her. The hot blonde captain of the cheerleading squad was used to be in charge. She stood up and yanked away her bikini bottoms. There were gorgeous contrasting tan lines on Becca. She clearly liked to get sun in her bikini. Her white-framed nipples and mound light against the golden color of her skin. Marilyn was drawn to that bewitching perfection. She crawled closer, looking up at Becca as Becca reached down and cradled Marilyn’s head.

“Have you done this before?” asked Becca.

“No,” admitted Marilyn. “The furthest I’ve gone is… that campfire. And just now.”

“But you know what to do though, right?” asked Becca, raising an eyebrow and pulling Marilyn’s face closer to that neatly trimmed little pussy.

“Yeah,” admitted Marilyn, looking from Becca’s pale green eyes to the tiny golden triangle of hair and the pink lips of Becca’s delicate cunt. It wasn’t like Marilyn hadn’t seen it before, but never this close. Never thinking about tasting it.

The slightest pressure from Becca’s hand was all it took to draw Marilyn closer. She braced her hands on Becca’s thighs and leaned in to breathe the scent of sex. To taste the first sweet dew on Becca’s folds. To lick the first pussy she had ever licked. Her tongue traced the length of Becca’s steamy slit and up again. Tasting the swell of sweetness. Feeling the bud of Becca’s clit.

Marilyn licked there, knowing how good it felt when a boy did that to her. Kissing it. Sucking it a little. But mostly licking.

“That’s it,” gasped Becca, tightening her fingers on Marilyn’s head. “Give me an S. Give me a U. Give me a C. Give me a K. Ohhhhhh, that’s it. Spell it just like that.”

Marilyn was so lost in the act of pleasuring her friend that she didn’t hear Hunter approaching until he was almost right on top of them. By then, it was too late to stop what happened next.

Hunter

Hunter and the beast were in agreement. He was the beast in full rut, aware of who and what he was, but uninterested in holding back. He smelled two girls. Familiar. Eager. Marilyn and Becca. Marilyn on her knees and nuzzling the cunt of the taller captain of the cheerleading squad. Hunter burst from the woods at a charge, his tongue lolling from his mouth as he ran on all fours towards them. His red cock bouncing beneath his furry body and still dripping with spunk from his latest conquest.

Becca had just enough time to cry out before Hunter slammed into her and bore her down to the sand by the light of the bonfire. She yelled something and then he saw a flash of a smile. That was all the permission his beastly mind needed. He grabbed Becca’s ankles and spread her legs wide. His cock was inside that tight, juicy cunt with a single thrust. His furry balls battering her little pink asshole as he slammed down to the knot into her pussy.

She was wailing with pleasure as Marilyn moved beside Hunter. He snarled at her, thinking she was trying to stop him, but then she clung to his body. He turned his head to the side and pressed a slobbering kiss to her lips. His tongue thrusting and tasting the sweetness of girlcum on Marilyn’s lips. His huge cock hammering into Becca as he made out with Marilyn.

The sounds of their pleasure brought the other girls. Wendy, Rosa, and Zoey came limping out of the forest and approached the wild scene of Hunter fucking Marilyn and Becca at the same time. Marilyn and Becca were passionately kissing as Hunter moved between them, humping them both from behind and stretching their little cunts with his knot.

The sight gave permission to Rosa and Zoey to let their lesbian lust loose and soon they were 69ing right there beside the fire, tonguing their creamy cunts in full view of everyone else. Wendy, never shy about her desires, moved closer to Hunter, and began brazenly fingering her snatch with almost her whole hand. She had her soft tits popped out of her top and was pulling at her nipples with one hand as she fucked herself hard and deep with the fingers of her other hand.

Hunter snarled with furious lust. The sight of so many hot young women in the throes of pleasure sent him over the edge as he was pounding his cock into Becca’s hot cunt.

“AWWWWOOOOOOOooooOOO!” he howled, knotting deep inside Becca’s cunt and unleashing pump after pump of his hot puppy paste. Becca wailed with mutual pleasure, thrusting herself onto his cock, skewering her pussy as he took her from behind.

When he finally pulled his cock out, Marilyn’s mouth was right there to clean it off. She sucked him wantonly, like a real slut, and then leaned down to tongue his raunchy wolf cream from Becca’s overflowing pussy. Hunter’s beastly lust was undiminished. He snarled and threw Marilyn down on her back, climbing between her legs and slamming his cock into her pussy.

He was rutting into her when he smelled something strange. Something wet and amphibian.

