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PART ONE

Submit To The Werewolf's Lust

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 1

Rule 1: Werewolves choose their humans.  Humans do not choose their wolves.

 

Sven Svensson massaged his fingers into his temples, as if he could physically massage the flow of words he needed to finish his story out of his head.

 

It was half past two in the morning, the dead of night. His work area consisted of his laptop atop of his kitchen table.  Sven preferred working next to the sliding glass door which looked out into the woods behind his house. 

 

Unlike his neighbors with regular jobs, who were fast asleep in their comfy beds, Sven was still torturing himself in front of the blue glow of his laptop.

 

Sven knew that many men would kill to have a job as awesome as his.  As a writer of erotica, Sven got to fantasize and write about the most depraved kinkiest shit his filthy mind could come up with.  He had sex on the mind 24-7 and he could honestly say that he was working when he searched for porn videos and whacked one off in front of his computer.  Smut peddlers like him could even write off his sex-toys as tax deductible expenses!

 

His latest piece was a short erotic serial which featured an inexperienced twink sent to live with his godfather, a werewolf with a possessive streak and an appetite for domination. 

 

Sven was currently struggling with the final book of the series, "Dominated By The Billionaire Wolf - Part 3.”  

 

He couldn't figure out how the main character, William, would adjust to his new role in the wolf pack.

 

As a new werewolf, William would have to be claimed and mated by the Alpha of the pack.  Sweet innocent William took both the Alpha's and the Beta's cocks like a pro.  And yet, the scene needed something else...

 

Sven paused, reread the scene, and rubbed his chin.

 

Hmmm... still too tame.  Better make him choke on the Beta wolf's cock.  Let's also spice up the scene with some cum dripping out past his lips.

 

Sven pressed the backspace key and typed the paragraph again.

 

Ah, that's it.  Much better!

 

Finding his flow, the rapid tap tap tap of his keyboard filled the room as his fingers flew across the keys.  After 15 minutes of non-stop typing, the scene was finished.  Sven saved the manuscript and composed a short email to his proofreader.

 

The tired smut slinger sighed in relief as he hit the send button.  His left hand dropped beneath the kitchen table and slipped underneath the waistband of his boxers.  His fingers curled around his hot throbbing flesh and squeezed.  Every drop of blood in his body rapidly flowed to his stiffening member which swelled until his fingers could barely wrap around its girth.  He shifted his hips and pulled his dick out past the constrictive material of his underwear.

 

The main nuisance -- or benefit -- of writing erotica for a living was the constant need to rub one out multiple times a day.  If Sven wanted to good night's rest tonight, he had to come now! Fortunately he was a bit of a recluse.  Otherwise people would've called him a sex addict.

 

He closed his eyes and pictured himself in William's place.  His thumb flicked across the head of his cock with each upstroke.  He tightened his grip and milked a creamy drop of liquid from the slit at the top.

 

"Ooooh yeah," he moaned as he stroked himself harder and faster.  The images flashed behind his eyes  -- the two Alpha werewolves were prying his lips and ass open with their juicy cocks which slobbered precum on his flesh as they pressed forward and forced their way into his body.

 

Fap. Fap. Fap. 

 

The sticky wet sounds of his hand sliding up and down his cock was the only noise in the kitchen.  His chair rocked as Sven drove his hips up into his tight fist.

 

The ridges of the veins in his cock grew firmer as more blood swelled in his dick.  The burn started in his balls and Sven prepared for the messy spill as his cum gathered at the base of his cock.

 

"Ungh!" He grunted and threw his head back.  His hips snapped up one last time and streams of jism shot into the air.  Milky white drops of cum landed on the kitchen table and some plopped onto his boxers.

 

With a grimace, Sven wiped up the white globs of cum that landed on the kitchen table with the edge of his t-shirt.  He closed his laptop, stretched his tired arms over his head, and let out a long yawn.  

 

It was late at night and the rest of the world was already fast asleep, but not Sven.  Such was the life of a writer with a looming deadline.  The backyard was inky dark and silent except for the chirp of crickets. The silence spilled over into Sven's kitchen and he jumped in shock when the refrigerator suddenly turned on, the low hum sounding like a freight train.  He shook his head, chastising himself for being so jumpy and stepped towards the sliding glass door at the back of the kitchen to close the curtains.

