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~*~

Night with the Werewolf


Sean looked at his watch, then his GPS, and then the sky. The sun was definitely close to setting, and he still didn’t seem to be anywhere near the lodge he was meant to be sleeping in tonight. A weeklong hiking trip had seemed like a great idea three months ago when he had made the arrangements with his then-boyfriend Charlie, but then a few weeks later Sean had found Charlie getting way too close and comfortable with one of the members of the basketball team and after a lot of shouting, they had split up.

And now Sean was here, by himself, in the mountains, surrounded by the forest. Going by himself had seemed like a good idea at the time too. Get away from everyone and everything, be one with nature, take some time to think and return to college in the fall refreshed and ready to take on his final year. 

He grunted, shifted his backpack into a more comfortable position on his back, and went back to walking. He was on one of the wider roads of the trail, and when he heard the rumbling of a car in front of him, he looked up.

“Hey, wait!” Sean shouted, waving his arms at whoever was in the Jeep. Maybe they’d know how far away he was from the next lodge. 

The Jeep was driven by an older man in his late thirties or early forties, with a bit of grey at the temples, his unruly hair otherwise dark and slightly curly. He looked down at Sean, frowning slightly. “You need a ride, kid?” 

“No,” Sean said, putting on a friendly smile and brushing his slightly too long blond hair out of his face. “I was just wondering if you know where the next lodge is.” When the other man still looked confused, Sean continued, “you know, for the hiking trail?” 

“Oh, that one,” the man nodded, then scratched his short beard, which was peppered with silver. “That’s about three more miles.” He gave Sean an apologetic smile. “Sorry.” 

“That’s all right,” Sean replied, admiring the man’s tight blue t-shirt and the way they emphasised his biceps. If there was one thing college was sadly lacking in, it was rugged, older guys who loved the outdoors. “Thanks anyway, sir.”

“You wanna hurry, though, there’s plenty of wolves and wild animals around here at night,” the man warned him. 

Sean shrugged. He had done a hiking trail in this area before and had been fine. He knew wolves tended to stay away from humans, and he still had time to get to the next lodge. With some luck, he could cover the three miles in an hour, maybe two. “Thanks for the warning, sir, but I’m sure I’ll be all right.”

The man grunted. “Can’t believe they let you do this trail on your own.” He looked Sean up and down. “Far too dangerous.” 

It rankled a little, the way this man assumed Sean was going to get himself in danger, but Sean rather liked the way those dark eyes looked at him appraisingly. “I’ll be fine, sir, best be on my way. Thanks again.”

“Stay safe,” the man called out as Sean started walking. 

Sean was left to his thoughts as the Jeep drove off. The trail, from the research he had done, wasn’t that dangerous. While not recommended for the complete beginner, he hadn’t read or spotted any parts of the trail in particular that should give him trouble. Maybe Jeepguy simply assumed all tourists who came here were useless at hiking.

Determined to make it to the next lodge before it was completely dark, Sean continued his way.


~*~


Fuck.

Fuck, fuck, fucking fuck. 

It was three hours later, and he must’ve taken the wrong path somewhere. The GPS told him it was still two miles to the next lodge, even though Sean had been sure he had been on the right track. It must’ve been that fork about a mile back. Should’ve taken the left rather than the right.

He looked up, grateful that the sky was clear and the moon was full. At least he had plenty of light to guide his way. 

In the distance, he heard wolves howling, and shivered. He reminded himself once again that packs stayed away from people and lodges and busy hiking trails, and this particular trail had been busy enough during the day. Apart from Jeepguy, Sean had run into a few couples and a group of five friends. 

Those people were probably happily resting in one of the lodges along the trail by now.

He used his flashlight to keep an eye on the path and his GPS closely, relieved that he was definitely headed in the right direction this time. His heart was pounding as there was another howl. 

Just because it was closer, he assured himself, didn’t mean a wolf was about to attack him.

Even if the rustling in the bushes was getting worrying.