Hunter’s thrusts slowed as the creature came staggering out of the water. It was hideous. The greenish-black Creature from Tawny Lake looked at the orgy happening beside the bonfire and a gruesome pink cock with strange ridges rose from its scaly loins. It let out a low croaking sound, somewhere between a bullfrog and a scream.

The girls froze and stared in shock at the creature wading slowly out of the water. But Hunter understood the creature’s cry. It was horny and their rutting by the lake had inflamed its lust to an almost painful degree. It also said its name was Dwayne.

Hunter roared at it in a bestial language that the creature could understand. He told it there was enough to go around. That it couldn’t take any of the girls back to its lair, but it could have as much fun there by the fire as it liked.

Dwayne, the Creature from Tawny Lake, croaked his gratitude and singled out Wendy for his lust. Her eyes went wide as he approached and reached for her soft tits with his webbed hands. Her cries of protest turned to laughs of pleasure as he sunk his big, pink cock deep into her hot cunt. Hunter had to admit, Dwayne’s cock seemed even bigger than his, although the girls did not go quite as wild for the slimy fish man as they did when Hunter was fucking.

In the heat of full rut, both monsters took their turns with every girl. Well, every girl except Marilyn. She was on her hands and knees, dripping with cum after being fucked a third time by Hunter, when Dwayne tried to take a turn with her cream crammed cunt. He grabbed her hips and guided his cock to her dripping entrance. Before Dwayne could slide inside, Hunter realized what was happening and pulled his cock away from Zoey and Rosa sharing him with a double blowjob. He leapt on Dwayne, knocking him to the ground and snarling furiously.

Dwayne could understand the message, whimpering and retreating towards Zoey and Rosa. They offered him the same hospitality they had been giving to Hunter, slavishly slurping Dwayne’s amphibian fuckpole as Hunter turned his full attention to Marilyn.

He sniffed her well used cunt and could only smell himself there.

“It’s alright,” gasped Marilyn. “I didn’t want him, I was just going along with the party. Let me… let me make it up to you.”

Hunter rocked back on his knees as Marilyn lowered her face to his cock and began licking him and sucking him adoringly. She couldn’t deepthroat him like Wendy had proven capable, but she more than made up for her deficiency with true love. Kissing his cock and hugging it against her face and neck. Tonguing his knot. Sucking his tip while both hands massaged his length.

He felt his pleasure rising for what must have been nearly the twentieth time that night. He glanced over at Dwayne, rutting into Zoey’s cunt while making out with Rosa, and Wendy and Becca fingering each other and making out. Hunter knew he was in heaven. It couldn’t get any better than this.

Hunter’s beastly pleasure exploded from his cock in thick ropes of hot cum that Marilyn eagerly swallowed. She sucked hard, draining his lust as he howled loudly with his release.

So loud that he couldn’t hear the person creeping at the edge of the woods. The madman watching them, waiting, and, yes, jerking off a little bit.
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Sweet Dreams (Are Made of This)

Hunter

“This one should have been an easy win for the Spartans, but their heart just didn’t seem to be in the game,” said one of the announcers over the radio.

“Those cheerleaders were looking worn out before the game even started,” agreed the other announcer. “Final score is 17 to 10. Peach Valley High, with three wins going into tonight’s game, gives up its first loss of the season to the 0 and 3 Pine Grove Pirates.”

Hunter switched off the radio in his van as the fans began to file out of the stadium. Wendy was the first of the cheerleaders to exit. She was arguing with her hunky boyfriend Brent and as Hunter watched the slutty redhead shrugged out of his letter jacket and let it fall to the ground. She jabbed a finger into Brent’s chest so hard that it made her big, soft tits jiggle in her tight cheerleader sweater.

Hunter couldn’t hear what she was saying, but it looked like it really hurt Brent. He stood there in disbelief, holding his discarded letter jacket as Wendy went bouncing out into the parking lot to a very rusty and delipidated Oldsmobile. The windows were tinted, so Hunter couldn’t see the driver. Wendy climbed into the passenger seat and the rusty car pulled away with a screech of tires.

Before Hunter could get too invested in Wendy’s drama, he spotted Marilyn coming out of the game. She was saying a polite but firm goodbye to one of the football players before she cast her gaze in Hunter’s direction. Her cheeks colored and she smiled in a way that made Hunter’s heart beat a little faster. He couldn’t believe this gorgeous cheerleader was his girlfriend, but ever since that long weekend at Camp Tawny Lake they had been a couple.

