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It was ink-dark outside. Rain pelted against the windshield of Sky’s blue truck, thundering against the metal roof and splattering through the air on either side. She probably shouldn’t have been driving in weather like this, should have waited until morning, but her piece of shit ex hadn’t given her much choice in the matter.

After cheating on her with some trashy barmaid, Warren had had the gall to blame HER for being upset about it. In fact, when she’d refused to forgive him for his one mistake (”one”...), he’d acted like she had been the one to wrong him. 

The casual way he’d handled the barmaid situation told Sky that this was not the first or only time Warren had cheated. She’d had more than enough of his bullshit, and refused to be blamed for it—or to spend one more night under the same roof as him.

And so here she was, driving to the next town over in the rainy stormy darkness, headed for a motel room where she fully intended to pick up some willing guy for enthusiastic rebound sex. Whoever he was, he was a lucky bastard—Warren hadn’t been giving her much attention lately, probably because he’d been giving it away to every other woman around, and so Sky was ready to get wild. With any luck she’d find a man with some bigger equipment to play with while she was at it. Hell, maybe she’d pick up two men, or three. Somebody’s world was going to get rocked tonight, that was for sure.

There was a sputter from the truck, and suddenly the engine died, leaving Sky coasting through the night down the highway with nothing but the sound of the pounding rain. It was eerie. 

She gently pressed the brakes, easing to a stop in the middle of the lane. 

“Fuck,” the brunette grumbled, unstrapping her seat belt. Today had already been shitty, and her one way to salvage it—grab a hot stranger for some rebound sex—was probably not going to happen if she arrived at the motel super late. Fuck her life.

Still grumbling, Sky climbed out of the truck into the rain, leaving the driver side door standing wide open. The headlights cut through the night blackness like a painting, two distinct yellow slices that just lit up the dense trees lining either side of the road. 

The highway was in the middle of the woods. She knew without checking that her cell phone wouldn’t have any reception out here. 

“Why today?” Sky asked her truck in frustration. “Don’t you want me to get any? Warren better not have done anything to you to make you break down...”

Popping the hood, she took a quick look at the engine, what parts of it could be inspected on sight. Everything looked fine, so what was the truck’s issue here?

The rain had absolutely soaked through Sky’s thin white tee and her long brown hair. Thank god her eyeliner was waterproof. She wiped wet waves of hair out of her eyes and slammed the hood shut. At least the rain wasn’t that cold. She kind of needed a cold shower after thinking about all of her dirty plans for the motel while driving. With the truck’s breakdown, that ship had sailed.

She leaned forward against the truck hood, sighing. What to do now? Was there anything to do but spend the night in the truck and hope to flag down another car for help tomorrow?

A sound drifted to her over the rain, and Sky froze with her arms folded on the hood. It sounded like a growl, and the animal sounded BIG.

Slowly, very slowly, she turned around.

The sight before her was like something out of a horror movie. Silhouetted against the distant trees, towering nearly six feet tall, were three massive wolf-like creatures. 

Their proportions weren’t perfectly like a wolf—the arms were longer, more muscular, and the back legs bent more like a human’s legs while crawling. They had wolfish snouts and wickedly pointed ears, ruffs of feral wiry fur sticking up along their spines and down to erect tails. 

They were stepping out onto the road.

Sky was afraid to look them in the eyes, but also afraid to look away. What the fuck WERE they? Werewolves? They looked exactly like fucking werewolves, only enormous. 

She held her breath and heard only the rain slapping the pavement and her own heart thudding in her chest as the creatures stepped closer. Their yellow eyes glinted in the headlight beams, glowing ember-like in the darkness beyond them. 

The three were slightly different colors, Sky noticed in a detached ‘this is fucking unreal’ kind of way. The largest, which led the three, was a charcoal gray with a black snout and ears. The one on the left behind him was lighter stark gray, like a timber wolf, and the third was a deep, dark chocolate brown. 