He glanced around using his flashlight. At least the ground was mostly flat here, so if he needed to run, he could. And some of the trees looked like he could climb them pretty fast. Not ideal, though. His GPS told him he was still at least 1,5 miles away from the next lodge.

Time to walk faster.

About a hundred yards down the path, Sean froze when a large shadow jumped in front of him. It snarled, and Sean took a few steps back. It was a wolf, and a damn big one. His heart was racing now, and he walked back some more. He knew he should make himself look bigger and shout in an attempt to scare the wolf off, but knowing what he was supposed to do was one thing, doing it was another. 

The wolf took some steps towards him, its eyes completely focused on Sean. 

He gulped, waved his arms up and down and stood up straight. “Go away, bad wolf!” he shouted, feeling like a complete idiot. 

The wolf stood still, and tilted its head, looking confused but not intimidated at all. After a few moments, it snapped at him. 

So much for showing dominance. Maybe it was after the food in his backpack. Slowly, Sean started undoing the straps. Better his backpack than him. “It’s all right,” he said. “Just give me a moment, you can have my yummy sandwiches all to yourself.” 

The wolf snarled again, its sharp teeth glinting in the moonlight, and despite the fact that Sean knew that running from a dog and therefore a wolf only made him a target, he turned and ran off the path and into the woods. His fight or flight response had opted for flight. Find a tree. Find a fucking tree to climb. Wolves couldn’t climb. Or, well, they weren’t very good at climbing which made them likely to give up if he could find a good tree. 

He heard the wolf behind him and Sean ran faster, jumping over a fallen log in his haste to get to a tree with a low enough branch so he could pull himself to safety. His backpack was loose, but he couldn’t remove it now, that would only slow him down. And fuck, if there was one wolf around, there had to be more, the rest of its pack had to be around.

Sean almost wanted to laugh when he saw another wolf appear from the shadows in front of him, bigger than the one after him. He stopped running, and heard the snarls and growls behind him, and the wolf in front of him stepped closer, snarling as well. 

Fuck, he had been herded into a trap. He looked around, desperately looking for a way out. The nearest tree with a low branch was still twenty feet away. The wolf behind him was closer, and the bigger wolf in front was gaining ground fast. He did the only thing he could think of, and quickly pulled off his backpack and threw it on the ground a few feet away from him. 

Neither of the wolves seemed impressed or interested in the backpack. Sean took a careful step towards the nearby tree, and the wolf behind him growled. He turned his head, and the wolf snarled before leaping at him. 

He ran towards the tree, expecting teeth to sink down into his flesh any minute, expecting the wolf to simply tackle him down, its weight heavy on top of him, but there was none of that. Instead, the bigger wolf leaped forward as well, but instead of coming for Sean, it came for the other wolf. 

As he reached the tree, he heard the two wolves growl at each other, and Sean was relieved the two had decided to get into a fight. It was the perfect distraction and without his backpack he was quickly able to pull himself up, relieved the branch held his weight. He climbed higher before he risked looking down.

The two wolves were circling each other, the smaller one snarling while the bigger one growled. When the smaller one bared its teeth, the bigger one snapped at it quickly, going for the smaller wolf’s shoulder. The noises sent a shiver down Sean’s spine, his heart racing. 

Sean watched as the smaller wolf’s growls became quieter and its ears flattened against its head. It was obvious which of the two wolves was the dominant one, and after another snarl from the bigger wolf, the other wolf ran off into the darkness.

He didn’t let out a sigh of relief yet, because there was still one wolf way too close. It briefly pawed at Sean’s backpack before moving over to the tree and sitting down underneath it. 

Sean stared down. “Go for the fucking sandwiches!” he yelled, pointing at his backpack. “They taste better than I do and they’’re easier to grab!” He wasn’t coming down from this tree. If necessary, he would sit here all night. 

The wolf briefly turned its head to look at the backpack before looking back up at Sean. 

And then it was very fortunate that Sean was clinging to the trunk of the tree, because as he watched, the wolf transformed into a man. 