She practically came skipping across the parking lot to Hunter’s van. She climbed into the seat beside him, laughing and sweaty from cheerleading as she threw her arms around his shoulders. Her smell, perfume and deodorant, sweat and a hint of sex, nearly awakened the beast within him. He growled and kissed her and hugged her tighter.

“Oooh, getting excited already?” she giggled. “Did you see any of the game?”

“Sorry,” said Hunter. “I listened to what I could on the radio, but I had to help my dad and my brothers with, uh, a family thing.”

“A werewolf thing?” asked Marilyn, raising an eyebrow.

“Maybe,” said Hunter, still not comfortable talking about his secret heritage, even with Marilyn. “But it sounded like, uh, the game didn’t go too well.”

“We were distracted thinking about you,” laughed Marilyn. “It’s no big deal. Early in the season still, so they can make it up later.”

“As long as you girls get back in the team spirit,” said Hunter. “Going back to Camp Tawny Lake with me this weekend probably isn’t going to help for next week’s game.”

“Au contraire,” said Marilyn, hanging from him as he began to pull his old van out of the lot. “We have a ‘bye’ week next week, so I’m free to camp my heart out with you.”

“Oh, really, you want me to camp your heart out?” Hunter glanced over at her, managing a scruffy smirk.

“Ohhh, fuck yes, camp me bareback, Hunter,” gasped Marilyn, using her sex voice. “Camp inside me.”

“Stop that,” growled Hunter, feeling the beast waking inside him and his cock stirring in his pants.

“Oh, really?” Her hand pressed into his lap and kneaded the bulge in his jeans. “You want me to stop acting like a total, incurable, panting slut for your biiiig, bad, wolf cock? Hard to concentrate on the road? What if I… took this out of your pants?”

Hunter had to avoid swerving as he felt Marilyn’s soft hand close around the thick shaft of his straining cock. His gorgeous cheerleader girlfriend, the girl he’d had a crush on for as long as he could remember, leaned her lips to his ear and her soft, perky tits to his shoulder.

“I might wreck the van if you don’t stop,” said Hunter, trying not to stare down Marilyn’s cheerleader sweater at her cleavage.

“Ohhhh, does the big, bad wolf want me to stop?” she teased, working her hand up and down his cock and using her thumb on his tip.

“No, I didn’t… I just… grrrrrrr,” the growl of frustration that escaped Hunter’s clenched teeth was decidedly lupine. He could feel the beast stirring inside him, which would be a real problem if he transformed while driving down the country highway towards Camp Tawny Lake. There was a deep ditch on either side of the road and no place to pull over. He fought back against the beast, pushing it away from his mind, forcing it into the corners of his body.

“Oh, I think something’s happening,” giggled Marilyn.

Hunter stole a glance down and saw that his efforts to control the werewolf within him had only managed to accelerate the bestial transformation of his cock. Marilyn was gripping the bulging knot at the root of his oversized wolf cock. His human balls had even sprouted a thick pelt of dark hair. Marilyn ran her fingers up and down the throbbing pinkish-red length of his cock, sending a shudder of pleasure through Hunter and producing an ooze of musky precum from his flattened lupine tip.

“Fuck, Marilyn,” he said.

“Yes, Marilyn wants to fuck,” she panted in his ear. “I’ve been thinking about this big cock the whole time I was jumping up in the air and showing off my lonnnnng legs and my perky butt. I need it, Hunter. I need this wolf cock.”

“I’m… I’m driving,” gasped Hunter, trying to keep his eyes focused on the road as she pumped her hand on his straining cock and nibbled at his ear.

“I know, it’s so dangerous,” she giggled into his ear, rubbing those soft tits of hers against his shoulder. “Oh, it’s really leaking. Are you going to cum?”

“I might,” he admitted. “I’m getting closer.”

“Not close enough,” she said as they passed an overgrown old sign for Camp Tawny Lake announcing it 12 miles ahead.

“It’s going to… going to make a mess,” he grunted, trying to fight back the building urge to erupt all over his steering wheel, lap, and Marilyn’s devilish hand.

“Mmmm, don’t worry,” cooed Marilyn, already leaning down to his lap. Her words breathed hotly over the head of his cock as she added, “I’ll take care of it.”

Her mouth engulfed Hunter’s hard red rocket, lips sliding down to kiss his knot and her throat opening up to his bulging tip. He swerved off the road, in among a copse of trees, as his pleasure peaked.