 

"Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeehhhhhh!" Sven's ear piercing scream filled the room.

 

A pair of glowing eyes stared back at him from the other side of the glass door.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2

Rule 2: Give your werewolf salty treats.

 

"Holy shit!" Sven's heart pounded in his chest and he reached down to pat his groin for wetness.  At least he didn't piss himself.

 

It was only a dog!

 

Pawing at the glass, the mutt wagged its tail and whined.

 

Sven pulled the sliding glass door open and crouched down in front of the dog.

 

"Woah!"

 

The dog jumped onto Sven and he fell back onto his ass.  The excited canine licked Sven's face with its rough tongue and he squirmed at the ticklish sensation.

 

"He--Hey! Stop that!"

 

Sven pushed the big dog off his chest and scrambled to his feet.  The dog sat back and panted excitedly.  Sven was immediately captivated by its clear blue eyes.  It was a large dog, resembling a wolf more than the annoying yappy toy dogs that women often carried around in their purses around here.

 

Sven reached out and stroked the white fur on the back of the dog's head.  He checked around its neck.  Hmmm... no collar or tags. He/she must was probably a stray. Sven checked lower on the dog's stomach.   Yep, HE was a stray.

 

Still, he was a very handsome dog for a stray mutt.  It was late and Sven didn't have the heart to kick the dog out.  He'll take him to the shelter in the morning.

 

"You look like a wolf more than a dog!" remarked Sven as he scratched behind the dog's ears.

 

His ears perked and he gave an affirmative bark.

 

"You like that, Wolf?"

 

Wolf barked again.

 

So it wasn't the most original name. But it would do for tonight.  Besides, it wasn't as if Sven was going to adopt Wolf!

 

"Okay, buddy, you can stay for the night."

 

Wolf yipped and brushed against Sven's legs as he walked into the house like he owned the place.

 

Sven could have sworn that the dog understood him, but that's just crazy talk.  All that werewolf smut and his sleep deprivation was making him see things.

 

 

 

***

Wolf waited for the telltale sound of Sven's snoring -- a sure sign that his human was deep asleep -- before he shifted into his human form.

 

Tall with a trim muscular physique, the werewolf's human-form was every bit as impressive as his canine-form.  Covered in shadows, only his crystal blue eyes glowed in the darkness of the room.

 

He stood at the side of the bed and stared at the tent in the cotton sheet over Sven's groin.  Who knew the old boy had it in him.  Wolf --  whose real name was Zane -- had been watching Sven for the past week and the guy masturbated more times a day than a horny teenager.

 

Silently Zane eased the fabric down Sven's legs.  He listened for any change in his human's breathing patterns which indicated he was waking up.

 

Hello salty goodness!  His view from the backyard did not do the real thing justice.  Who knew his human was hiding a monster piece of meat inside his boxers!

 

Sven's cock had to be at least nine inches and as fat as a beer-can.   Zane salivated as he examined smooth round helmet at the top.  Very nicely cut too.  He was drooling just at the thought of swallowing that sausage down his throat.

 

Zane crept onto the bed and knelt over Sven's prone body.  His own cock grew and swelled at the sight of Sven's handsome shaft.  He rubbed his own cock against Sven's, savoring the slide of the velvety soft flesh against his own. 

 

He wrapped one hand around his Sven's cock while his other hand tugged at his own dick.  Precum started to dribble out of Sven's dick, adding natural lube to his strokes. Zane couldn't wait any longer.  He had to taste him!

 

He dragged the rough flat of his tongue around the slippery head and growled low in his throat.  Sven had a clean, salty, musky flavor.  He swallowed and licked again.  And again.  More fluid leaked out and a trail of cum and drool stretched from the tip of Sven's cock to Zane's tongue.

 

Enough teasing.  Zane swooped his head down and sucked the fat dick until it pushed at the back of his mouth.  His cheeks hollowed with his efforts as he slid up and down, each time going deeper and opening his mouth for more.  He squeezed himself tighter at the base and started to thrust into his own fist in time with each bob
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