It was a slow transformation, and at first Sean thought the wolf had a seizure or a fit of sorts, the movements were that strange, but then he noticed the changing limbs and the fur turning into skin and a snout becoming a nose and a mouth. A mouth that curled into a smile when the transformation was complete. “You can come down now,” the man said.

Sean kept clinging to the tree. “No thanks,” he said, his voice shaking. It was the same guy from the Jeep, although his beard now looked longer and fuller along with the rest of his hair. Jeepguy was also completely naked. While Sean usually appreciated ruggedly handsome naked men asking him to come closer, in this case he decided it was best to stay at a safe distance. Well, sort of safe.

The man glared up at him. “You wanna spend the night in a tree, fine, but you’re not gonna survive without my help, kid.” 

Sean remained quiet, watching the other man closely. His hands seemed to end in long, sharp nails, and there was a yellow glint to his eyes. “What the fuck even are you?” 

“Seriously?” the man yelled. “Get down here, now, before I decide to leave you alone to let you die.”

He found himself slowly climbing down the tree. Whoever Jeepguy was, he had just scared off a wolf. Sean landed on the ground with a soft thud. The other man stood only a few feet away from him, and yes, his hair was longer and wilder than it had been that afternoon, and his eyes were a golden yellow. Maybe climbing down hadn’t been such a great idea after all. 

Sean looked further down, at his hairy chest, broad shoulders, the ridges of his abs and Sean’s eyes lingered on the large, flaccid dick. On the other hand...

“What are you?” he asked, again. He tore his eyes away from Jeepguy’s groin to look at his eyes again. 

“The guy who saved your life.” 

That was exactly no answer, and Sean glared at the other man. Adrenaline was still coursing through him, and he stepped forward, ignoring the fact that he was way shorter, and poked Jeepguy’s shoulder. “You just turned from a wolf into a naked guy,”” he said. “I’m gonna need a better answer than that.” 

“Stop it,” the guy growled, baring his teeth at Sean. 

“Just fucking tell me!” Sean shouted, so confused and scared and thrumming with energy that he became angry. He poked Jeepguy again. “What just happened?”

The other man’s eyes turned a darker gold, and he leaped forward to tackle Sean to the ground. 

Sean went down with a yelp. He started struggling, but the other man had a tight grip on his left wrist and his right elbow, and his teeth were scraping the skin of Sean’s neck. He gulped. 

“Don’t argue,” the man grunted, his breath hot against Sean’s skin. “Don’t struggle, don’t fight.” 

He promptly froze. “Uhm, so what can I do?” he asked, his heart beating wildly in his chest. 

“Stay still, be submissive,” the man grumbled, teeth pressing down and holy shit, his canines were way too sharp. “Give it a few seconds, kid.”” 

Sean closed his eyes, trying to drag his mind away from the gutter. This guy was part wolf, clearly he wasn’t talking about sex. Sean had to show that he didn’t want a fight, and one way of doing was by lying on his back, showing his vulnerable neck and belly. But while Sean knew why the wolfside of this man wanted that, part of him rather enjoyed having a handsome naked man pinning him to the ground. He could feel his own dick start to harden in his pants. “So, my name is Sean, what’s yours?” he asked, trying to shift his hips away from Jeepguy.

“Richard,” he growled, and then slowly leaned up to glare down at Sean with those strange golden eyes. “Will you stop yelling at me?”” 

Sean nodded once, quickly, and Richard got off him. As Sean scrambled to get up, Richard stood up smoothly. “Will you tell me what you are?” he asked, brushing some dirt off himself. 

Richard raised an eyebrow. “I turned from wolf into man. Look at the moon. What do you think?” 

Of course the word ‘werewolf’ had been going through his mind. “I always thought werewolves couldn’t control their transformation during the full moon?” 

“The younger ones can’t.” Richard briefly glanced in the direction the other wolf had run off. “I can. Mostly.”

Mostly. “So that’s why…” He gestured at the ground, trying to stay calm. Werewolves were real. Right. One had just rescued him from being killed by another. Okay. He could handle this. 