“Ahhhhhh! Grrrr! I can’t stop it! I’m going to cum!” Hunter managed to throw the van into park.

Marilyn laughed around him, sucking his cock like only a cheerleader could ever really suck a cock. Her throat massaging him and her tongue teasing his knot. Spit trickling down around her lips as Hunter gripped the steering wheel with both hands and pumped a hot, gushing load of his werewolf sack syrup straight down Marilyn’s throat. She gagged once, but didn’t stop, nursing and slurping his cock as it jerked and his balls emptied into her tummy.

At last, she lifted her lips from his cock, panting as she dragged the back of her hand across her cum-smeared lips.

“That was… a lot,” she said, breaking into a grin. “You’re a naughty boy.”

“Get your perfect ass in the back of that van and I’ll show you just how naughty.”

“Oh, no,” she said, pushing his hands away. “Let’s get to camp, then we can talk about your bad behavior. And my ass.”

Wendy

“Right there looks like a good spot,” said Wendy, pointing to a level stretch of Tawny Lake’s shore that looked like it could stand up to her boyfriend’s car. The bulky Oldsmobile rumbled up to the water’s edge and her boyfriend killed the engine.

“Ggggrguugglllee,” said Dwayne, his eyes blinking with those totally weird translucent membranes.

“Yeah, I’ll bet you want to go for a swim,” giggled Wendy. “You’re starting to dry out. And stink. But I forgot my bathing suit.”

“Ggguggggrggle?” asked Dwayne.

“Oh, no, I’ll just go skinny dipping,” she said, opening the car door and climbing out. “I hope you don’t mind.”

She kicked off her shoes, peeled off her socks, and stripped away her cheerleading uniform as she made her jiggling, bouncing way to the water. Dwayne was right behind her, admiring her curvy young body with those weird fish eyes of his. He shed the old trench coat he was wearing to hide his fish man body and that big, pink fish man cock already sticking out as he watched Wendy’s curves go bobbing into the water.

“Ooooo! It’s cold!” she cried, wading out to her knees. “Get over here and warm me up!”

Dwayne jumped into the shallow water and disappeared. Wendy saw ripples on the surface as she waded deeper, until the cool waters were just reaching the undersides of her ample teenage tits. She hadn’t been joking about the water being cold. She had goose pimples on her arms and the back of her neck and when she tried to call out to Dwayne her teeth clicked together with the cold.

“D-Dwayne?” she finally managed. “Dwayne, where are you?”

She turned around looking for more ripples. She pushed out deeper into the lake until her toes were just touching the soft bottom and her breasts were rising and falling in and out of the water.

She felt his slimy hands on her legs and almost screamed. His fingers crawling up her thighs like eels. His slimy face pushing between her legs. And then that tongue. Incredible! Slipping and sliding over and into her pussy. Slithering between her plush cheeks and licking her ass.

“Ohhhhhh Dwayne,” she moaned, caught with her legs around his fish man head as he licked and sucked at her cunt. His lips were so strange. She didn’t really like to kiss them, but they felt amazing sucking at her pussy. Her pleasure built like an underwater vortex, pulling her down against his face, making her hips buck beneath the lack and churn the water around her. “That’s it! Ohhhh yes! Your tongue! So fucking good! AHHHH! DWAYNE!”

She howled with ecstasy, her submerged pussy pulsing with pleasure against the fish man’s tongue and sucking lips. Her thighs tensing in his grasp. Her body quivering with the ecstasy of that strange pleasure.

Dwayne gave her a sudden yank, swimming with her wrapped around his head and dragging her down into the water. Her yelp of surprise was submerged and she was pulled deeper and deeper. Dwayne slithered his body between her legs. His cock at her scarlet-thatched cunt. Her eyes wide with fear as he thrust into her.

Wendy’s lungs burned as she looked up at the fish man. Her pussy squeezing in terror around his thrusting cock. She bucked and fought to escape his grasp, but his hands were so strong and his cock felt so incredible. Pounding into her. Driving her to the brink as she was sure she was about to drown.

Bubbles escape her nose and mouth in a howl of terror. Suddenly, she was rising to the surface, her legs wrapped tightly around Dwayne’s slimy body as he swam them both into the air. As she broke the surface with a gasp of breath, she was cumming. The peril and pleasure united in a surge of ecstasy as Dwayne’s fishy fucksauce launched his creamy tadpoles deep into her clutching cunt.

Still gasping for air, but cumming harder than she ever had with any of her human boyfriends, Wendy had to admit that dating a fish man had its advantages.