There was no chance they hadn’t seen her with how they were walking straight out to stand in front of the truck, so Sky started to slowly inch backward toward the open driver side door. As if the thin metal doors would do much to protect her from these monsters... Driving away wasn’t an option, either. She didn’t know what the hell else to do, though. 

The leader paused, and she froze, feeling his intelligent yellow gaze burning over her body. Sky dared to peek upward and watched in stunned silence as the leader stood up on his hind legs. He stood like a person, towering eight feet tall at least, and now she could see that his body was just human enough that it looked fluid and graceful rather than awkward. He was powerfully muscled underneath the fur, his thighs and arms rippling. Sky realized with a flush of heated arousal that certain parts of his anatomy weren’t entirely covered by hair.

Maybe it was how he was looking her over. Maybe he could smell how horny she’d made herself thinking about her rebound sex plans. Whatever the reason, a massive lewdly red cock was jutting up out of its sheath above his heavy, hairy balls. Sky bit her lip and stared at it for a moment. His dick was as huge as the rest of him.

She slowly raised her hands up with the palms out. The other wolfish creatures stood one by one, and she noticed each was erect and glistening wet just like their leader. 

“Easy, boys... I’m just gonna get back in the truck now,” she breathed. They seemed interested in more than killing or eating her, and she was surprised at how okay with that idea she was. Getting fucked by a werewolf or three, how often did THAT chance come up in life? Still, they were also massive monstrous-looking things that had just wandered out of the forest, and she was here alone and unarmed. It felt dangerous to try and just trust her lusty instincts. That would be crazy, right?

The lead wolf-thing—werewolf?—flicked his ears at the sound of her voice and gave the familiar deep growl she’d heard that made her first look toward the woods. Sky stopped and looked up at him, right in the eyes this time. There was such intelligence behind those eyes that she wouldn’t be surprised if he really did shapeshift into a man. She was remembering a news article she’d read the other day, though, something about a wolf-like creature. At the time she’d laughed it off as ridiculous, but the headline had been something like “Michigan Dogman sighted in Ohio.” 

Fuck. She was having a cryptid encounter? A HORNY cryptid encounter? 

This wasn’t exactly the kind of rebound sex she’d planned for, but maybe her truck broke down here for a reason. As she gazed up at the lead Dogman’s eyes, Sky got the distinct impression he was thinking things AT her. Not words, but feelings. Urges. Primal, frantic images and sensations that left Sky so wet her stomach started to cramp with need. And after that kind of introduction, the fucking leader almost teasingly added a questioning feeling at the end. Asking permission.

Sky snorted in disbelief, turning and stepping to the front of the truck again. She folded her arms as she’d done before, and leaned forward against the cold, wet metal hood, focusing on the leader to try and send a feeling back at him: play with me.

The response was immediate. Sky heard that low, feral growl again, and felt him send possessive thoughts her way. She gasped softly as massive clawed hands gripped her, one pushing her firmly on the back to bend her further over the hood. The other grasped at her hips, claws straining at the fabric of her tight jeans. There was a sudden popping of denim threads, and the jeans split through the middle. Sky gasped softly as she felt the claws drag across the curves of her ass, not breaking the skin but definitely leaving raised red welts there. It stung, but made her clit throb even harder in need. She bit down on her bottom lip as the shreds of her jeans and panties were dragged down around her ankles. 

Was this really happening? Things like Dogman weren’t even supposed to be real, but damn did he feel real, crowding up behind her. 

Sky expected the urgent force of a huge cock to plunge inside of her any second, so the wet, hot stroking against her pussy was a shock. A tongue, she realized, shivering a little. The truck’s hood was cold in the rain. Her thin tee did nothing to protect her from the chill, especially since she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her nipples pressed against the wet metal, hardening into firm, sensitive points. The creature behind her braced a big clawed hand on her back and hheld her in place as he lapped up along her pussy and over her asshole in one smooth, steamy hot stroke. 

“Mmm,” Sky whimpered, shifting a little on her feet. The claws on her back pressed down tightly, warning, and she laid her head down on her folded arms again. In front of her, she saw the alpha
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