“You were being aggressive and I just transformed back to human. I took it as a challenge.” Richard shrugged, and Sean thought he was being far too calm for a guy who was walking around completely naked. But then, he was probably used to it.

“Uhm, what happens now?” he asked, looking up at Richard with some worry. He didn’t want to be saved from some other wolf only for this one to devour him. Fuck, the only thing missing was a red cape and a conveniently ill grandmother. Sean even had food in his backpack. 

“You stay with me in my cabin, they know better than to try and come in there,” Richard told him, grinning and baring his sharp teeth again. “It’ll be safer there, kid, come on.” 

Sean ran to grab his backpack, then duly followed even though being called a kid constantly was starting to grate. And sure, Richard’s cabin would be safer than staying out here with other werewolves, but how safe would he really be? Richard was strong and not afraid to use that strength with Sean. And that shouldn’t be the turn on that it was, Sean thought, as his dick showed a definite interest in having Richard on top of him again, pinning him down.

Although that might also be because Sean was keeping a close eye on Richard as he followed him. Especially on his wonderful ass.


~*~


Richard’s cabin was only a ten minute walk away, and while it was on the small side, it looked clean and well-maintained. The windows were shut, and Sean was surprised there weren’t heavy chains or locks on it, not even on the front door. “Are you sure this is a safe place?” Sean asked, as he followed Richard into the living room, where Richard turned on one of the wall lamps. 

There wasn’t a lot of furniture, which didn’t surprise Sean. There was an old couch with a plaid throw on the back and a comfy chair with a few dark stains next to the fireplace, which still had some smouldering remains that Richard was now trying to turn into a proper fire. “They won’t come after me,” he said, kneeling on the rug in front of it. “And nor will they come after you while you’re with me, kid.” He kept blowing on the embers and added a small block of wood.

Sean nodded. “Great,” he said. He had taken off his backpack and was clutching it to his chest. He was still shaken up after being chased and rescued, and even though this cabin was homely enough, he couldn’t forget the fact that Richard was a werewolf. It was the only issue he had with being in a cabin with a sexy, naked man. As much as his dick liked the notion, his upstairs brain was still objecting and telling him to get out. 

In the dim light of the lamp and the fire, the animalistic side of Richard was even more obvious. His nails on both hands and feet were more like claws, and there was a dark patch of hair above his ass that Sean could easily imagine becoming a thick tail. The beard was definitely longer, and when Richard turned to look at him, Sean gulped at the golden eyes. “You’re scared.” It wasn’t a question, merely a statement. 

Sean shifted on his feet, his eyes going to the two windows on the other side of the room. Both were closed with shutters made from solid wood. “I did just get chased by a werewolf,” he mumbled. 

Richard got up, his movement fluid and graceful. Sean tried to keep his eyes on Richard’s face rather than on his chest and the chesthair that Sean wanted to run his fingers through or the muscles of his stomach or the flaccid dick. How big would that be when erect? Were werewolf dicks different from regular guys’? “But you’re more than scared.” 

“Huh?” Sean said, blinking and looking back up. Richard moved closer, inhaling sharply through his nose.

He was across the room in two long strides, and while Sean stepped back, he ended up against the wall and only his backpack between them. Richard’s stomach was brushing the back of Sean’s hands, and when Richard glanced down, he huffed before picking it out of Sean’’s arms and throwing it on the couch next to him. Sean dropped his arms, his hands on the wall behind him. “You’re aroused,” the werewolf said, moving closer until there were only a few inches between them. His hands were on either side of Sean’s head, Richard’s strong arms keeping Sean trapped. 

His trousers were baggy, how the fuck had he known? “You can smell that?” Sean asked, his voice cracking embarrassingly as he looked up at the older man. Now that Richard was this close, Sean could smell him too, the musk and a hint of sweat, the smell of the ground and the forest. It was a heady combination that Sean liked. 