Becca

Becca heard the twig snap behind her a moment before the werewolf burst from the foliage. He was a snarling beast, with long claws, white fangs, and wild, yellow eyes. His thick grayish-black fur made him seem twice her size as he leapt over a tree stump and came for her. She could not look away from that huge, red cock throbbing with lust as the werewolf landed and charged the last few feet.

“No!” she cried, turning to run. “No! Please! Don’t hurt me!”

Her cries were answered by a mocking snarl as the savage wolf caught her in his claws and bore her down to the forest floor. His jaws tore at her jacket, ripping it from her back. His breath hot and wild as he yanked away her tank top and sports bra. Her soft breasts fell free as he ripped the garments away, turning her over and drooling on her face as his jaws opened in a horrifying snarl. His tongue lapped at her cheek and chin. She tried to scream and his tongue thrust into her mouth.

“Ooohhhh,” moaned Becca. “Mmmmmm.”

She kissed him back, wrapping her arms around his furry neck and swapping spit with the savage beast. His tongue so long and soft as it swirled between her lips. Her tongue inviting more as his huge body pressed atop hers.

“Oh, god, are you going to fucking kill me?” moaned Becca, jerking her hips and rubbing the soft gusset of her shorts against the hot bulge of the werewolf’s cock. “Are you going to pin me down… and… and breed me with that big cock?”

“Don’t worry, Becca!” came a voice from behind the werewolf. “I’m here to save you!”

Marilyn came charging out of the woods dressed in her best monster hunter costume and swinging a baseball bat.

“You’re too early,” shouted Becca. “We haven’t even started fucking yet!”

“I thought you wanted me to come out just as you were starting,” replied Marilyn, lowering the bat.

The werewolf growled with annoyance, looking from Marilyn to Becca.

“Hunter, get off me,” grunted Becca. “I brought some spare clothes and we can start—”

“GRRRRRRR!” The werewolf growled, low and dangerous.

“Get OFF me!” shouted Becca, smacking at Hunter with her fists. “Quite joking around!”

“Uh, I don’t think he’s joking,” said Marilyn.

He wasn’t. The beast that they had encouraged Hunter to become tore away Becca’s shorts and panties. His long tongue lapped at her cunt, but before she could really enjoy the sensation, he grabbed her in his clawed hands and flipped her over. He was on top of her in a second, claws pinning her hips and jaws latching onto her neck as he thrust inside her. His strokes were intense and furious. Bestial rutting that slammed her face down into the grass. She clawed at the earth as the werewolf plundered her pretty pink pussy. His knot forced inside her. His cock throbbing with his lust.

“Hey, get off her, Hunter,” said Marilyn. “You told me not to use this, but I will.”

She cocked the bat back to her shoulder. The werewolf lashed out with a claw, slicing open Marilyn’s top and cutting the straps of her backpack. She recoiled, grabbing at her tattered shirt, and Becca saw drops of blood on Marilyn’s perky tits.

“Hey, careful,” cried Becca, but then her next words were muffled as the werewolf pushed her face into the dirt. He rutted into her with the complete abandon of a beast. There was no game. No Hunter. Just a wild, savage animal and a hot sheath for his hard cock. His knot swelled and Becca howled with pain and pleasure. Her cries smothered in the grass. Her pussy clutching at the werewolf’s huge cock as it pumped and spurted inside her.

But the beast had only just begun. He yanked his knot free of her pussy with a painful slurp. Becca whimpered as she felt cum dripping from her gaping cunny. The werewolf turned its attack on Marilyn and, if anything, it was even more savage. It pinned her face down to the ground, tore off her shorts, and thrust its red cock into her glistening cunt.

Becca was still recovering. As the werewolf howled and drenched the depths of Marilyn’s pussy with his load. He pulled his cock out, grabbed Becca by the hair, and thrust his cock straight into her mouth. She gurgled and tears poured from her eyes as he fucked her face and her gurgling throat. The werewolf stopped short of cumming, turning back to Marilyn just as she tried to get up and guiding his big, red, throbbing cock into Marilyn’s ass.

Becca sputtered and choked. She watched, helpless, as the werewolf knotted Marilyn’s tight backdoor, filling her ass with a huge load of lupine love goo. Becca crawled to Marilyn’s side and embraced her friend.

“So hot,” she laughed, her face flushed and sweaty.

“Oh my god, this is so big in my ass,” whimpered Marilyn. “I had no idea he was going to do that.”

“Well, you wanted a fucking animal and you got… a fucking… animal. That’s why you’re dating him,” giggled Becca, planting a kiss to Marilyn’s lips. Their tongues twisted together as the werewolf resumed its rutting.

Somewhere, deep inside that bundle of fur and fuck-lust, Hunter smiled and let the beast have its way with the two beautiful blondes. 


Epilogue

Wonderful Christmastime

Hunter

“Do you have to make it so… anatomical?” asked Hunter, looking at the snowman as Marilyn applied the finishing touches. The hot, bleached-blonde cheerleader looked sexy in her puffy coat and earmuffs and insulated pink leggings as she leaned over and sculped the snowman’s impressive cock and big balls.

“Why? You getting jealous?” She looked over shoulder as she stroked her hands up and down the snowman’s shaft.

“Maybe a little,” chuckled Hunter. “Oh, now don’t do that!”

Marilyn giggled as she leaned her face down and licked the head of the snowman’s cock, using her tongue to form a little slit in the tip.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, tonguing it a few times while looking at Hunter’s reaction out of the corner of her eyes. “Yummy. Really gets me in that Christmas spirit.”

“Yeah, well, I still need to pick up some of those decorations,” said Hunter, starting towards Marilyn’s family’s huge mountain house.

Their college break together had been like a dream for him. Alone with Marilyn in her rich family’s ski house in the snowy mountains. Nothing to do but make out, fuck, and roast marshmallows in the fire. But Marilyn had decided she needed some proper Christmas decorations to really celebrate the holiday.

Hunter called out to her, “Are you coming with me into town?”

“Sorry, babe,” she said, turning and rubbing her firm ass against the snowman’s huge snow cock. “Gotta get fucked by Frosty. Don’t have time to go shopping for decorations.”

Hunter growled. There was something about that stupid snowman with his corn cob pipe, carrot nose, and button eyes that was annoying. It wasn’t that he resembled a human, except for his giant, well-sculpted cock. His arms were sticks and he didn’t even have legs. But there was something arrogant about his stupid smile.

“I can’t wait for you to melt, buddy,” muttered Hunter, resuming his walk down the mountain towards Marilyn’s house. One last glance up and he saw Marilyn still pantomiming sex with the snowman, bouncing her hips and rocking her butt against his frosty fuckpole. She turned around suddenly and pretended to be taking his snowman cum shot on her face. Hunter growled louder, some of the beast coming out as he resolved to fuck the sassiness out of his hot girlfriend when he got back from the store.

The Snowman

It didn’t happen often. Two or three times a decade at most. It took just the right mixture of holiday cheer, winter magic, and unrestrained, youthful desire. The snow had to be given the shape of a human so that its stick arms could swell with life and its snowy body could develop legs.

He didn’t have a name, but as he became aware of his wintery surroundings, he knew that he was male. His cock was huge and bulging and still tingling with the magic of a young girl’s lust. A smile spread on his fluffy face as he watched the distant shape of the young woman disappear into her house.

The snowman walked slowly at first, his legs short and awkward, but he was going downhill. He made it to the door and curled the sticks of his fingers around the knob. The door creaked open and his snowy feet met the hardwood floor.

Pish-pish-pish…

It was so very warm inside the house. He could feel the first trickle of melt water after only a few seconds indoors. He would have to make this quick. Find the girl and enjoy her while he had the chance. The magic, like his body, could only last so long.

He staggered through the sweltering warmth of the house, finding a snow-flecked coat and snowy boots. There was more. Damp leggings like the kind that the human had been rubbing all over his erection. Panties, still radiating the heat of her body when his snowy foot stepped upon them. A bra, dangling from the back of a chair.

Christmas music started playing in a nearby room. Sleigh Ride. Coming from a machine just up the stairs. The snowman made his way up, listening to the familiar music, but also hearing the human singing along poorly to the tune. He hated it when the humans couldn’t sing. It ruined the whole Christmas mood.

He reached the bedroom and was delighted to see the human dancing around in the buff. Her pale, golden skin was toned and fit, but her breasts were perfectly ample for such a young woman. Her nipples were tan and stiff. Her cunt was fuzzed with a trimmed triangle of dark hair that did not match the platinum blonde of the hair on her head.

The snowman did not care about such details. His arousal was mystical. A force calling him from timeless yule to this eager young slut. He would slake the holiday hunger within her trembling flesh. He would make her cum like she had never cum before.