Richard nodded slowly. “Oh yeah,” he said, his voice low. “Especially now.” He grinned. “We get a little more ravenous when the moon is full. I was gonna hunt deer tonight, but when I smelled a lost human, I figured I’d go after different prey.” 

Sean’s arms hung uselessly by his side as he let out a soft whimper. There was something commanding about Richard that made Sean want to roll over and beg like he was the dog. “You’re not going to eat me, are you?” he asked, his cheeks still red.

“I’m not just hungry for food, kid,” Richard told him. 

“I’m not a child, for fuck’s sake!” Sean snapped. Just because this guy was maybe twice his age didn’t mean he could keep talking down to Sean, not if he wanted in Sean’s pants. “I’m 21.” 

Richard laughed, his golden eyes amused as they met Sean’s grey ones. His left hand slid down the wall, claws slightly scraping the wood and Sean shuddered at the sound. His large hand landed on Sean’s shoulder, heavy and solid, then ran it further down Sean’s rapidly moving chest and ending on his flat stomach. “You’re right,” he said. “Definitely not a child.” 

Sean remained quiet, wishing Richard’s hand would move further, and he shifted his hips slightly. “So, you wanna fuck me?” 

Richard’s golden eyes turned a shade darker. “And you wanna be fucked.” Again, Richard wasn’t asking him. He already knew. 

Sean’s dick jerked in his pants, nearly fully hard just from being close. “Yeah,” he said, nodding. This was exactly what he needed, to forget about his asshole ex-boyfriend. Richard being taller, hotter and more muscular than Charlie just made it all the sweeter. 

Richard simply grabbed him by the front of his t-shirt, then dragged him through to the bedroom and threw Sean on the bed. 

Sean was shifting to get comfortable, then froze when Richard joined him on the bed, hovering over him on hands and knees. Richard stared down at him for a moment, golden eyes dark and intense, then leaned down to nuzzle his neck. It wasn’t long before sharp teeth were scraping lightly at his skin, much like earlier when Richard had Sean pinned to the ground. “I wasn’t being dominant,” he whimpered, fear and arousal swirling around inside of him. 

“I know,” Richard said, and inhaled deeply. “I just like the scent of you, all aroused and desperate and still a little scared. Can’t wait to get you naked.” 

Sean couldn’t wait to get naked either, and he raised his hands to rest them on Richard’s stomach. His skin felt warm, and Sean began to stroke him, the hair that led to Richard’s groin coarse under his hands. “What’s stopping you?” he asked, and Richard let out a pleased growl against Sean’s neck. 

Richard leaned up, his eyes briefly meeting Sean’s, before grabbing the neck of Sean’s t-shirt and lifting it off his skin. His sharp nails made a tear and Sean’s eyes widened as Richard ripped the shirt apart, leaving Sean’s chest exposed. “Nothing,” he said, placing one large hand possessively on Sean’s chest.

Sean raised his head, staring at Richard’s nails. He felt them against his skin, and he knew Richard could rip him apart as easily as he had the shirt. “Mind if I do the rest myself?” He didn’t want those claws anywhere near his groin. 

With a grunt, Richard moved to the side to let Sean up. Before Sean could reach forward for his shoes, Richard pulled the remains of his t-shirt off his shoulders and threw it on the floor. 

He felt Richard shift around on the bed as he untied his shoes with trembling fingers, dropping them on the floor as well. He started when Richard’s arms slid around his waist and worked on his belt. Richard’s beard scratched his shoulder, and Sean leaned back into the embrace, enjoying the feel of Richard’s solid chest against him. 

Together, they dealt with the rest of Sean’s clothes swiftly, Sean letting out a happy sigh when his dick was freed from his boxers, which were torn slightly by Richard’s claws as he pulled the underwear down impatiently. Once Sean was naked, Richard, still sitting behind him, ran his large hands up the inside of Sean’s thighs, stopping just short of his groin.

Sean whimpered in frustration, his dick was hard and he wanted to be touched, although part of him was grateful Richard kept his claws at a safe distance. 

“You smell delicious,” Richard told him, nipping at Sean’s right ear. “You ever been fucked before?” 

He nodded, arching his back as Richard ran his hands over Sean’s hips before moving to stroke his stomach and chest. He moved his own hands back, resting them on Richard’s muscular thighs. “Oh yeah.” Even though Charlie had been a cheating asshole, he had also been pretty damn good in bed. 

Richard lowered his head to nuzzle Sean’s neck again, licking where his neck met his shoulder. “Good.” He bit down briefly on Sean’s shoulder, making sure not to pierce the skin. 

Sean leaned his head against Richard’s shoulder, giving Richard more space. “You, er, got a thing for necks?” he asked, as sharp teeth grazed his skin, worrying close to an artery. “Sure you’re not a vampire?” 

Richard snorted, his right hand patting Sean’s chest. “Funny. No, your scent is nice and strong here.” His arms tightened around Sean, and he lay back, taking Sean with him then turning them over so Sean was lying on his back. 

Sean tried to push himself up, but Richard placed one hand in the middle of his chest and pushed him back down with ease. 

“Stay still,” Richard told him, licking the hollow of his shoulder. 

Sean shivered, his aching dick brushing against Richard’s stomach, and waited, trying not to think of how Richard’s tongue felt longer and broader than Charlie’s. 

Richard kept his hand on Sean’s chest, then buried his nose in Sean’s right armpit. “The scent of fear is stronger here,” he murmured, licking Sean’s bicep. “Underneath your terrible deodorant.” 

Sean grunted with annoyance. “Shut up.” 

Richard bit down briefly on Sean’s arm before moving down his body, nipping and scraping his teeth across Sean’s stomach, making Sean hiss and squirm and hope that Richard knew not to bite down too hard. Richard’s hand slid further down to his stomach too. He paused when he reached Sean’s groin and for a moment, Sean hoped Richard was about to suck him off, because sharp teeth or not, his dick needed some attention. But instead, Richard simply nuzzled him down there, breathing in and letting out a satisfied growl. 

Sean moaned, spreading his thighs and hoping Richard got the hint. “Please.” 

Richard’s tongue swept over his balls instead. “You don’t need to tell me you’re desperate, I can smell it.” 

Sean let out a soft whine. He needed more than this. His hands were digging into the blanket underneath him as Richard licked him again. 

Richard sat up, grinning down at Sean before using his strong arms to turn Sean to lie on his stomach. 

Sean didn’t struggle, because so far things were working out well, although he kept an eye on Richard as the other man moved to crouch over him again. “What are you doing?” he asked. He was very aware that his ass was exposed, and expected Richard to force a finger or worse, his dick, inside of him. Sean hoped Richard had the common sense not to use his claws like that.

Richard ran one large hand from Sean’s lower back across his ass down to his right thigh. “You will enjoy this,” he said, and from the corner of his eye, Sean watched as Richard lowered his head again.

He cried out when he felt the wet tongue on his ass, and he squirmed to get away. It felt weird, and Richard’s large hands kept his hips in place and stopped him from moving. 

“Lie still,” Richard growled, then lowered his head again. His hands moved to spread Sean’s cheeks, and then Sean felt Richard’s tongue, licking a wet stripe from Sean’s balls to the top of his ass.

Sean whimpered, squirming again, but this time he moved towards Richard. It had felt oddly good, the rasp of wet tongue across that sensitive flesh. “What is – are you – oh God!”

“I’m preparing you,” Richard told him, his tongue once again licking Sean’s hole, making Sean writhe underneath him.

While Sean had never had anyone lick him there, it was more obvious than before that Richard’s tongue was unusually long and broad. Soon, Sean’s hole was slick, fluid dripping down to his thighs, and all Sean could do was tilt his hips and beg for more because fuck, he loved the way Richard’s tongue caressed him there. “Don’t stop,” he moaned. 

Richard chuckled, low and smug, and licked Sean again. Richard’s tongue ran across his hole, then circled around it. 

Sean whined, helpless as pleasure washed over him. Rimming had never seemed appealing
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