Pish-pish-pish…

He hurried into the bedroom just as she departed for the adjoining bathroom. She reached into the shower, turning it on and starting to warm it up. The snowman was there to greet her as she turned around.

She stopped, her eyes wide and disbelieving as she stared into the snowman’s button eyes, down the round layers of his body, and to his enormous snowy cock. Then she did something that surprised even the snowman: she began laughing.

“Ohhhh, that’s awesome,” she giggled, covering her mouth with one hand. “How did you do it, Hunter? Is this some of your werewolf magic?”

The snowman was not sure what she meant by werewolf magic. As far as he knew, werewolves were just one of the many stupid myths that the humans believed, not real and extremely horny like living snowmen.

The snowman lunged at the human, wrapping her in his frosty arms and pressing her back into the bathroom. She screamed in shock as the cold snow of his body pressed against her naked teenage curves. Ice against straining nipples. Ice arms against her lower back. Twig-boned ice hands cradling her firm little bottom.

“Ah! You’re so fucking cold! Get off! Ahhhhhh!” She wailed in shock, bucking her hips as the snowman drove his round body between her thighs. His icy cock rubbed at the dark triangle of hair and dragged over the steamy heat of her cunt. The young beauty sucked in a shocked breath as the head of his snow cock teased up and down her tight channel. “Nooooo! Too cold! Stop that! FUUUUCK!”

The snowman’s strength overpowered her struggling arms and pushed her up onto the bathroom counter. She was pinned against the mirror, her legs apart and thighs pressed against the icy shape of the snowman.

“Happy holidayssssss,” rasped the snowman, his charcoal mouth curling into an even more crazed smile. He was going to enjoy plundering this warm-bodied beauty and giving her a Christmas she would never forget.

Marilyn

Marilyn was overwhelmed by what was happening. The shock of realizing that the guy in the snowman costume rubbing his cock against her pussy was not her boyfriend was immediately overwhelmed by the realization that this wasn’t a snowman costume. This guy, cock and all, was made out of snow. And having snow squeezing her, grabbing her, and rubbing at her naked teenage pussy was not a pleasant experience.

At least not at first.

The cold numbed her skin as the snowman groped her and pressed a coal-studded kiss to her lips. She tried to scream and a frosty tongue thrust into her mouth. It was like sucking on an old snow cone and was making a mess of her face. But the snowy kiss was the least of her concerns with that ice-capped cock rubbing at her overheated slit.

“Mmmmmm! Mmmmmm!” she complained, pressing on the snowman’s body and feeling her fingers sink into his painfully cold crust. The numbing cold of his body against hers and the squeezing, frosty fingers were forgotten the moment the snowman plowed that frosty scepter into her depths. Hunter had gone down on her once with an ice cube in his mouth. It had been a little too cold after a minute or two.

This was like getting pounded by a packed snow dildo. It stretched her cunt even wider than Hunter’s wolfy fuckpole and burrowed the snow in all the way to her backwalls. The snowman wasn’t slowing down either. With stop-motion thrusts, he worked his whole, bulbous body back and forth, holding her tightly in his arms and ramming his subzero cunt chisel in and out of Marilyn’s hypothermic honeyhole.

“C-c-c-colllldd!” she cried, teeth chattering as her firm tits bounced with each thrust of the snowman’s cock.

“You’re heating me up,” laughed the snowman, his strokes intensifying and his cock’s icy shell seeming to grow even harder. “That’s it! You wanted some holiday cheer in that hot human hole? Well here. It. CUMMMMS!”

The first spurt of the snowman’s frosty fuckjuice painted Marilyn’s inner walls in a super-chilled glaze. Each slushy spurt numbed her pussy more than the last, until the cold began to feel warm, and the frosty pain started to become pleasure. Whatever was happening to her, whether it was magic or something else, the result was that it felt amazing.

The snowman popped his heat-squeezed ice dick out of Marilyn’s creamy cunt and he released her from his grasp. She slid down off the counter and to her knees. She moaned as she grabbed hold of his cock with both hands and began licking it like it was her favorite dessert. The frosty fucksauce had the consistency and texture of a half-melted ice cream but tasted like salted peppermint. She clamped her hot lips on his cold cockhead and started to suck. It wasn’t long before she was bobbing on the snowman’s dick and slurping out a spurting load of minty man milk.

“Ooooohh, yessss,” gasped Marilyn, chugging the frosty concoction. “That’s it. Give it all too me, snowboy.”

“You want more? Baby, I got more than you can handle!” He picked her up off the bathroom tiles and bent her over the counter. His frigid hands gripped her firm, round cheeks and spread them wide. She looked back over her shoulder and wiggled her teenage ass in his grasp.

“C’mon, Frosty the Fuckstud! Give me that dick!”

“Which hole do you want it in, human?” Laughed the snowman, rubbing his dripping cock up and down her ass crack and down over her pussy. “You will be my ice queen? You will take another ice load?”

“Put it in my ass,” cried Marilyn, looking back at the snowman and reminding herself that she was about to get her ass fucked by Frosty. “Come on, stick it in my AAAAHHH!”

She wailed with shock as the snowman’s frozen fuckpipe drilled into the tender clench of her backdoor. She was getting a full sixteen inches of snow plowing, his frozen hips splattering her cheeks and his huge cock driving deep into her ass. She had to cling to the bathroom counter, watching the snowman moving behind her as the mirror began to steam up from the shower.

“This hole is even tighter!” laughed the snowman. “Never had a human ask for it up her ass before! Oh! But it’s so niiiice! I don’t mind melting in this hole!”

She could feel it happening. His cock sloshing and slicking with meltwater. His balls splattering against her cunt and starting to trickle down her thighs. Even his hands, holding her hips tightly, were starting to soften up in the steamy heat of the bathroom.

The snowman gave a final cry of pleasure and unleashed a peppermint pole milk straight up Marilyn’s hot asshole. She screamed with ecstasy, leaving indentations of her firm ass on the snowman’s melting hips as she threw her ass back with every stroke. Her tight, clenching asshole milked his gooey snow load into her backdoor.

That was enough to finish off the snowman. He dragged his cock out of her stretched ring, leaving her hole dripping with milky white snow spunk as he staggered out of the steamy bathroom.

The poor snowman shed pieces of his face, one of the sticks from his arms, and a long puddle of water from his melting body. He almost made it down the stairs and to the door, but by the time he reached the last hot air register, he was just a lump of slush.

Marilyn, stunned, shivering, and leaking jiggling icicles of snowman cum, staggered into the steamy shower and let the water wash away the bizarre experience. She lathered her tits and between her legs, so intent on warming up and restoring feeling to her numb holes, that she never even heard the door opening to the garage.

Hunter

There was water all over the floor. Hunter wasn’t sure why Marilyn had left such a mess, but he grabbed some towels and cleaned up as best he could. As he was following the trail of water up the stairs, he came across a corncob pipe, pieces of coal, and a button.

“What the hell?” He looked at the button in his hand and he could picture the snowman looking back at him. Mocking him for the way Marilyn had been rubbing all over the snowman’s sculpted cock. Hunter growled with anger and crushed the button in his hand. “No woman of mine is teasing me with a snow fuckbuddy.”

He tried to tell himself that he was being ridiculous, she had just been messing around for a laugh, but the beast within him was quickly taking over. By the time Hunter reached the bathroom door, he had shed his clothes and transformed into a hulking black and gray werewolf.

Steam wafted out of the bathroom in a thick, hot fog. The beast strode through it, towards the hazy silhouette of the beautiful young woman in the shower. She had her head leaned against the shower wall and the body jets spraying her curves. She was oblivious to Hunter’s predatory approach.

She didn’t even turn to him when he opened the shower. He stepped into the steamy confines and reached around her body. His furry hands engulfed her soft tits and she let out a shocked cry. That was all she managed before Hunter’s randy red wolf cock was pressing at her slick folds. They parted more easily than usual against his flared tip and he sheathed most of his length inside her hot cove.

“OOOOOooOOooo HuntterrrrrrRRRRrr!” she cried as he rutted into her with the savage fury of a beast. His cock stretching to fill her. The base swelling and invading her cunt with his knot.

“Been thinking about this,” he growled, lapping at her shoulder and neck as he crammed the entirety of his knot in Marilyn’s snug little cunt.

She howled with pleasure, hands and face against the shower wall as he slammed into her pussy and leaned over her back. His huge hands never left her tits as he snarled and yipped and unleashed a hot flood of werewolf spunk in Marilyn’s tight cove. Spurt after spurt filled her to overflowing, drenching her womb until he was satisfied.

He slowed his strokes but did not stop them entirely. He was knotted to her and this could last for more than an hour. Soon, his lust would surge again, and the rutting would resume.

The beast smiled its fanged smile. His cock pulsed and released another spunky gush that oozed out around his swollen knot. This was what the little slut deserved for teasing him with that snowman. A very white Christmas.
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